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AGINCOURT. 


CHAPTER I. 

THE NIGHT KIBE. 

fiiE night was as block as ink; not a solitary twinkling star 
ooked out through that wide expanse.of'shadow which our 
;reat poet has called the “blanket of the dark;” clouds 
covered the heaven; the moon had not risen to tinge them 
even with gray, and the sun had too long set to leave one 
faint streak of purple upon the edge of the western sky. 
Trees, houses, villages, fields, and gardens, all lay in one 
profoimd obscurity, and even the course of the high-road 
itself required eyes well-accustomed to night-travelling to be 
able to distinguish it, as it wandered on through a rich part 
of Hampshire, amidst alternate woods and meadows. Yet at 
that murky hour, a traveller on horseback rode forward upon 
1 is way, at an easy pace, aud with a light heart, if one might 
judge by the snatches of homely ballads that broke from hii^‘ 
lips as he trotted on. These might, indeed, afford a fallacious 
indication of what was going on .within the breast,'and in his 
case they did so; for habit is more our master than we know, ( 
and often rules our external demeanour, whenever the spirit; 
is called to take counsel in the deep chambers within, showing ? 
upon the surface, without any effort on our part to hide our 
thoughts, a very different aspect from that of the mind’s busi-i 
ness at the moment. 

Thus, then, the traveller who there rode along, saluting 
the car of night with scraps of old songs, sung in a low, but 
melodious voice, was as thoughtful, if not as sad, as it wqsf l 
his nature to be; but yet, as that nature was a cheerful one 
and all his habits were gay, no sooner were the. eyes ef the 
spirit called to the consideration of deeper things, than cus¬ 
tom exercised her sway over the animal part, and he gave 
voice, as we have stud, to the old ballads which had cheered 
his. qpyhood aud his youth. 
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Whatever were his'contemplations, they were interrupted 
just as he came to a small stream which crossed the road and 
then wandered along at its side, by first hearing the quick 
foot-falls of a horse approaching, and then a loud, but fine 
voice, exclaiming, “Who goes there?” 

“A friend to all true men,” replied the traveller; ‘to foe to 
all false knaves. 1 Merry sings the throstle under the thorn.’ 
Which be you, friend of the highway?” 

“Faith, ! hardly know!” replied the stranger; “every man 
is a bit of both, I believe. But if you can tell me my way to 
Winchester, I will give you thanks'.” 

“I want nothing more,” answered the first traveller, draw¬ 
ing in his rein. “ But Winchester! Good faith! that is a long 
way off; and you are going from it, master:” and he endea¬ 
voured, as far as the darkness would permit, to gain some 
knowledge of the stranger’s appearance. It seemed that of a 
young man of good proportions, tall and slim, but with broad 
shoulders and long arms. He wore no cloak, and his dress 
fitting tight to his body, as was the fashion of the day, allowed 
his interlocutor to perceive the unencumbered outline of his 
figure. 

“A long way off!” said the second traveller, as his new ac¬ 
quaintance gazed at him; “that is very unlucky; but all my 
stars are under that black cloud. What is to be done now, ! 
wonder?" 

“ What do you want to do?” inquired the first traveller. 
“Winchester is distant five and twenty miles or more.” 

“ Odds life! I want to find somewhere to lodge me and my 
horse for anight,” replied the other, “ at a less distance than 
twenty-five miles, and yet not quite upon this very spot.” 

* “Why not Andover?”-asked his companion; “’tis but six 
miles, and I am going thither.” 

“Humph!” said the stranger, in a tone not quite satisfied; 
“ it must be so if better cannot be found; and yet, my friend, 
I would fain find some other lodging. Is there no inn hard 
by, where carriers bait their beasts and fill their bellies, and 
country folks carouse on nights of merry-making? Or some 
old hall or goodly castle, where a truckle bed, or one of straw, 
a nuncheon of bread and cheese, and a draught of ale, is not 
likely to be refused to a traveller with a good coat on his back 
and long-toed shoes?” 

“ Oh, ay!” rejoined the first; “of the latter there are many 
around, but on my life it will be difficult to direct yon to them. 
The men of this part have a fondness for crooked ways, and 
unless you were the Daedalus who made them, or had some 
fair dame to guide you by the clue, you might wander about 
for as many hours as would take you to Winchester.” 

“ Then Andover it must be, I suppose,” answered the other; 
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“though, to say sooth, I may there ^ave to pay for a frolic, 
the score of which might better be reckoned with other men 
than myself." 

“A frolic!” said his companion; “nothing more, my friend?" 

“ No, on my life!” replied the other; “ a scurvy frolic, such 
as only a fool would commit; but when a man has nothing else 
to do, he is sure to fall into folly, and I am idle perforce.” 

“ Well, I’ll believe you,” answered the first, after a mo¬ 
ment’s thought; “I have, thank heaven! the gift of credulity, 
and believe all that men tell me. Come, I will turn back 
with you, and guid$ yon to a place of rest, though I shall be 
well laughed at lor my pains.” 

“Not for an act of generous courtesy, surely?" said the 
stranger, quitting the half-desting tone in which he had 
hitherto spoken. “ If they laugh at you for that, I care not 
to lodge with them, and will not put your kindness to the 
test, lor I should look for a cold reception.” 

“ Nay, nay, ’tis not for that they will laugh,” rejoined the 
other, “and perhaps it may jump with my humdur to go back, 
too. If you have committed a folly- in a frolic to-night, I 
have committed one in anger. Come with me, therefore, and 
as we go give me some name by which to call you when we 
arrive, that I may not have to throw you into my uncle’s hall 
as a keeper with a dead deer; and, moreover, before we go, 
give me your word that we have no frolics here, lor I would 
not lor much that any one I brought should move the old 
knight’s heart with aught but pleasure.” 

“There is my hand, good youth,” replied the stranger, fol¬ 
lowing, as the other turned his horse; “ and I never break my 
word, whatever men say of me, though they tell strange tales. 
As lor my name, people call me Hal of Hadnock: it will do as 
well as another.” 

“ For the nonce,” added his companion, understanding well 
that it was assumed; “but it matters not. Let us ride on, and 
the gate shall soon be opened to you; for I do think they will 
be glad to see me back again, though I may not perchance 
Stay long. 

The porter rose anon certaine 
As soon as he heard John call.” 

“ You seem learned for a countryman,” said the traveller, 
riding on by his side; “ but, perchance, I am speaking to a 
clerk?” 

“ Good faith! no,” replied the first wayfarer; “ more soldier 
than clerk, Gal of Hadnock; as old Bobert of Langland says, 

‘ I cannot perfectly my Paternoster, as the priest it singeth, 
but I can rhyme of Bobin Hode and Bandof Earl of Chester.’ 
I cheered my boyhood with many a song, and my youth 
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with many a ballad. *' When lying in the field npon the 
marches of Wales I have wiled away many a cold night with 
the— 


or, 


’ Quern Mountfort, sa dure mort, ‘ 


Richard of Alemaigne, while he was king. 


and then in the cold blasts of March, I ever found comfort in— 


Summer is icumen in, 

Lhude sing cuccu, 

Growcth sede and bloweth mede. 
And springeth the wode nu.” 


“ And good reason, too,” said Hal of Hadnock; “ I do the 
same, i’faith! and when wintry winds are blowing, 1 think 
ever that a warmer day may come and all be bright again. 
Wcrait not for that, indeed, I might well be cold-hearted.” 

“ Fie, never flinch!” eried his gay companion; “ there is hut 
one tiling on earth should make a bold man cold-hearted.” 

“And what may that be?” asked the other; “to lose his 
•dfhner?” 

“No, good life!” exclaimed the first; “to lose his lady’s 
love.” 

“Ay, is it there the saddle galls?” said Hal of Hadnock. 

“Faith! not a whit,” answered his fellow-traveller; “if it 
did, I should leave off singing. You arc wrong in your guess, 
Master Hal.. I may lose my lady, but not my lady’s love, or 
I am much mistaken; and while that stays with me 1 will both 
s. sing and hope.” 

“’Tis the best comfort,” replied Hal of Hadnock, “and 
generally brings success. But what am I to call you, lair sir, 
for it mars one’s speech to have no name for a companion.” 

“Now, were notsny uncle’s house within three miles,” said 
tlie other, “I would pay you in your own coin, and hid you 
call me Dick of Andover; for I am fond of secrets, and keep 
them faithfully, except when they are likely to be found out; 
but such being the case now, you must call me ltichard of 
Woodville, if you would have my friends know you mean a 
poor squire who has ever sought the places where hard blows 
are plenty; but who missed his spurs at llramham Moor by 
being sent by his good friend Sir Thomas Rokeby to bear 
tidings of Northumberland’s incursion to the king. I would 
fain have staid and carried news of the victory; but, good 
sooth, Sir Thomas said lie could trust me'to tell the truth 
clearly as well as fight, and that though he could trust the 
ethers to fight, he could not find one who would not make the 
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matter either more or less to the king than it really was. See 
what bad luck it is to be a plain-spoken fellow.” 

“Good luck as well as bad,” replied Hal of Hadnock; and 
in such conversation they pursued their way, riding not quite 
so fast as either had been doing when first they met, and 
slackening their pace to a walk, when, about half-a-mile far¬ 
ther forward, they quitted the high-road and took to the nar¬ 
row lanes of the country, which, as the reader may easily 
conceive, were not quite so good for travelling in those days 
as even at present, when in truth they are often bad enough. 
They soon issued forth, however, upon a more open track, 
where the river again ran along by the road-side, sheltered 
here and there by copses which occasionally rose from the 
very brink; and just as they regained it, the moon appearing 
over the low banks that fell crossing each other over its 
eourse, poured, from beneath the fringe of heavy clouds that 
canopied the sky above, her full pale light upon the whole 
extent of the stream. There was something fine but melan¬ 
choly in the sight: grave, and even grand; and though there 
were none of those large objects which’seem generally neces¬ 
sary to produce the sublime, there was a feeling of vastness 
given by the broad expanse of shadow overhead, and the long 
line of glistening brightness below, broken by the thick black 
masses of brushwood that here and there bent over the flat 
surface of the water. 

“This is fine,” said Hal of Hadnock; “1 lore such night 
scenes with the solitary moon, and the deep woods, and the 
gleaming river; ay, even the dark clonds themselves. They 
are to me like a king’s fate, where so many heavy things brood 
over him, so many black and impenetrable things surround 
him, aud where yet often a clear yet cold effulgence pours 
upon his way, grander and calmer than the warmer and gayer 
beams that fall upon the course of ordinary men.” 

His companion turned and gazed at him for a moment by 
the moonlight, but made no observation till the other con¬ 
tinued, pointing with his hand: “ What is that drifting on the 
water? Surely ’tis a man’ head!” s 

“An otter with a trout in liis mouth, speeding to his hole,” 
replied Richard of Woodville; “he will not be long in sight. 
See; lie is gone! All things fly from mail. We have estab¬ 
lished our character for butchery with the brute creation, and' 
they wisely avoid the slaughter-house of our presence.” 

“I thought, it was something human, living or dead,” re¬ 
plied Hal of Hadnock. “Methinks it were a likely spot for a 
man to rid himself of his enemy, and give the carrion to the 
waters; or for a love-lorn damsel to bury griefs and memo¬ 
ries beneath the sleepy shining of the moonlight stream. The 
Leucadian prompntory was an awful, leap, and bold as well as 
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sad must have been the heart to take it; but here timid 
despair might creep quietly into the soft closing nave, and 
find U more peaceful death-bed than the slow decay of a 
broken heart.” 

“ (Sad thoughts, sir! sad thoughts!” replied Richard of Wood- 
ville; “ and yet you seemed merry enough just now .” 

“ Ay, the fit conics upon me as it will, comrade,” replied 
the other; “and, good faith, 1 strive not to prevent it. I 
amuse myself with 1113' own humours, standing, as it were, 
without myself, and looking inward like a spectator at a tour- 
nay: now laughing at all 1 see, now ready to weep; and yet 
for the world 1 would not stop the scene, were it in my power 
to cast down my warder at the keenest point of strife, and 
say: ‘Pause! no more!’ Sometimes there lives not a mer¬ 
rier heart on this side the sea, and sometimes not a sadder 
within the waters. At one time I could laugh like a clown at 
a fair, and at others would make ballads to the little stars, full, 
of sad homilies.” 

“Not so, J,” rejoined Richard of Woodvillc. “I strive for 
an equal mind. I wohld lain be always light-hearted: and 
though, when I am crossed, I may be hot and hasty, ready' to 
strive with others or myself, yet, in good truth, I soon learn 
to bear with ail tilings, and to endure the ills that fall to my 
portion, as lightly as may be. Man’s a beast of burden, and 
must carry his pack-saddle; so it is better to do it quietly 
than to kick under the load. Out upon those who go seeking 
for sorrows: a sort of commodity they may find at their own 
door! One whines over man’s ingratitude ; another takes to 
heart the Scorn of the great; another broods over his merit 
neglected, and his good deeds forgotten; but were they wise, 
and did good without thought of thanks; were they high of 
heart, and knew themselves as great in their inmost soul as 
the greatest in the laud; were they' bright in mind, and found 
pleasure in the mind’s exercise; they' would both merit more 
and repine less, ay, and be surer of their due in the end.” 

“ By my life, you said yon were no clerk, Richard of 
Woodvillc!” cried his companion; “and here you have 
preached me a sermon fit to banish moon-sick melancholy 
from the laud. But say', good truth, is yonder light looking 
out of your uncle’s hall window: there, far on the other side 
of the stream?” 

“No, no,” answered Woodville; “ride after it, and see how 
far it will lead you. You will soon find yourself neck deep 
in the swamp. ’Tis a Will-o'-the-wisp. My uncle’s house 
lies on before, beyond the village of Abbot’s Ann, just a quar¬ 
ter of a mile from the abbey; so, as the one brother owns the 
hall, and the other rules the monastery, they can aid and 
countenance each other, whether it be at a merry-making or 
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a broil. Then, too, as the good abbot is as meek as an ewe on 
a May morning, and Sir Philip is as fiery as the sun in June, 
the one can tame the other’s wrath, or work up his courage, 
as the case maybe; but here we see the first houses, and 
lights in the window, too. Why, how now! Dame Julien 
has not gone to bed; but I iorgot, there is a glutton mass 
to-morrow, and, as the reeve’s wife, she must he cooking 
capons, truly. But, hark! there is a sound of a cithern, and 
some one singing. Good laitli! they are making merry by 
their tire-side, though curfew has tolled long since. Well, 
heaven send all good men a cheerful evening and a happy 
hearth! Perhaps they have some poor minstrel within, and 
are keeping up bis heart with kindness; for Julien is a boun¬ 
tiful dame, and the reeve, though somewhat hard upon the 
j oung knaves, is no way pinched when there is a sad face at 
his door. Well, fair sir, we shall soon be home. A plea¬ 
sant place is home; ay, it is a pleasant place, and when far 
away we think of it always. God help the man who has no 
home! and let all good Christians befriend him, lor he has 
need.” 

Although Hal of Hadnock made no further observations 
upon his companion’s mood and character, there was some¬ 
thing therein that struck and pleased him greatly; and he was 
no mean judge of his fcllow-mcn, for he had mingled with 
many of every class and degree. Quick and ready in dis¬ 
covering, by small traits, the secrets of that complicated mys¬ 
tery, the human heart, he saw, even in the love of music and 
poetry, in a man habituated to camps and fields of battle, a 
higher and finer mind than the common society of the day 
afforded; for it must not be thought that either in the knight 
or the knight's son, of our old friend Chaucer, the poet gave 
an accurate picture of the gentry of the age. That there were 
such is not to be doubted, but they were few; and the gene¬ 
rality of the nobles and gentlemen of those times were sadly 
illiterate and rude. The occasional words Richard of Wood- 
ville let drop, too, regarding his own scheme of home philo¬ 
sophy, showed, his companion thought, a strength and vigour 
of character which might be serviceable to others as well as 
himself, in any good and honourable cause; and Hal of Had- 
nock, as they rode on, said to himself: “I will see more of 
this man.” 

After passing through the little village, and issuing out 
again into the open country, they saw, by the light of the 
nioon, now rising higher, and dispersing the clouds as she 
advanced, a high isolated hill standing out, detached from al! 
the woods and scattered hedge-rows around. At a little dis¬ 
tance from its base, upon the left, appeared the tall pinnacles 
and tower of an abbey and a church, cutting dark against the 
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lustrous sky behind; and partly hidden by the trees on the 
right, partly rising above them, were seen the bold lines of 
.another building, in a sterner style of architecture. 

“That is your uncle’s dwelling, I suppose?” said Hal of 
Hadnock, pointing on with his hauil. “Shall we find any one 
up? It is hard upon ten o’clock.” 

“Oh! no fear,” replied Richard of Woodville. “Good Sir 
Philip Beauchamp sits late in the hall. He will not take his 
white head to the pillow for an hour or two; and the ladies 
’ like well to keep him company. Here, to the left, is l shorter 
way through the wood; but look to your horse’s looting, for 
the TjFOodmen were busy this morning, and may have left 
branches about." 

In less than five minutes more they were before the em¬ 
battled gates of one of those old English dwellings, half 
castle, half house, which denoted the owner to be a man of 
station and consideration; just a step below, in fortune or 
rank, those mighty barons who sheltered themselves from 
the storms of a iactious and lawless epoch, in fortresses filled 
with an army of retainers and dependants. As they ap¬ 
proached, Richard of Woodville raised his voice and called 
aloud— 

“Tim Morris! Tim Morris!” He waited a moment, singing 
to himself the two verses he had repeated before— 

“ The porter rose anon certalne 
As soon as lie heard John coll 


and then added, “But it will be different now, I (ancy; for 
honest Tim is as deaf as a miller, and his boy is sound asleep, 
I suspect. Tim Morris, 1 say! lie will keeji us here all 
night; Tun Morris! How now, old sluggard!” he continued, 
as the ancient porter rolled back the gate; “were you snoring 
in your wicker-cliair, that you make us dance attendance, as 
you do the country folk of a Monday morning?'’ 

“ ’Tis fit they should learn to dance the Morris dance, as 
they call it, Master Hick,” answered the porter, laughing, 
and holding up his lantern. “God yield ye, sir! I thought 
you were gone for the night, and I was stripping off' my 
jerkin.” 

“Is Simeon of Roydon gone, then?” asked Woodville. 

“ Ray, sir, he stays all night,” answered the porter. “ Here, 
boy! here, knave! turn thee out, and run across the court to 
take the horses.” 

A sleepy hoy, with senses yet but half awake, crept out 
from the door, and followed Richard of Woodville and his 
companion, as they rode across the small space that sepa¬ 
rated the gate from the hall itself. There, at a flight of 
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steps, leading to i portal -iyFncb might well Bavggggrved a 
church, they dismo&ted; and, .advancing befora ISrTellow- 
travellcr, Richard ofWoodvillciWsed the heavy bar of ham¬ 
mered iron, which served fo^*»-latch, and entered the hall, 
singing aloud— 

“ As I rote on a Monday, 

Between Wettendcn and Wall, 

All along the broad way, 

I met a little man withal." 

As ie .spoke fic pushed back the door for Hal of Hadnock 
to enter, and a scene was presented to his companion’s sight 
Which deserves rather to begin than end a chapter. 


CHATTER n. 


THE HALL AND ITS DENliEltSi 

The hall of the old house at Hunbnry—long swept away by 
the two great destroyers of man’s works, Time and Change— 
was a spacious vaulted chamber, of about sixty feet in its 
entire length, by from thirty-five to forty in width; but, at 
the end next the court, a part of the pavement, of about nine 
feet broad, and some eighteen or twenty inches lower than 
the rest, was separated from the hall by two broad steps run¬ 
ning all the way across. This inferior space presented three 
doors: the great one communicating at once with the court, 
and two others in the angles, at the right side and the left, 
leading to chambers in the rest of the building. At the fur¬ 
ther end of the hall, on the left, was another small door, 
opposite to which there appeared the first four steps of a 
staircase, which wound away with a turn to apartments above. 
There was a high window over the principal entrance, from 
which the room received, in the daytime, its only light; and 
about half way up the chamber, on the left hand, was the 
wide chimney and hearth, with seats on cither side, and two 
vast bars of iron between them for burning wood. In the 
midst of the pavement stood a long table, with some benches, 
one or two stools and a great chair, in which the master of 
the mansion seated himself at the time of meals; but the hall 
presented no other ornament whatever, except a number of 
lances, hows, cross-bows, axes, maces, and other offensive 
arms, which were ranged with some taste against the walls. 
The armoury was in another part of the house, and these 
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weapons seemec. 
immediate need 
always know how 1 
defend the head. 

When Richard of V 
some six or seven large k 
■were blazing on the hearth , ■ 
afforded, a sconce of seven be 
full light upon the,.party assi 
party was very numerous, for se 
whom it may not be necessary to 
were scattered round the principal ] 
occupations for the evening as were to. 
when intellectual pursuits were very little o> 

The group in front, however, deserves more 
Mating of seven persons, most of whom we shall 1. 
of more than once in the course of these pages. 
within the chimney, just opposite the door, sat the 
the mansion, a tall powerful old man, who had seen s 
battle-field in his day., during that and the preceding i ’ 
and had borne away tile marks of hard blows upon his t, t 
He was spare and large-boned in form, with his hail a., 
beard* very nearly white; hat he was hale and florid witha» 
and his countenance, though strongly marked, had an ex¬ 
pression of kindness and good humour, not at all incompatib# 
with the indications of a quick and fiery temper, which were 
to be discovered in the sparkle of liis undimincd blue eye, and 
the sudden contraction of his brow when anything surprised 
hint. The seat on the other side of the fire was not visible 
from the door by .which the two wayfarers entered; but 
beyond the angle of the chimney, protruded into the light, 
the arm, shoulder, and part of the head of another tall old 
man, apparently clothed in the gray gown of some monastic 
order. 

On the left of Sir Philip Beauchamp was seated a young 
lady, perhaps eighteen or nineteen years of age, with her arm 
rcstfhg on his knee, and her head and figure bent gracefully 
towards him! Her hair was as black as jet, her skin soft and 
clear, and her complexion somewhat pale, though a slight 
tinge of the rose might be seen upon her cheek. Her eyes, 
like her father’s, were of a deep clear blue, though the long 
black fringes ,that bordered her eyelids in a long sweeping 
line, made them, at a distance, look as dark as her hair. 
She seemed neither above nor below the ordinary height of 

* The heard was, at this time, usually shaved off by the English nobles; but 
many of the older barons still retained it, and 1 find the mustachio Very fre¬ 
quently in contemporaneous representations of younger knights. 
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’’ them tree 
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' of 



i# 

toman; and her whole figure, tlftfBglf nff ineafiePthin, was 
jdim and delicate. The small exquisite foot and rounded 
ancle inclining gracefljjly towards the fire, were displayed by 
the posture in which she had placed herself; and the hand 
Jiiat rested on her father’s knee, with long fingers tapering to 
■the point, showed in everyline the high Norman blood of her 
race. • 

Next to Isabel Beauchamp, the only daughter of the old 
knight, was another lady, perhaps a year younger. She was 
in several respects strikingly contrasted to her fair companion, 
though hardly less beautiful. Her hair was of a light glossy 
brown, catching a warm gleam wherever the light fell upon 
it, as fine as silk new spun from the cone, yet curling in large 
bunches wherever it could escape from the bands that con¬ 
fined it. Her complexion was fair and glowing; her cheek 
warm with health, and her skin as soft and smooth as that of 

child. To look upon her at a little distance, one would 
have expected to find the merry gray or blue eye, so often 
seen in the pretty village maid; but hers was dark brown, 
large; and full, and soft, yet with a laughing light therein, 
that seemed to speak a buoyant and a happy heart. In form 
she was somewhat taller than the other; but though her 
waist looked as if it would have required no giant’s hand to 
span it round, yet there was that sort of full and graceful 
sweep in all the lines, which painters and statuaries, I believe, 
call contour. Nought hut the tip of one foot was seen from 
beneath the long and flowing petticoat then in fashion; bnt 
even from that, one might judge that nothing much more 
neat and small ever heat the turf, except amongst .the elves of 
fairy land. Her hand' rested upon a frame of embroidery, at 
which she had been working, and her head was slightly bent 
forward, as if to hear something said by the good abbot of the 
convent, who sat opposite to his brother, in the seat within 
the chimney. But between her and him, was another group, 
consisting of three persons, which somewhat detached itself 
from the rest. Two were seated, a lady and a gentleman, 
and the third was standing with his arms folded on his chest 
a little behind the others. 

The backs of these three were turned towards the door by 
which Woodville and his companions entered; and they weife 
somewhat in the shade, being placed between the lower end. 
of the hall and the light both of the fire and the sconce; bnt 
as we are now looking at the picture of the whole, we may as 
well examine the details before we proceed. 

The lady bore a striking resemblance in features, com¬ 
plexion, and form, to Isabel Beauchamp, whom we have 
already described; and the Lady Catherine might well be 
taken, as was often the case, for her cousin’s sister. She 
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was taller, indeed, though not much; but the chief difference 
•was in the expression of the two countenances. Catherine* 
wanted all the gentleness, the tenderness, the thoughtfulness, 
of Isabel’s. It could assume a look of playful coquetry, it 
could seem grave, it could seem joyous; but with each ex¬ 
pression there mingled a touch of pride, perhaps, too, of 
vanity; and a scornful turn of the lip and well-chiseled nos¬ 
tril, as well as a quick flash of the eye, spoke the rash and 
haughty spirit which too certainly dwelt within her breast. 

We are the slaves of circumstances from our cradle; and 
tne mother and the nurse form as much part of our fate as 
any of the other events which mould our character, guide our 
course, and lead us to high station, retain us in mediocrity, or 
plunge us into misfortune. Catherine Beauchamp, like her 
cousin, was an only child, and an heiress; but lier mother had 
brought large possessions to her father, and with those large 
possessions an inexhaustible store of pride. She had looked 
upon herself, indeed, as her husband’s benefactor, for he was 
a younger brother, of small estate; and, after his death, she 
and a foolish servant had rivalled each other in instilling into 
her daughter’s mind high notions of her own importance. In 
this, as in many another tiling, the mother had proved herself 
weak; and the spoilt child had early shown her the result of 
her own folly. She did not live long enough to correct her 
error, even if she had possessed sense enough to make the 
efTort; and when Catherine came to the house of her uncle, 
as his ward, her character was too far fixed to render any les¬ 
sons effectual, but the severe ones of the world. There, 
then, she sat, beautiful, rich, vain, and haughty, claiming all 
admiration as her due, and believing that even her faults 
ought to be admired tor her loveliness and lier wealth. 

Beside her was placed her mother’s nearest relation, a dis¬ 
tant cousin, named Simeon of Roydon. lie was a tall, robust, 
well-proportioned man, of two or three and thirty years of 
age, with a quantity of light hair close cut in front, and left 
long upon the hack of the head and over the temples. His 
features were in general good; and what with youth and 
health, a florid complexion, fair skin, bright keen eyes, an 
aquiline nose, somewhat too much depressed, and an air of 
calm self-importance and courtly case, lie was the sort of man 
bo often called handsome by those who little consider or know 
in what beauty really consists. Nothing, indeed, that dress 
could do, was left undone, according to the fashions of the 
day, to set off his person to the best of advantage. His long 
limbs were clothed in the light-coloured breeches and hose, 
without division from the waist to the foot, which were then 
generally worn by men of the higher class; but so tightly did 
they fit, that scarce a muscle of the leg might not be traced 
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beneath; and his coat was also cut so close'to his shape, that 
except on the chest, where, perhaps, some padding added to 
the appearance of breadth, tne garment seemed to be but an 
outer skin. Ills shoes exhibited points of at least six inches 
in length beyond the toe; and the sleeves of his mantle, which 
he continued to wear even in the hall, hung down till they 
swept the floor. He wore a dagger in his girdle with a jew¬ 
elled hilt, and a clasp upon his coat with a ruby set in gold; 
while on his thumb appeared a large, signet-ring of a very 
peculiar fashion and device. 

Notwithstanding dress, however, and good features, and a 
countenance under perfect command, there were certain mi¬ 
nute, but very distinct signs, to be perceived by an eye prac¬ 
tised in the study of the human character, which betrayed the 
fact, that his smooth exterior was but a shell containing a less 
pleasant core. There was a wandering of the eyes, which did 
not always seem to move in the same orbits; there was an oc¬ 
casional quiver of the lower lip, as if words which might be 
dangerous were restrained with difficulty; there was a look of 
keen, eager, almost fierce inquiry, when anything was said, 
the meaning of whicli he did not at once comprehend; and 
then a sudden return to a bland and sweet expression, almost 
of insipidity, which spoke of something false and hollow. He 
was talking to Catherine Beauchamp, when Kichard of Wood- 
ville and 1 lal of Hadnock entered, in gay tones, often ming¬ 
ling a low laugh with his conversation, and eyeing his ow n foot 
ami leg as it was stretched out towards the fire, with an air of 
great self-admiration and satisfaction. 

The figure of the third person, who stood close behind the 
lady, as if he had come round thither and left vacant a stool 
which appeared on the other side, to take part in her conver¬ 
sation with Sir Simeon of lloydon, was as tall and finer in all 
its proportions than that of the knight who sat by her side. 
His chest was broader, his arms more muscular, the turn of 
his head, and the fall of his shoulders, more graceful and 
symmetrical. His dark hair curled short round his forehead 
and on his neck; his straight-cut features, of a grave and 
somewhat stern cast, wore their least pleasing look when in 
repose; for they wanted but the fire of expression to light 
them up in a moment, and render them all bright and glowing. 
His eye, however, the feature which sootiest receives that 
light, had in it a fixed melancholy, which scarcely even left?it 
when he smiled; and now, though he had come round thither 
to interchange a lew words with Catherine, his betrothed 
wife, and her gay kinsman, Sir Henry Dacre, he had lallen into 
thought again, and remained standing with his arms folded on 
"his chest, and his look fixed upon Isabel Beauchamp, as she 
leaned upon her father’s knee. His gaze was intense, thougbt- 
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fal, I might call innqniring; but yet it was not rude, for he 
knew not that his eyes were so firmly fixed upon her. He 
■was buried in his own thoughts; and perhaps the peculiar in¬ 
vestigating expression of that look might be accounted for by 
supposing that he was asking questions, difficult to solve, of 
his own heart. 

Isabel herself did not remark that he was gazing at her, for 
she was listening to some anecdote of other days which her 
father was telling. But the old knight did observe the glance 
of his young friend, and he observed it with pain, yet “ more 
in sorrow than in anger;” lor there were some things lor which 
he bitterly grieved, but which could not be amended. He 
broke off his story for a moment to mutter to himself, “Poor 
fellow!” and just at that instant his eye lighted upon Richard 
of Woodvillc, as the young traveller opened the great door of 
the hall. His brow contracted while perhaps one might count 
ten, but was speedily clear again, anil he exclaimed, laughing 
aloud, “ Ha! here is Dickon again! I thought he would not 
go far.” 

Every one turned round suddenly; and all laughed gaily, 
except one. But the fair girl with the rich brown hair, sitting 
next to Isabel Beauchamp, gazed down the hall, with a smile 
indeed, but with a kindly look gleaming forth through her 
half-closed, merry eyes. 

“Ah, runaway!” cried Isabel Beauchamp, still laughing; 
“so you have come back?” 

“ Yes, sweet cousin,” replied Richard of Woodville, advan¬ 
cing up the hall with his companion; “hut I have a cause; I 
should have been half way to Winchester else. Here is a 
gentleman, sir,” he continued, addressing his uncle, “ whom I 
have met seeking the right way, and finding the wrong; and 
I failed not in promising him your hospitality tor the night.” 

“ Right, Richard, you did right!” replied the old knight, 
raising his tall form irom the seat by the fire. “ Sir, you are 
most welcome. Quick, Hugh of Clatford, leave cutting that 
bow, and speed to the buttery and the kitchen. Bid them 
bring wine and meat. I pray you, sir, take the scat by the 
fire.” 

“Nay, not so, noble sir,” replied Ilal of Hadnock, in a 
courteous tone. “ I am not one to take the place of venerable 
years and high renown. Thanks for your welcome, and good 
fortune to your roof-tree! I beseech you, let me make no 
confusion. I will place me here;” and lie drew a stool from 
the table somewhat nearer to the fire, and seated himself, 
while all eyes were fixed upon him. 

Richard of Woodville, too, took a better view of liis com¬ 
panion than he had hitherto obtained, and that view satisfied 
him that he had not introduced to his uncle’s hall a guest 
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who, in point of rank and station at least, was not well de¬ 
serving of a place therein. 

The stranger was, as I. have already said, a tall and some¬ 
what slim young man, perhaps four or live and twenty years 
of age, with black hair and close-shaved heard, keen dark eyes, 
long and sinewy limbs, and a chest of great width and depth. 
His features were remarkably fine, his brow was wide and 
expansive, his forehead high, and the whole expression of his 
countenance noble and commanding. Ill's dress was rich and 
costly, without being gaudy, llis coat of deep brown, cover¬ 
ing the hips, like that of a crossbowman, was of the finest 
cloth, and ornamented with small lines of gold, in a quaint 
but not ungraceful pattern. Instead of the liood then com¬ 
monly worn, his head was covered with a small cap of velvet, 
and one long pennache, or feather, clasped with a large jewel; 
his dagger and the hilt of his sword were both studded with 
rubies, and though his riding-hoots of untanned leather were 
cut square off at the toe, instead of being encumbered with 
the long points still in fashion, over them were buckled, with 
a broad strap and flap, a pair of gilt spurs, showing that he 
had seen service in arms, and bad won knightly rank. His 
tight-fitting hose were of a light philimot, or brownish yellow 
colour, and round the leg, below the knee, was a mark, as if 
the impression of a thong, seeming to prove that when not in 
riding attire, he was accustomed to wear shoes so long that 
the horns’ points were obliged to be fastened up by a gilt 
chain, as was then not unusual. Ilis manner was highly 
courteous; but it was remarked, that at first he committed 
what has, in most ages, been considered an act of rudeness, 
remaining with his head covered some minutes after he en¬ 
tered the hall. Hut at length, seeming suddenly to remember 
that such was the case, he took off his cap, and laid it on the 
table. 

Sir Philip Beauchamp, without asking any question of his 
guest, proceeded at once to name to him the different persons 
assembled round the fire; but as we have already heard who 
they were, it is needless to give a recapitulation here. Richard 
of Woodville, however, marked or fancied, that as the old 
knight pronounced the name ot Sir Simeon of Roydon, a 
brief glance of recognition passed between that personage and 
his companion of the road; but neither claimed the other as 
an acquaintance, and Woodville said nothing to call attention 
to what he had observed. 

_ “ It will seem scarcely courteous, sir,” said the guest, as 
Sir Philip ended, “ not to give you my own name, though 
you in yonr hospitality will not ask it; but yet, for the pre¬ 
sent, I will beg you to call me simply Ilal of Iladnock; and 
ere I go, Sir Philip, to yonr own ear I will tell more. And 
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now. pray let me not kill mirth, or break off a pleasant 
talc, or stop a sweet lay; for doubtless yon. pass the long 
eves of March as did the knights and dailies in our old friend 
Chaucer's dreams— 

Some to rede old romances. 

Them occupied for ther pleasances. 

Some to make verdlaies and laies. 

And some to other diverse plates.** 

“ Nay, sir,” answered the old knight, who had glanced with 
a smile at his guest’s gilded spurs, as he gave himself the name 
of Hal of Hadnock, “we were but talking of some old deeds 
of arms, which, doubtless, you in your career have often heard 
of. As to lays, when my nephew Richard is away, we have 
but little poesy in the house, except when this sweet ward of 
mine, Mary Markham, will sing ns a gay ditty.” 

“Not to-night, not to-night!” cried the lady on Isabel 
Beauchamp’s left; “I am not in tune to-night.” 

Isabel bent her head to her fair companion, and whispered 
a word which made the blood come warm into Mary Mark¬ 
ham’s cheek; but Catherine, with a gay toss of her head, and 
a glance of her blue eye at the handsome stranger, exclaimed 
—“I love neither lay nor ballad; they are but plain English 
twisted out of form, and set to a dull tunc.” 

“ Indeed, lady!" said the stranger, gazing upon her with 
an incredulous smile. “ 1 have ever thought, that music and 
verse made sweet things sweeter; and, inethinks, even now, 
were it some tender lay addressed to your bright looks, you 
would not find the sounds so rude.” 

A smile passed round the little circle, hut did not visit the 
lip of Sir Ilenry Dacre; and though Catherine Beauchamp 
laughed with a scornful smile, it seemed as if she knew not 
well whether to look upon the stranger’s words as kind or 
uncourteous. 

“ Ha, Kate! he touched you there,” said the old knight. 
“What think you, abbot? has not our guest judged our niece 
aright?” 

“I believe it is so with all ladies," answered the abbot, 
gravely; “they find the words of praise sweet, and the words 
of blame hitter, whether it be in song or saying You men 
of the world nurture them in such folly. You flatter them 
too much; so that, like the tongue of a wine-bibber, they can 
taste nothing hut what is high-seasoned.” 

“ Faith, not a whit, reverend lord,” cried Hal of Hadnock, 
gaily; “craving your forgiveness, we deal with them as heaven 
intended. Fair and delicate in mind and frame, wc shelter 
their persons from all rough winds and storms, as far as may 
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be, and their ears from all harsh sounds. They were not made 
to cope with the rough things of life; and if they find whole¬ 
some exercise for body and soul, good lather, in the chase and 
in the confessional, it is as much as is needed. The church 
has the staple trade for truth, especially with ladies; and for 
any laymen to make it their merchandise would be against the 
laws of Cupid’s realm.” 

“ 1 fear you speak lightly, my son,” said the abbot, with a 
good-humoured smile; “but here comes your meal, and I will 
give it my blessing.” 

By such words as these, the ice of new acquaintance was 
soon broken, aud, as the guest sat down at the side of the long 
table, to partake of such viands as his entertainer’s hospitality 
provided for him, the party round the lire separated into 
various groups. The good master of the mansion approached 
to do the honours of his board, and press the stranger to his 
food. Catherine seemed smitten with a sudden fit of affection 
for her uncle, and placed herself uear him, where, with no 
small spice of coquetry, she sought to engage the attention of 
the visitor to herself. Sir Henry Dacrc remained talking by 
the fire with Isabel Beauchamp; and, whatever was the sub¬ 
ject of their discourse, the faces of both remained grave, al¬ 
most sad; while, at a little distance, liiehard of Woodville 
conversed in low tones with fair Mary Markham, and their 
faces presented the aspect of an April sky, with its clouds and 
its sunshine, being sometimes overshadowed by a look of care 
and anxiety, sometimes smiling gaily, as if the inextinguish¬ 
able hopes of youth blazed suddenly up into a flame, after 
burning low and dimly for a while, uuder sonic cold blast from 
the outward world. 

The abbot bad resumed his seat by the fire, and Sir Simeon 
of Iloydon bad not quitted his; but the latter, though the good 
monk spoke to him from time to time, seemed buried in his 
own thoughts, answered briefly, and often vaguely, and then 
fell into a reverie again, turning occasionally his eyes upon 
his fair kinswoman and the stranger with an expression of no 
great pleasure. 

With the old knight and Catherine Beauchamp, in the 
mean while, Ilal of'I-ladnock kept up the conversation gaily, 
seeming to find a pleasure in so mingling sweet and bitter 
things together, in his language to the lady, as sometimes to 
flatter, sometimes to pique her; and thus, without her know¬ 
ing it, he contrived to put her through all her paces, like a 
managed horse, till every little weakness and fault in her cha¬ 
racter was displayed, one after another. 

At first, Sir Philip Beauchamp was amused, and laughed at 
the stranger’s merry jests, thinking, “It will do Kate good to 
hear some wholesome truth from an impartial tongue;” but 
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as he saw that, whether intentionally or not, the words of 
Hal of Hadnock had the effect of bringing out all the evil 
points in her disposition to the eyes of his guest., he grew un¬ 
easy tor his brother’s child, and felt all her faults more keenly 
from seeing her thus expose them, in mere vanity, to the ac¬ 
quaintance of an hour. He saw, then, with satisfaction, his 
guest’s meal draw towards a close, and, as soon as it was done, 
proposed that they should all retire to rest. 

There was some consideration required as to what chamber 
should be assigned to Hal of Hadnock, tor small pieces of 
ceremony were, in those days, matters of importance; but Sir 
Philip Beauchamp decided the matter, by telling Richard of 
Woodville to lead the visitor to the rose-tapestry room, and 
to place a good yeoman to sleep across his door. It was one 
of the principal guest-chambers of the house; aud its selec¬ 
tion showed that the good knight judged his nephew’s fellow- 
traveller to be of higher rank than he assumed. 

Lighted by a page, Richard of 'Woodville led the way, and 
entered with his companion, when they reached the apartment 
to which they had been directed. Although it was now late, 
he remained there more than an hour, in conversation deeply 
interesting, to himself at least. 


CHAPTER HI. 

THE FOREGONE EVENTS. 

“Come, Richard of Woodville,” said his companion, as soon 
as they entered the chamber of the rose-tapestry, “ let us be 
friends. You have served me at my need; and I wonld fain 
serve you; but I must first know how.” 

“ Faith, sir, that is not easy,” answered Woodville, “ for I 
do not know how myself.” 

“ Well, then, I must think for you, Richard,” rejoined Hal 
Of Hadnock; “what stays your marriage?” 

Woodville gazed at him with some surprise, and then smiled. 
“My marriage! with whom?” he asked. 

“Nay, nay,” answered his newfriend, “waste not time with 
idle concealments. 1 am a man who uses his eyes; and I 
can tell you, methinks, all about every one in the hall we have 
just left.” 

“ Well, stay yet a moment, till we can be alone,” replied 
Woodville; “ they will soon bring you a livery of wine and 
manchet of bread.” 
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“In pity stop them,” cried Hal of Hadnock; “I have 
supped so late that I can take no more.” But, as he was 
speaking, a servant entered with a cup of hot wine, and a 
small roll of fine bread upon a silver plate. As bound in 
courtesy, the guest broke off a piece of the manchet, and put 
the cup to his lips; but it was a mere ceremony, for he did 
not drink; and the man, taking away the rest of the wine and 
bread, quitted the room. 

“Now, Richard, you shall see if I be right,” continued Hal 
of Hadnock. “There is one pretty maid, called Mary Mark¬ 
ham, or I heard not your uncle right, whose cheek sometimes 
changes li'om the soft hue of the rose’s outer leaves to the 
deep crimson of its blushing breast, when a certain ltichard 
of Woodvilie is near; and there is one good youth, called 
llieliard of Woodville, who can whisper sweet words in Mary 
Markham's car, while his uncle holds converse with a new 
guest, at a distance.” 

Woodville laughed, and made no auswer; and his companion 
went on. 

“Well, then, there is a fair Lady Catherine, beautiful and 
witty, hut somewhat shrewish withal, and holding her own 
merits as most rare jewels, too good to be bestowed on ordi¬ 
nary men; who would have a lover, like a bird in a cage, 
piping all day to her perfections, and would think him well 
paid if she gave him but one of the smiles or looks whereof 
she is bountiful to those who love her not: and moreover, 
there is one Sir Harry Dacre, a noble knight and true—for I 
lun e heard bis name ere now—whom I should fancy to be her 
husband, were it not that-” 

“ Why should you think them so nearly allied?” asked 
Woodville. 

“Because she gave him neither word nor look,” replied 
Hal of Hadnock. “Is not that proof enough with such a 
dame?” 

“You have read them but too rightly," rejoined Bichard 
of Woodi ille, with a sigh. “ He is not, indeed, her husband, 
but as near it as it may be: betrothed in infancy; a curse upon 
*ucli doings, that bind together in the bud two flowers that 
but destroy each other’s blossoms as they groiv! They are to 
be wedded fully when she sees twenty years; and poor Dacre, 
as noble and as true a heart as e’er was known, looks sternly 
forward to that day, as a prisoner does to the hour of exe¬ 
cution; for she has taught him too early, and too well, all 
those secrets of her bosom which a wiser woman would have 
hidden.” 

“He does not love her, that is clear,” answered his com¬ 
panion, in a graver tone than he had hitherto used. “Did 
he never love her?" 
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“No, not with manly love,” replied Richard of Woodville. 
“I remember well, when we were both boys together, and 
she as lovely a girl as ever was seen, he used to be proud then 
of her beauty, and call her his fair young wife. But even then 
she began the lessons of which she has given him such a 
course, that never pale student in Oxford was better indoctri¬ 
nated in Aristotle than he is in her heart. Even in those 
early days she would jeer and scolf at him, and if he showed 
her any little tenderness, would straightway strive to make 
him angry; would pretend great fondness for some other—i'or 
me, lor any one who happened to be near; would give his gifts 
away; admire whatever was not like him. Oh! then fair hair 
was her delight, blue eyes were beautiful. .She hated him, I 
do believe, because she was tied to him, and that was the only 
bond upon her own capricious will; so that she resolved to 
use him as a boy docs a poor bird tied to him by a string, 
pulling it hither and thither till its little heart beats unto 
bursting with such cruel tyranny! Had she begun less early, 
indeed, her power of grieving him would have been greater, 
for he was well inclined to let aifection take duty’s hand, and 
love her if he could. But she herself soon ended that source 
of torture. She may now play the charmer with whom she 
will, she cannot wring his heart with jealousy.” 

“He does not love her, that is clear,” repeated Hal of 
Hadnock, in a still graver tone, “but he may love another.” 
“Ha!" exclaimed Woodville; “whom think you, sirV” 
“Nay,” replied his companion, after a pause, “it is not for 
me, my good friend, to sow suspicious doubts or fears where 
I find them not. I do believe Sir Harry Dacre will do all 
that is right and noble; and I did but mean to say that his 
poor heart may know greater tortures than you dream of, if, 
tied as he is, by the act of others, to a woman who will not 
suffer him to love her, he has met, or should hereafter meet, 
with one on whom all liis best affections can be placed. I 
say not that lie has, I only say such a thing may he.” 

Richard of Woodville gazed down upon the rushes on the 
floor for several moments with a thoughtful look. “ I know 
of whom you would speak," he said at length; “but T think 
in this you have deceived yourself, sharp as your observation 
has been. Isabel lias been the companion of both from youth; 
and to her, in early days, I)acre would go for consolation anil 
kindness, when worn out by this cold, vain lady’s caprice anil 

E erverscncss. She pitied him, and soothed; and often have I 
eard her try to soften Catherine’s conduct, making it seem 
youthful folly and'high spirits, and trying to take the venom 
from the wound. He looks upon Isabel as a sister: nothing 
more, I think.” 

Hal of Hadnock shook his head; and then suddenly turned 
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to another subject. “Well,” he said “you will not deny that 
i am right in some things, and therefore, as I am in your 
secret, whether you will or not, now answer me my question. 
What stays your marriage?” 

“Good sooth, I cannot tell,” replied Richard of Woodville. 
“ The truth is, this dear lovely girl came here some years gone, 
none knew from whence; hut it was my uncle brought her, 
and ever since he has treated her as a daughter. All have 
loved her, and I more than all; but day after day went by in 
sports and pleasures; and, in a full career of happiness, I did 
not think till yesterday of risking the present by striving to 
brighten the future. Last evening, however, I said some 
plainer words than usual. What she replied matters not; but 
.1 saw' that afterwards she was not so gay as usual; and to-day 
I took a moment when 1 thought good Sir I’hilip was in a 
yielding mood, and asked the hand of his dear ward, or daugh¬ 
ter; for 1 must not hide from you that men have suspicions 
there is blood of the Beauchamps in this same lady's veins, 
lie gave me a rough answer, however; told me not to think of 
her, and would assign no reason why. I will not say we quar¬ 
relled, for 1 love him too much and reverence him too much 
lor that; hut I said in haste, that if I were not to think of her 
1 would stay no longer where suing only bred regret, and that 
I would seek honour if I could not find a bride. He answered 
it was the best thing I could do; and so, without more thought 
than to feed my horse aud liid them all farewell, I put toot 
in stirrup lor my own place hard by West Moon, with the 
intent of seeking service in some foreign land, as the wars 
here have come to an end. My good uncle only laughed at 
me, and told them, as I mounted in the court, that Dickon 
was out of humour, but would soon find his good spirits again. 
1 did not do so for a long way, however; but, as 1 went well 
sure of my lady’s grace, I began to take heart after a while, 
and resolved that she should hear of me from other shores, 
till 1 could claim her, and no one say me nay.” 

“It was a good resolve,” answered his companion; “for in 
such a case 1 know not what else coidd he done. But whither 
did you intend to bend your steps? To France?” 

“Nay, not to France,” said Woodville; “1 love not the 
Frenchmen. If our good king, indeed, were again to draw 
the sword for the recovery of all that sluggish men and evil 
times have lost of our rightful lands since the Bhick Prince’s 
death, right willingly would I follow thither to fight against 
tlie French, hut not to serve with them.” 

“But his royal thoughts are turned to other things," re¬ 
plied Hal of Hadnoek; “he still holds the mind, I hear, to 
take tlie cross, and couch a lance for the Sepulchre." 

“ That is gone by, I am told,” answered Richard of Wood- 
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ville; “this frequent sickness that attacks him has made him 
think of other things, men say; but doubtless you know better 
than I do ?” 

“Nay, I know nought about it,” said his fellow-traveller; 
“but it is predicted that he shall die at Jerusalem.” 

“Heaven send it!” exclaimed Woodville; “for if he live 
till then, his will be a long reign, methinks.” 

“Amen!” rejoined the other; “but whither thought you, 
then, to go?” 

“Perchance to the court of Burgundy,” replied Bichard; 
“ or to some of those Italian states, where there are ever hard 
blow’s to be found, and honour to be gained by doughty 
deeds.” 

“That famous land of Italy is somewhat far from our poor 
northern isle,” answered Hal of lladnock; “especially lor a 
lover. Methinks Burgundy were best; but doubtless, since 
you have come back again, your resolution has been left on 
the road behind us.” 

“No, not a whit,” cried Woodville; “what I judged best 
in haste some hours ago, I now judge best at leisure. I have 
told Mary that I go tor her sweet sake, to make me a high 
name, aud with heaven’s blessing I will do it.” 

“Well, then,” answered his new friend, “if such be your 
determination, I know some noble gentlemen in the court of 
that same Duke of Burgundy, who may aid your advancement 
for Hal oflladnock’s sake.” 

llichard of Woodville smiled, replying, “Doubtless you do, 
fair sir; hut may I tell them you sent me to them?” 

“If you will but wait a day or two,” said the other, “I will 
write them a letter, which you shall take yourself; and you 
will find that I have bespoke you kind entertainment.” 

“Thanks, noble sir; many hearty thanks!” rejoined the 
old knight's nephew; “wait for a time I must, for I will not 
go solitary and unprepared. I must have horses, and men, 
and arms of the new fashion. T must also sell some acres of 
new copse, and some tuns of old wine, to equip me for my 
own journey.” 

“ Well, then, ere you go, you shall hear more from me,” 
replied Hal of Hadnock; “and now, good llichard, let us 
talk more of the folks in the hall. I would fain hear farther. 
Tliis Sir Harry Dacre, his face pleases me; there are thought 
and a high heart therein, or I read not nature’s book aright. 
Methinks, if he were wise, he too would seek renown in 
arms, instead of dangling at a lady’s side that loves him not. 
Perchance, if he were to seem to cast her by as worthless, 
and fix on honour for a mistress, her love—for who can tell 
all the wild whimsies of a capricious woman> heart?—would 
follow him.” 
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“ He might think that worse than the other,” said Wood¬ 
ville; “I do not think he seeks her love.” 

“ There he is wrong,” answered his companion; “ for it is 
against all rule of philosophy, when wc are bound by a chain 
we cannot break, to let it rust and canker in our flesh. It is as 
well to polish it with any soft thing we can find; and, granted 
that she has lost his love, ’twcre well he should have hers, if 
she is to be his wife.” 

“ Perhaps he may long to break the chain,” replied Bichard, 
drily; “were both to seek it, such contracts have been an¬ 
nulled by law, and by the church, ere now; and the pope, or 
at least his cardinals, are not always stubborn against gold 
and reason. But I doubt she will consent,” he added; “ she 
loves a captive, and if she sees he seeks his freedom, she will 
resist of course." 

“A most sweet temper!” observed Hal of Iladnock; “yet 
it is to be thought of; and if I can help him, I will. To-mor¬ 
row early, indeed, I thought to speed me back to Westminster; 
but 1 will stay an hour or two, and see if I cannot play with a 
capricious lady with art equal to her own. At all events, 1 
shall learn more of what are her designs.” 

“ Designs! she has none,” exclaimed Richard of Woodville, 
“ but to reign and triumph for the hour. Here has been 
Simeon of Koydon doing her homage for these three days, 
as if she were the Queen of Love; and she has smiled upon 
him, for she still fancies she can so give Dacre pain; but no 
sooner did you come than she turned all the archery of her 
eyes on you.” 

“ Yet left a blank target,” replied Hal of Iladnock. “ But 
of this Sir Simeon of Jtoydon 1 would have honest men be¬ 
ware, my good friend. 1 know something of him.” 

“ And he ol you," answered Woodville. 

“ Ay?” asked his companion, “ what makes you fancy so?” 

“ Why, I too am one of those who use their eyes, fair sir,” 
said Woodville. 

“ And not their tongues, good friend," rejoined the other. 
“ Well, you are wise. But tell me, did not Sir Harry Dacre 
go with the Duke of Clarence into France?” 

“ YeS, it was there he gained his spurs last year,” answered 
Richard; “he fought well, too, at Bramliam Moor; and 
earlier still, when a mere boy, against the Scots, when they 
last broke in;— 

Muche hath Scotland forlorc, 

■What at last, what before, 

And little pries wonne." 

“ I thought I had heard of him,” replied Hal of Hadnock. 
“ However, if you hold your mind to go to-morrow, we will 
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ride together, and can talk further of these matters by the 
way; so, for the present, good night, and lair dreams attend 
you.” 

“ I must go and bid one of the men sleep across your door,” 
said Richard of Woodville: “ though this house is safe enough, 
yet it is as well always to be careful.” 

“ It matters not, it matters not!” answered his companion. 
“I have never found a man against whom my own hand could 
not keep my head or my heart.” 

“As tor your heart, sir,” rejoined Woodville, laughing, 
“ you may yet find a woman who will teach you better.” 

“ I know not,” replied llal of Iladnock, laughing; “ I am 
strong there, too; but no one can tell what is written in the 
stars,” and thus they parted. 


CHAPTER IV. 


THE GLUTTON ‘MASS. 


Breakfast was over, and yet, between the lower edge of the 
sun and the gentle sweeping line of the hills above which he 
was rising, not more than two hands-breadths of golden sky 
could be seen; for our ancestors were still, at that period, a 
matutinal people, rising generally before the peep of day, 
and hearing the birds’ first song. On a large, smooth green, 
at the back of the hall, yet within the limits of the park by 
which it was surrounded, with Dunbtiry Hill and the lines 
of the ancient invaders’ camp at the top, rising still gray and 
cold before their eyes, the group which we have described in 
the second chapter, with the exception of the abbot, was 
assembled to practise or to witness some of the sports of the 
day. The ladies, having their heads now covered with the 
strange and somewhat cumbrous coifs then worn, stood upon 
a stone-paved path, watching the proceedings of their male 
companions; and with them appeared good Sir Philip Beau¬ 
champ, in a long furred gown, with Hal of Iladnock talking 
gaily to Catherine on his right hand. 

“ Well pitched, Hugh of Clatford!” cried the old knight; 
“ well pitched; a toisc beyond Sir Simeon.” 

“ I will beat him by two,” exclaimed Richard of Woodville, 
taking the heavy iron bar which they were engaged in casting. 
“ Here goes!” and, after balancing it for a moment in his 
hand, he tossed it high in the air, sending it several yards 
beyond any one who had yet played his part. 
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“ Will you not try your arm, noble sir?” asked Sir Philip, 
turning to Hal of Hadnock. 

“ Willingly, willingly!” replied the guest; “ but Sir Henry 
Dacre has not yet shown his skill.” 

“ He will not do much," said Catherine Beauchamp, in a 
low tone. 

“Fie, Kate.'” cried Isabel, who overheard her; “that is 
untrue as well as unkind.” 

As she spoke, Dacre took the bar, which had been brought 
back by one of the pages, and without pausing to poise it 
carefully, as the rest had done, cast it within a loot or two of 
the spot which it had reached when sent from the hand of 
Woodville. 

Ilal of Hadnock then advanced, looking round with a gay 
laugh to the ladies, and saying, “ I am upon my mettle before 
such bright eyes. Here, boy, give me the bar.” 

The page placed it in his hand; and, setting his right foot 
upon the mark where the others had stood, he swung himself 
gracefully backward and forward on one leg, for a moment, 
and then tossed the bar in air. So light, so easy, was his 
whole movement, that no one expected to sec the iron go half 
the distance it had gone before; but, to tbe surprise of all, it 
flew from liis band as if expelled from some of the military 
engines of the day, and, striking the ground full twenty paces 
farther than it had yet done, bounded up off the sward and 
rolled on beyond. 

“Well delivered! well delivered!” exclaimed Sir Philip 
Beauchamp; and the men and boys around clapped their 
bands and cried “Hurrah!” 

“ 1 will send it farther or break my arm,” cried llicliard of 
Woodville. 

“ If you do, I will beat you by a toise,” replied Hal of 
Hadnock, laughing. But they all strove in vain; no one 
could toss the bar within several yards of the stranger’s 
mark. 

“ And now for a leaping bar,” cried Hal of Hadnock. “Oh! 
there stands one I see by the trees. Away, Woodville! place 
it how high you will.” 

“ I will beat you at that, noble sir,” said young Hugh of 
Clatford, who was reported the best jumper and runner in 
the country. 

“And should you do so, I will give you a quiver of arrows 
with peacocks’ feathers,” rejoined the' gentleman. “ Now, 
take it in turns; I will leap last.” 

Sir Simeon of Itoydon declined the sport, however, and Sir 
Harry iWre stood back; but Clatford, and others of tbe old 
knight’s retainers, took their stations, as well as Iticbard of 
Woodville; and the bar having been placed high in the 
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notches, each took a run and leaped; some touching it with 
their feet, some clearing it clean. 

Hal of Hadnock then gave a gay smile to his fair compa¬ 
nions, with whom he had for the time resumed his place; 
and advancing at a walk, as if to put the pole up higher, he 
quickened his pace at the distance of three or four steps, and 
cleared it by several inches. 

“ yon try him higher, Hugh, 1 ’cried Richard of Woodvillc, 
laughing; “I have done my best, good faith!’’ 

“ Where will yon put it?” asked the traveller, turning to 
the young retainer of the house. 

“ Oh! at the highest notch,” answered Hugh of Clatford, 
lifting up the bar; “ can you do that, sir?” 

“ I will see,” replied lial of Hadnock; “stand hack a bit;” 
and, taking a better start, he ran, and went over, with an inch 
to spare. 

Poor Hugh was less fortunate, however, for though he 
nearly accomplished the leap, he tipped the bar with his heel, 
cast it down, and overthrowing his own balance, fell upon 
his face, amidst the laughter of his comrades. He rose some¬ 
what abashed, with bloody marks of Ids contact with the 
ground; hut Hal of Hadnock laid his hand kindly on his arm, 
saying— 

“Thou art a nimble fellow, on my life! I did not know 
there -was a man in England could go so near me as thou hast 
done. Here, my friend, thy sheaf of arrows is well won,” and 
he poured some pieces of gold into his hand. 

The words were more gratifying to the good yeoman than 
the money; and bowing low, he answered : “I was sure you 
were no ordinary leaper, sir, for few can go higher than I can.” 

“Oh! 1 am called Decrsfbot,” replied Hal of Hadnock, 
laughing; “get in and wash your face; for you have done 
well, and need not be ashamed to show it.” 

Some other sports succeeded; but the stranger took no fur¬ 
ther part therein, resuming Ins place by Catherine's side, 
apparently greatly smitten with her charms. The weak, vain 
girl, flattered by his attention, gave way to all the coquetry 
of her nature, made her fine eyes use their whole artillery of 
glances, whispered and smiled, spoke soft, and sometimes 
sighed; till the good old knight, Sir Philip, not the best 
pleased with his niece’s demeanour, broke off the amusements 
of the morning, exclaiming: “To the mass! to the mass, sirs! 
It is liigh time that we were on our way.” 

The sports then immediately ceased; and passing through 
the great hall, the court-yard, and the gates, the whole party, 
arranged two-aud-two, walked on amidst the neighbouring 
wood towards the parish church. Hal of Hadnock kept his 
place by Catherine's side, and Sir Harry Dacre followed with 
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Isabel; but, somewhat to Richard of Woodville’s annoyance, 
Sir Philip Beauchamp retained Mary Markham to himself, 
while his nephew and Sir Simeon of Roydon came alter; 
neither, perhaps, in the best of humours. 

The noble party found the church crowded with the vil¬ 
lagers, every woman having her basket with her, covered with 
a clean white napkin, but apparently crammed as lull as it 
well could be; and Hal of Hadnock remembered that, as his 
companion had said the night before, this was one of the days 
appointed for those festivals which were then called Glutton 
Masses. 

When the service was over, old Sir Philip advanced to leave 
the building with his household, not approving the disgraceful 
scene that was about to take place; but Hal of Hadnock 
whispered to his companion of the road— 

“Let us stay and see. 1 have never witnessed one of these 
feats of gonrmandismg." 

“Well, we shall save the credit of the family,” replied 
Richard of Woodville, in a low tone; “for the good priest 
looks upon my uncle as half a Lollard, because lie will not 
stay in the church and eat till he bursts, in honour of the 
Blessed Virgin." 

Hal of Hadnock and his new friend accordingly lingered 
behind; and hardly had the old knight passed through the 
doors, when a scene .ol' confusion took place quite indescri¬ 
bable. Every one brought forward his basket. Some who had 
lost their store hunted tor it among the rest. Some hurried 
forward to present what, they considered very choice viands 
to the priest. Many a pannier was overturned; and chickens, 
capons, huge lumps of meat, and leathern bottles of wine, 
mead, and ale, rolled upon the pavement. One or two of the 
latter got uncorked, and the contents streamed about amongst 
napkins which several of the women were spreading forth 
upon the ground. Knives were brandished; thumbs and 
lingers were cut; one man nearly poked out the eye of his 
better half in giving her assistance, and was heartily cuffed 
for his pains, and a fat chorister slipped in consequence of 
putting his foot upon a line trout dressed in jelly, and fell 
prostrate on his back in the midst. The peopled roared, the 
priest himself chuckled, and was a long time ere he could get 
itis flock or his countenance into due order. 

A song to the Virgin was then sung by way of grace, and 
every one fell to with an intention of outdoing his neighbour. 
To Richard of Woodville and his companion were assigned the 
places of honour near the clergy; and the priest, looking well 
pleased down the long aisle, literally encumbered with the 
preparations for excess, whispered to the old knight’s nephew, 
with an air ol' triumph— 
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“Well, I think we shall outdo Wallop this time, at least!” 

“Undoubtedly,” replied Richard of Woodville, gravely; 
“but I fear you will think my friend and me no better than 
heathens, having brought nothing with us either to eat or 
drink.” 

“Pooh! there is plenty, there is plenty!” replied the good 
man, “ and to spare. Eat as hard as we can, we shall be 
scarcely able to get through it; and it is fitting, too, that 
something be left lor the poor. Wc will all do our best, how¬ 
ever, and thank you for your help.” 

The onslaught was tremendous. One would have thought 
that the congregation had fasted for a month, so eagerly, so 
rapidly, did they devour the provisions before them; and then 
they took to their bottles and drinking-horns, and when they 
had assuaged their thirst, recommenced the attack upon the 
meat with renewed vigour. 

Richard of Woodville and Ilal of Hadnock had soon seen 
enough of the Glutton Mass; and at a hint from his com¬ 
panion, the former took an opportunity of whispering to the 
pries b— 

“We must go, I fear, lest my uncle be angry at our ab¬ 
sence.” 

“Well, well,” said the worthy clerk, “if it must be so we 
cannot help it; but ’tis a sad pity. Master Richard, that so 
good a man as the Knight of Dunbury should be such a dis¬ 
courager of pious ordinances.” 

“It is, indeed," answered Woodville, in a solemn tone; 
“but all men have their prejudices; and you know, father, he 
loves the church.” 

“Ay, that he does, that he does!” replied the other, hear¬ 
tily; “he sent me two fat bucks last summer.” 

“Oh, yes, he loves the church, he loves the church!” re¬ 
joined Woodville, and gliding quietly down the side aisle, so 
that he might not disturb any of the congregation in their 
devout exercise of the jaws, he left the building, accompanied 
by llal of Hadnock. 

Both laughed as soon as they were out of the church; hut 
the guest of Sir Philip Beauchamp soon fell into deep thought; 
and after walking forward for a little distance, he observed: 
“It is strange how men are inclined to make religion subser¬ 
vient to all their appetites. What are such things as these? 
What are many of our solemn customs but the self-same idol¬ 
atrous rites practised by the ancient pagans, who deified their 
passions and their follies, and then took the simplest means 
of worshipping them? What can be the cause of such per¬ 
versity?” 

“The devil, the devil!” answered Richard of Woodville; 
“he who leads every one on from one wickedness to another; 
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■who first teaches man to infringe God’s commandment in 
order to gratify some desire, and then, as that desire grows 
fat and strong upon indulgence, first persuades us that its 
gratification is pleasing to God, and in the end makes us 
worship it as a god.” 

“But yet these same good folks fast and mortify themselves 
at certain times,” said Hal of lladnock; “and then carouse 
and revel, as if they had won a right to excess.” 

“To make up for lost time,” said Woodville; “but the truth 
is, it is like a man playing at cross and pile, who, when he has 
lost one stake, tries to clear oft' the score against him by doub¬ 
ling the next. We have all sins enough to atone for; and we 
play the penance against the indulgence, and the indulgence 
against the penance. Give me the man who always mortifies 
himself in all that is wrong; who fasts from anger, malice, 
backbiting, lying, and uncharitablcness; who denies himself at 
all times excess in anything, and holds a festival every day, 
with gratitude to God for that which He, in his bounty, is 
pleased to give him. But, after all, it is very' natural that 
these corruptions should take place, even in a faith like ours. 
Depend upon it, the purer a religion is the more strong will 
be the efforts of Satlianus to pervert it, so that men may walk 
along his broad high-road, while they think they arc taking 
the way to ever' istiug salvation.” 

“There is tnfth in that, good Richard,” replied his com¬ 
panion; “but I fear me you have caught some of the doc¬ 
trines of the Lollards, of whom we were speaking.” 

“Not a whit,” answered Woodville; “I am a good catholic 
Christian; but I may see the evils which men have brought 
into the church without thinking ill of the church itself; just 
as, when looking at the abbey down yonder, 1 see that a foolish 
architect from l'Vance has changed two of the fine old round 
arches, which were built in King Stephen’s time, to smart 
pointed windows, all bedizened with 1 don’t know what, with¬ 
out thinking the abbey anything but a very fine building, 
notwithstanding.” 

Although llicliard of Woodville would not admit that any 
impression had been made upon him by the preaching of the 
Lollards, certain it is that the teaching of Wicliff and his 
disciples had led men generally to look somewhat narrowly 
into the superstitious practices of the day, and that the minds 
of many were imbued with the spirit of their doctrines, who, 
either from prejudice, timidity', or conviction, would not adopt 
the doctrines themselves. Nor was the effect transitory; for 
it lasted till, and prepared the way lor, the Reformation. 

In a thoughtful mood both the young gentlemen proceeded 
■on their way' through the w'ood; and on their arrival at the 
hall, found Sir Philip Beauchamp, and the rest of his family 

c 
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and guests, already seated at the early dinner of those days. 
The old knight received their excuses in good part, laughed 
at Hal of Iladnock’s curiosity to sec a Glutton Mass, atul in¬ 
sisted he should sit down and finish his meal with him. 

“Had you been at Andover yesterday,” he said, “you might 
have seen another strange sight: the mayor sit in the stocks, 
and a justice on either side of him.” 

“Indeed!” cried Hal of Hadnock, seriously; “that were a 
Strange sight to see. Pray, on whose authority was it done? 
and what was the crime these magistrates committed?” 

“ Good truth! I know not,” answered Sir Philip. “A party 
of wild young men, they say, did it; and as for flic crime, it is 
not specified: hut on my life it was justice, though of a rash 
kind; for Master Havering, the mayor, has worked well tor 
such a punishment; though belike the hands that put him in 
Were not the best fitted for the office.” 

“ I should think not, certainly,” replied Hal of Hadnock, in 
the same grave tone, and with an immoveable countenance; 
though Richard of Woodville, who had contrived to seat him¬ 
self next to Mary Markham, on the other side of the board, 
gave him a merry glance of the eye, as if he suspectcijgnore 
than he chose to say. 

When the meal was over, which was not speedily, Jlal oi 
Hadnock proposed to take his departure; but Kir Philip, with 
all courtesy, besought him at least to stay till the afternoon 
meal, or supper (then usually served at four o’clock), with the 
hospitable intent of urging him afterwards to spend another 
night under his roof; and in the mean time, he promised to 
show him his armoury, his horses, and his library; though, 
to say the truth, the suits of rich armour were more nume¬ 
rous than the books, and the horses more in number than the 
people who frequented the library. Hal of Hadnock, lor 
reasons of his own, accepted the invitation; and Richard of 
Woodville, though his approaching departure was already 
announced, agreed to stay, in order to bear liim company 
when he went. 

I will not lead the patient reader through all the rooms of 
the hall, nor detain him with a description of the armoury and 
its contents, or carry him to the stable, and show him all the 
horses of the good old knight Sir Philip, from the battle- 
horse, which had borne him through many a stricken field in 
former days, to the ambling palfrey of his daughter Isabel. 
Hal of Hadnock, indeed, submitted to all this with a good 
grace; for he was a kind-hearted and considerate person, and 
little doubted that his friend Richard of Woodville was em¬ 
ploying the precious moments to the best advantage with fair 
Mary Markham. To all these sights, with the discussion of 
sundry knotty points, regarding shields, and pallets, and uni- 
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bers, the properties of horses, and the form snd extent of the 
manifaire, were given well nigh two hours; and when Hal of 
Hadnock and his noble host returned to the great hall, they 
found it tenanted alone by Catherine Beauchamp and Sir 
Simeon of Koydon. 

Kichard and Dacre, Isabel and Mary, the lady said, were 
gone to walk together in the park; but she had waited, she 
added, with a coquettish air, thinking it but courtesy to give 
her uncle’s honoured guest a companion, if he chose to join 
them. 

So direct an invitation was, of course, not to be refused by 
Ilal of Hadnock, and he thanked her with high-coloured 
gallantry lor her consideration. 

“ Do you go too, Sir SimeonV” inquired Sir Philip Beau¬ 
champ; but the courtly knight replied that he had only waited 
to take his leave, as he had business to transact in the neigh¬ 
bourhood, and must be home ere night. Before Catherine 
and her companion set out, however, Sir Simeon drew her 
aside, as the relationship in which she stood towards him 
seemed to justify, and spoke to her for a moment eagerly. A 
few of his vvowls caught the ((nick ear of Hill of Hadnock, as 
he stood talking to the old knight, who took care to impress 
him with the knowledge that his fair niece was fully betrothed 
to Sir Harry Dacre; and though those words were apparently 
of small import, Hal of lladnock remembered them long 
after. 

“ I will tell you nil, if yon come,” replied Sir Simeon, to 
some question the lady had asked; “but mind, I warn you. 
Will you come?” 

“ I do not know,” answered Catherine, with a toss of the 
head; “it is your business to wait and see.” 

“ Wait I cannot,” replied the knight; “see I will;” and the 
lady, turning to her uncle and his companion, accompanied 
the latter through a long passage at the hack of the ball to the 
door which led to the ground where the sports of the morn¬ 
ing had taken place. 

The park of Dunbury was very like that described by old 

Chaucer:— 


—■ A parke enclosed with a wall 
In compace round, and by a pate small, 

Whoso that would he frelie mighten gone 
Into this parke, ywalled with grene stone. 

* • • » * 

The soHe was plain, and smoth, and wondir soft* 
All overspread with tapettes that Nature 
Had made herself, covirid eke aloft 
With bowls grene, the flouris for to cure, 

That in ther beautie thei m&i long endure. 



The walks around were numerous and somewhat intricate; 
and whether fair Catherine Beauchamp knew or not the direc¬ 
tion that her friends had taken, she certainly did not follow 
the path most likely to lead to where they really were; hut 
as she and Hal of Hadnock walked along, she employed the 
time to the best advantage in carrying on the siege of his 
heart. He, for his part, humoured her to the full, having a 
firm conviction that it would be far better, both for Sir Ilenry 
I)acre and herself, that the imperfect marriage between them 
should be annulled at their mutual desire than remain a chain 
upon them, only increasing in weight. It must not, indeed, 
be supposed that he took any very deep interest in the mat¬ 
ter; but as it fell in his way he was willing enough to forward 
what he believed to be a noble-minded man’s desire for eman¬ 
cipation from a very hitter sort of thraldom; and it is seldom 
an unpleasant or laborious task for a light-hearted man to 
sport with a capricious girl. Thus went lie on, then, with that 
mixture of romantic gallantry and teasing jest, which is of all 
things the most exciting to the mind of a coquette, with suffi¬ 
cient admiration to soothe her vanity, but with not sufficient 
devotion ever to allow her to imagine that her triumph is com¬ 
plete. Neither did he let her gain any advantage; for though 
it was evident that she clearly perceived the name he had 
assumed was not liis own, he gave her no information: play¬ 
ing with her curiosity without gratifying it. 

“ But what makes you think,” lie asked, “ that I am other 
than I seem? Why should 1 not be plain Hal of Hadnock, a 
poor gentleman from the Welsh marshes?” 

“No, no, no!” she said, “it is not so. A thousand things 
prove it. first, manners, appearance, dress. Why, are you 
not as fine as my good cousin a dozen times removed, Sir 
Simeon of Jtoydon, the pink of court gallants?" 

“ And yet I have heard that lie is not as rich as an abbot," 
replied Ilal of Iladnock. 

“No, in truth," answered Catherine; “he is as poor as a 
verger; and like the curlew, carries all his fortune on his back, 
I believe.” 

“ I suspect, not his own fortune only,” rejoined her com¬ 
panion, “but a part of other men’s.” 

“ But then your knightly spurs, good sir,” continued Kate, 
returning to the point; “you must be Sir Hal of Hadnock at 
the least. Now I never heard of that name amongst our 
chivalry, and I am deep read in the rolls of knighthood.” 

“ Oh! I am newly dubbed,” replied the gentleman, laugh¬ 
ing; “but you shall know all some day, lady fair.” 

“ I shall know very soon,” answered Catherine; “lor Simeon 
of Jtoydon will tell me.” 

“ More, perhaps, than he knows,” said Hal of Hadnock. 



AC INCOURT. 


37 

“ Oh ! he knows well enough,” exclaimed Catherine Beau¬ 
champ. “ He has already told me that yon arc a man of noble 
birth and high estate, and promised to speak the name, but I 
would rather owe it to your courtesy than his.” 

“ Nay, what would 1 not do for the love of your bright 
eyes ?” asked Hal of Iladnock, in a tone half tender, half jest¬ 
ing ; “ mcthinks the light in them, even now, looks like the 
morning sun reflected from a dewdrop in a violet. But why 
should 1 tell you aught? I have been warned that you are 
another’s. Out upon such cold contracts, that bind unwilling 
hearts together! It is clear there is no great love in your 
heart for this Sir Harry Bacre.” 

“ Not. too much to lie comlbrtahly in a hazel nut,” answered 
Catherine. 

“ Then why do you not ask to have the marriage annulled?" 
demanded her companion. “ There never yet was bond in 
which the keen eyes of the court of Home could not find a 
flaw.” 

“ Why, it would grieve his proud heart sadly,” replied the 
lady; “ yet I have often thought of it." 

“If he he proud, and so he is,” rejoined Hal of Hadnock, 
“he would never refuse to consent, however much it might 
vex him. Well, well! set yourself free from him, and then 
you shall know who I am. As for this fellow Iloydon, he 
knows nothing, and will lmt lead you wrong; but were I you, 

I would be a free woman ere a year were over, and then this 
fair hand were a prize well worth the winning to higher hearts 
than a I lacre or a Iloydon.” 

With such conversation they wandered on for some time, 
without overtaking the party they had conic out to seek. 
They saw them once at some distance, indeed, through the 
overhanging boughs of an opposite alley just fringed with 
early leaves, hut they did not hurry their pace, and only met 
them at length at the door of the hall, as they were all re¬ 
turning. Sir Henry Dacre was then walking by Isabel’s side, 
with his arms crossed upon his chest, and his brow sad arid 
stent. As soon as he saw Catherine and her companion, he 
fixed his eyes inquiringly upon her, and seemed to mark her 
heightened colour and somewhat excited look, then fell into 
thought again, and then laid his hand upon her arm, saying, 
“I would speak with you for a moment, Kate.” 

“It must not be long,” she replied, coldly; “for I have 
dipped my feet in the dew, and would fain dry them.” 

“It shall not be long,” answered Sir Henry Dacre; and 
he remained with her behind, while the rest entered slowly. 
Ere they had passed the door, the anxious ear of Isabel heard 
high tones without; and in a few minutes, as they paused for 
a moment in the hall, where the servants were already 
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spreading the board for supper, Sir Henry entered, with a 
hasty step. 

H My horse to the gate!” he said, addressing one of the at¬ 
tendants. 

“ At what hour, sir knight?” asked the servant. 

“ Directly!” answered l)acre. “ The men can follow. Fare¬ 
well, dear Isabel!” he continued, turning to Catherine’s cou¬ 
sin: “I can stay no longer. Farewell, Alan’!” lie grasped 
Kicbard of Woodville’s hand, but said nothing, ami with a 
low and formal bow to Hal of Iladnock, turned towards the 
door leading to the court. 

Isabel Beauchamp followed him quietly, laid her hand upon 
his arm, and spoke eagerly, but in a low tone. 

“ I cannot, I cannot, Isabel,” he replied aloud. “ Dear girl, 
do not urge me. I shall forget myself; I shall go mad. Ex¬ 
cuse me to your noble father, farewell!” and opening the large 
door, he issued forth, and closed it behind him. 

Isabel Beauchamp turned with her eyes full of tears; but 
passing the rest silently, as if afraid to speak, she hurried to 
her own chamber, wept lor a lew minutes, and then sought 
her father. 

The supper that day was a grave and silent meal. There 
was a stern cloud on old Sir Philip Beauchamp’s brow when 
he came down to the hall; and as he took Ills seat he asked, 
looking round, “Where is Catherine?” 

“I know not,” answered Mary Markham; “but she went 
to her own chamber when she came in.” 

“ Shall I seek the lady, sir?” asked one of the retainers of 
the house, from the lower part of the table. 

“ No! let her be,” replied the old knight; and then he mur¬ 
mured, “ Perhaps she has still some shame, and if so, it is 
well.” 

To Hal of Iladnock his demeanour was courteous, though 
so grave that his guest could not but feci that some share in 
the disagreeable event which had evidently taken place was 
attributed to him; and though he knew that his intention was 
good, yet, like many another man, he had reason to feel sorry 
that he had meddled in otlilr men’s affairs at all. Supper 
was nearly over, the light was beginning to wane in the sky, 
and the stranger was thinking it was time to depart, when the 
porter’s boy came into the hall, and approaching Bichard of 
Woodvillc, whispered something in his ear. 

The young gentleman instantly rose, and went out into the 
sourt, but returned a moment after, and spoke a word to Hal 
)f Hadnock, who started up, and followed him. In the court 
hey found a man booted and spurred, and dusty from the 
j oad, holding by the bridle a horse, with one leg bent and 
he head bowed down, as if exhausted by long exercise. 
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The man instantly uncovered his head, when he saw the 
gentleman appear, and throwing down the bridle, advanced a 
step, while Hadnock gave him a quick sign, which he seemed 
to comprehend. 

“Your presence is required immediately, sir,” he said, with¬ 
out adding any name; “ your father is ill, very ill; and I have 
lost some hours in seeking you. I heard of you, however, at 
Andover, then at the abbey, then at the priest’s house in the 
village, and ventured on here, as ’tis matter of life and death.” 

“You did right,” said Ilal of Hadnock, briefly, but with 
deep anxiety on his face. “HI, say you? very ill? and I away! 
Why, I left him better!” 

“One of those tits again, sir,” answered the man. “For an 
hour he was thought dead, but had regained his speech when 
I set out; yet the leeches much fear-” 

“ I come! I come!” answered Hal of Hadnock. “Speed on 
before; I will he in London ere day-break. Change your 
horse often, and lose no time. Buy a stout horse wherever 
you can find one, and have him ready for me on Murrel Green. 
Away, good fellow! Say that I am coming! Richard, I must 
go at once.” 

“Well, I will with you, sir,” replied Richard of Woodville; 

“ you go to bid my good uncle adieu. I will order out the 
horses.” 

“ So be it,” answered Hal of Hadnock; “ you shall be my 
guide, for I must not miss ray way;” and after giving the mes¬ 
senger some money, he turned, and re-entered the hall. 


CHAPTER V. 

THE ASSASSINATION. 

Clouds had again come over the heavens as day declined, 
and the light had nearly faded from the sky; but yet the 
horses of Hal of Hadnock and Richard of Woodville had not 
appeared in the court-yard, and the former showed great 
anxiety to proceed at once. His gaiety was gone; and he 
stood, either playing, in deep thought, with the hilt of his 
dagger, the sheath of which hung from a ring in the centre of 
his belt, or listening for the horses, with his ear turned to¬ 
wards the door of the hall. 

“ I fear, sir, the news you have received is bad,” said old 
Sir Philip Beauchamp, who, with the rest of the party, had 
by this time risen from table. 

“A father’s perilous sickness, noble Sir Philip,” answered 
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Hal of Hadnock; “ one who might have been kinder, indeed; 
but still the tidings must ever he snd to a son's heart. I 
wonder that the horses be not ready.” 

“Go, Hugh, and see,” replied Richard of Woodville; but 
a serving man, who had entered the moment before, stopped 
the messenger, saying— 

“ They will be here in a minute, sir. A shoe was found 
loose on the gentleman’s steed, and John the smith has had 
to fasten it.” 

“Well, Dick, thou goest in good earnest at last,” said the 
old knight, turning to his nephew; “and on my life I think it 
is the best thing thou canst do. Thou art a good soldier, and 
wilt raise thyself to renown. I need not tell thee what thy 
duties arc; lmt thou must take a horse and arms of thine old 
uncle, whom thou mayest never see again, perchance. Choose 
them for thyself, boy. Thou wilt find wherewithal in that 
purse,” and he placed a full one in his nephew’s hand. “ As 
my good brother, the abbot, is not here, thou must content 
thyself with my benisori. Be it upon thee, liichard! Love 
thy king, thy country, and thine honour. But, above all 
things, love God, fear his anger, hope in his mercy, trust in 
his promises, and submit thiric own reason in all things to his 
word. So shalt thou prosper in this world; so shalt thou be 
meet for another.” 

The young man caught his uncle’s hand and kissed it; and 
the old knight pressed him for a moment in his arms. 

“Here, Richard, take this gift of me,” said Isabel' “’ti3 but 
a jewel for yonr baldrick.” 

Mary Markham did not speak; but after he had pressed his 
lips on Isabel’s cheek, she offered hers silently, placing a ring 
in his hand. 

“ I will bear it to honour, and win you yet, Mary,” said 
Woodville, in a low voice, as he took his parting kiss; and he 
felt that her cheek was wet with tears. 

“Hark! there are the horses, noble sir,” exclaimed Hal of 
Hadnock, turning to Sir Philip. “Once more, farewellf 
Your nephew shall give you further news of me, and may 
one day clear me in your eyes for somewhat you have thought 
amiss.” 

Then bidding the ladies adieu, he turned to the hall-door, 
and mounted, with a princely largesse to tho. servants of the 
house. Richard of Woodville followed, sprang on his horse’s 
back, and giving one look back, rode through the gates after 
his companion. 

The wood was dark and sombre, as they proceeded amidst 
its thick coverts; but when they issued forth, a faint glimmer 
of twilight served to guide them on the way, and they quick¬ 
ened their pace. There were lights in tne windows of the 
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cottages, too, as they passed through the village; and when 
they reached the other side they caught a pale line of yellow 
light, peeping out from beneath the dark clouds upon the 
edge of the western sky, and gilding the water of the stream. 
Hiding on quickly, they had not left the last house behind 
them five minutes, when Hal of Iladnock pulled up his horse 
short, exclaiming, “ Hark! there is a scream!” 

u 'Tis but a screech-owl,” answered Richard of Woodville; 
“ they come forth in spring.” 

But. as he spoke, there was another shriek, apparently be¬ 
fore them, and each struck his horse with the spur, and dashed 
on. No other sound met their ear, however, except what 
seemed the distant galloping of a horse, which might be but 
the echo of their own beasts' feet. When they reached the 
spot where, on the preceding night, they had seen the wild 
fire over the moor, Hal of iladnock again drew in his rein, 
saying, “ It came from somewhere here.” 

“ It seemed to me near where we then were,” replied Rich¬ 
ard of Woodville. “ Perchance 'twas but some villagers got 
drunk at that Glutton Mass. See, there is the otter again!” 

“It was a shriek of pain or terror,” answered his companion. 
“Otter! that is no otter! Here, hold my horse,” and spring¬ 
ing from the saddle in a moment, he dashed down the bank, 
and plunged into the river. Though shallow in most places, 
it there formed a deep pool; but Hal of Iladnock, expert in 
all exercises alike, struck out at once, and caught the object 
he had seen, just as it was sinking. A feeling of horror and 
alarm seized him, as his hand grasped the long hair of, a wo¬ 
man ; but raising her head above the water again, he held it 
gently on his left arm, and with his right swam in towards the 
shore. 

“ Here, help, Richard!” he cried, “set the horses free, and 
take her. Tis a woman!” 

Woodville was down the bank in a moment, exclaiming, 
“Who is it? who is it?” 

“I know not,” answered Hal of Iladnock, raising her so far 
above the water that his companion could grasp her in his 
arms and lift her out; hut as he himself followed, placing one 
knee on the shore, with a sad heart, he heard his companion 
exclaim, in the accents of deep grief— 

“Good heaven! it is Catherine!” 

“Quick! bear her to the nearest house!” cried Hal of Had- 
nock; “the spark of life may be still there. I will follow 
with the horses.” 

“ Up the short path to the right, lies the chanter’s,” cried 
Richard, raising the unhappy girl in his stout arms, and run¬ 
ning along the road. 

The horses were easily caught, and mounting one, and lead- 
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ing the other, Hal of Hadnock followed, obtaining a glance of 
his companion just as he turned from the highway, towards a 
spot where the thatch of a small house peeped up above some 
trees. He was at the door as soon as Woodville, and lifting 
the latch, they both went in. 

An old man and woman were sitting before the fire; but the 
sudden entrance of two men roused them in fear; and when 
they saw who it was, and what they bore, all was eager 
hurry and lamentation. The inanimate body of Catherine 
Beauchamp, however, was speedily laid in the old chanter’s 
bed, in the neighbouring chamber; and such simple means as 
first suggested themselves were employed to ascertain if life 
were still within that fair and silent frame. But she lay calm 
and still as if asleep, with her features full of a sweet placidity, 
such as they had seldom worn in life. 

“It is past!” said Richard of Woodville; “ it is past! Poor 
girl! how has this happened? Ha! there is the mark of a 
grasp upon her throat!” 

“See there, too!” cried Hal of Hadnock; and lie pointed 
with his hand to where, upon the fine lawn that covered her 
bosom, was a faint red stain, half washed out by the water of 
the stream, as if blood had been spilt. No wound, however, 
was to be discovered; and while the two gentlemen stood and 
gazed, the old chanter’s sister continued, ineffectually, to em¬ 
ploy every effort to re-awaken the inanimate frame, and the 
old man himself ran off to the Abbey to procure farther aid. 

“Go into the other room, sirs; go into the other room!” 
said the good dame, at length; “ I will take off her wet clothes. 
’Tis tTSat keeps her from coming to.” 

Hal of Hadnock shook his head; for he could not see that 
pale countenance, those immoveable lips, those sightless eyes, 
without feeling sure, too sure, that life had departed for ever. 
He would not say anything, however, to discourage the zeal 
of the poor woman; and he accordingly accompanied Richard 
of Woodville into the chamber which they had first entered, 
and stood with him in silent thought before the fire. Neither 
spoke; for the mind of each was busy with sad and dark in¬ 
quiries, regarding the event which had just taken place; yet 
neither could arrive at anything like a conclusion. Was it 
her own act? was it accident? was it the deed of another? and 
if so, of whom? Such were the questions which both asked 
themselves. Both, too, entertained suspiciaps; but yet they did 
not like even to admit those suspicions to their own hearts, 
for how often does the first conclusion of guilt do injustice to 
the innocent! but while they were still in thought, the voice 
of the chanter’s sister was heard exclaiming— 

“Come hither, Master Richard! come hither! See here!" 
and as they entered she pointed to the poor girl’s arm, which 
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now lay uncovered on the bed-clothes, adding, “ there is the 
grasp of a hand, clear enough! Look, all the fingers and the 
thumb!” 

‘‘Stay,” said Hal of Iladnock; “that might be mine, Rich¬ 
ard, or yours, in raising her out of the stream.” 

“I took her by the other arm,” answered Richard of 
Woodville. 

“And I do not remember having touched her arm at all," 
said llal of Iiadnock, after thinking for a moment. 

“Oh, no, sirs!” cried the old woman; “that hand must 
have grasped her in life, else it would not have brought the 
blood to the skin. Hark! there arc the people coming;” 
ami, in another minute, the good old abbot, and four or five 
of his monks, ran in breathless and scared. 

“Alas! alas! Richard, what is this?” cried the abbot. 

“ A sad and dark affair, father,” replied Richard of Wood- 
ville, while one of the monks, famed for his skill in leech- 
craft, advanced to the bed-side, and put his hand upon the 
heart: “I fear lile is extinct.” 

The abbot gazed at the monk as he knelt; but the good 
brother slowly waved his head, with a melancholy look, say¬ 
ing, “ Yet leave me and the old woman alone with her.” 

“ 1 will stay and aid,” replied the abbot. “ I am her 
uncle.” 

All the rest withdrew; and many were the eager questions 
of the monks as to how the accident had happened. Richard 
of Woodville told the tale simply as it was, the two shrieks 
that they had heard, the discovery of the body in the water, 
and its recovery from the stream. 

“Ay, she screamed when she fell in, and when she first 
rose,” said one of the monks; “drowning people always do.” 

Woodville made no reply; for he would not give bis own 
suspicions to others; but llal of Hadnock asked him, in a low 
voice, “Did you not hear the galloping of a horse, on the 
Other side, as we came near?” 

“1 did,” answered Richard, in the same tone; “I did, too 
plainly.” 

In about a quarter of an hour the abbot came forth, and 
all made way for him. 

“What hope?” asked Woodville, looking into his uncle’s 
face for speedier information. 

“None!” replied the abbot. “How has this chanced, my 
son? There are marks of violence." 

The same tale was told over again; but this tune Richard 
of Woodville added the fact of a horse’s feet having been 
heard, and the abbot mused profoundly. 

“I will have the body carried down to the Abbey,” he 
said at length, “You, Richard, speed to my brother, and 
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break the tidings there. Come down with him to the Abbey, 
and we will consult. Bring Pacre, too.” 

“Jlacre has been gone more than two hours,” answered 
Richard of Woodville; “hut I will seek my uncle Philip," 
and he turned towards the door. 

1 lal of Hadnock stayed him for a moment, however, saying, 
“I must ride on, Richard. You know that my call hence 
admits of no delay. But let every one remark and remember, 
for this matter must be inquired into, that I heard and saw 
all that this good friend of mine did; the shrieks, the galloping 
of a horse, the body in the water. You shall have means of 
finding me, too, should it be needful; and now, my Lord 
Abbot, a sad good night! Farewell, Richard! you shall hear 
from me soon.” Thus saying, he quitted the cottage, mounted 
his horse, and rode away at a quick pace. 


CHAFFER VI, 

THE SUSPICIONS. 

UroN the borders of Hampshire and Sussex, but still within 
the former county, lies, as the reader probably knows, a large 
tract ofland but little cultivated even now, and which, in the 
days whereof I speak, was covered either with scattered trees 
and copses or wild heath, having various paths and roads 
winding through it, which led now to a solitary village, with 
a patch of cultivated land round about it, now to a church or 
chapel in the wild, now travelled on through the hills, which 
are high and bare, to Winchester or Basingstoke. Peep sand 
occupies a great portion of the ground, through which it is 
well nigh impossible to construct a firm road; and the whole 
country is broken with wild and rapid undulations, of no great 
height or depth, but every variety of form, the resort of all 
those rare birds which afforded so much interest and amuse* 
ment to gentle White of Selbourne. 

Through this rude and uncultivated tract, a little before the 
close of day, in the beginning of April, 141:5, two gentlemen 
clothed in deep mourning of the fashion of that day, rode 
slowly on. Both were very grave and silent; and if the 
complexion of their thoughts was sad and solemn, the aspect 
of the scene at that hour was not calculated to lighten the 
heart, though it might arouse feelings of admiration. The sun 
hung upon the edge of the sky, broad masses of cloud floated 
over the wide expanse of azure which stretched out above the 
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wild heath; and their shadows, as they crossed the slanting 
rays, swept over the varied surface below, casting long lines 
of country into deep blue shade, while the rest shone in the 
cool pale evening sunshine of the yet unconfirmed spring. 
Kach dell and pit, too, at that hour, was filled with the same 
sort of purple shadow; thc^raes and banks looked wilder 
and more strongly marked from the position of the sun; the 
occasional clumps of fir-trees cut sharp and black upon the 
western sky, and everything was stern, and grand, and 
solemn. 

Rising over one slope and descending another, by paths cut 
imperfectly through the heath and gorse, the travellers had 
ridden on for half an hour without speaking, when at length, 
at the bottom of a deep valley, where the sun could no longer 
be seen, and the shades of evening seemed already to have 
fallen, they stopped to let their horses drink in a large piece 
of water, sheltered by a thick copse, and gazed upon the 
reflection of the blue sky above, and the clouds floating over 
it. As they moved on again, a large white bird started up 
from the reeds and flew heavily away, with its snowy plumage 
strangely contrasting with the dark back-ground of the wood 
and hill. 

“’Tis like a spirit winging its way from earth,” said Sir 
Henry Dacre, following the bird with his eyes. “Poor 
Catherine! Would that aught else had set thee free from 
the chain that bound thee to me, but death!” 

“Luckless girl, indeed!” replied Richard of Woodville; 
“from her infancy unfortunate. And yet men thought that 
the hand of heaven had showered upon her its choicest gifts: 
beauty, wealth, kind friends, and a noble heart to love her, 
if she would but have welcomed it. But, alas! Harry, the 
crowning gift, of all was wanting: a spirit that could use God’s 
blessings aright.” 

“It was more the fault of others than her own," said Sir 
Harry Dacre, “that I do believe. Her mother made her 
what she was! ’Tis sad! ’tis very sad, Richard, that at the 
period when we have no power to form ourselves, each weak 
fool who approaches us can give us some bad gift which we 
never can cast off.” 

, “Like the evil fairies at a child’s birth,” answered Richard 
of Woodville; “and certainly her mother was a bad demon 
to her; but still, though I would not speak ill of those who 
are gone, yet poor Kate received the gifts willingly enough, 
destructive as they were. Would to heaven it had been 
otherwise; but others encouraged her in all that W'as wrong, 
as well as her mother. This man, Roydon, was no good 
counsellor for a lady’s car.” 

The brow of Sir Henry Dacre grew dark as night. “He 
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is a scoundrel!” he cried; “lie is a scoundrel! and if ever he 

F 'ves me the chance of having him at my lance’s point, lie or 
shall go to that place where all men’s actions are made 
clear. Oh! that I knew the truth, Eicliard! Oh! that I 
knew the truth!” v 

“There is One who knows it# answered Richard of Wood- 
ville, “who never suffers foul deeds to rest in darkness. 


Trust to Him: and if this knave does but support his charge, 
perhaps your lance may be the avenging instrument of 
heaven.” 


“May it be so,” replied the knight; “but I doubt it, 
Richard. True, he has not shown himself a coward in the 


field; and yet I cannot but think that he is craven at heart. 
Saw you not how carefully his letter to Sir Philip was worded? 
how he insinuated more than he dared say? and then, why 
did he not come? A sickness, forsooth! The excuse of an 


idle schoolboy. He would not face me, that is the truth. 
He fears me, Richard, and will not dare the test of battle.” 


“Well, that we shall soon see,” answered his companion; 
“your messenger must be at my house by this time, with his 
reply.” 

“I trust so,” said Dacre, thoughtfully; “yet he will take 
time to write carefully, believe me. His will be no rash 
epistle, written in fiery anger at his cousin’s death. No, no; 
it will be done as if a scrivener had dictated every word, and 
in a courtly hand. Rut whatever he does, mark me, he will 
leave the poison behind, and so calculate as to cast suspicion 
over me for life.” 


“But who suspects you, Dacre?” asked Richard ofWood- 
villc, with a smile; “not one honest man on earth. Yon arc 
too well known for doubts to light upon you. Does not Sir 
Philip, her own uncle, love you as a son? and can you jlet the 
idle words of a knave like this, disturb your peace?” 

“My peace, Richard!” said Sir Henry Dacre, sadly; “can 
a high and honest heart ever feel peace so long as one doubt, 
one unrefuted charge, casts a cloud upon it? I would rather 
die a thousand deaths than have men point at me, and say, 
‘he was suspected of a foul crime against an innocent lady;’ 
and besides, even those that I love best, those who hold me 
dearest., may often ask themselves, ‘could it be true?’ ” 

“Not a whit!” replied Woodville: “no one will ever ask. 
such a thin". Like a wounded man, you think that every one 
will touch the spot, and feel the pain in fancy. Cast off such 
imaginations, Dacre; secure, in your own honour, laugh sus¬ 
picion to scorn, and trust to the noble and the true to do jus¬ 
tice to those who are like themselves.” 

“ Wouldl could do so, Richard!” said the knight; “and it 
would be easy, too, did we not know that the wide world is 
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so foil of arrant knaves, and that amongst the knaves there 
are such hypocrites, that honesty has no touchstone whereby 
true metal can he really known from false; and men rightly 
doubt the value of each coin they take, so cunning are the 
counterfeits. Hypocrisy is a greater curse to mankind than 
wickedness; for it makes all virtue doubted, and fills the 
bosoms of the good with suspicion, from a knowledge of the 
feigning of the bad. Besides, amongst those who hold a mid¬ 
dle course, neither plunging deep in the stream of vice and 
wrong, nor staying firmly on the shore of honour, how gladly 
every one attributes acts to others that may outdo the dark¬ 
ness of his own! No, no; suspicion never yet lighted on a 
name that ever was wholly pure again. All I ask is, to give 
me that man before me, let me cram the falsehood down his 
throat, at the sword’s point, and wring the truth from his 
dying lips, or let me die myself." 

“Well, we shall see what he replies,” answered Richard of 
Woodvillc, finding it useless to argue further with him; “and 
if, as you suspect, he evades the question, what think you then 
to do?” 

“To go with you to Burgundy,” answered Dacre; “ for I 
shall be, then, one fitted well to take part in civil broils: a 
right serviceable man where danger is rifest; ever ready to 
lead tlie way in peril, having nor wife, nor relative, nor friend, 
nor hope, nor home, to make him feel the stroke that takes 
his life, more than the scratch of a sharp thorn that tears him 
as he passes through the wood.” 

“But you will surely first return,” said Woodville, “to 
say farewell to my good uncle and sweet Isabel?” 

“I do not know,” replied Dacre. “Dear Isabel! she tried 
to cheer me; and I know would not for worlds suffer doubts 
of me to rest for an hour in, her heart; and ytft they will come 
and go, Richard, whether she will or not. Each time I take 
her hand she’ll think of Catherine; and though she’ll answer 
boldly, ‘ it is false,’ as often as suspicions rise, yet they will 
be remembered, and rest for ever as a shadow over our friend¬ 
ship.” 

“You do her wrong, Harry,” answered his companion. 
“Your mind is sickly; and as a man in a sore disease, you see 
all things through one pale mist. Isabel may often think of 
her who is no more, may grieve for her, and regret that she 
did not make life happier to herself and others, and that she 
met bo early and so sad a death; but she will ever call her 
back to mind as one who wronged you, not as one wronged by 
you, and you may be happy yet." 

j He spoke gravely, and Sir Henry Dacre turned and gazed 1 
,at him, as if for explanation of his words; but Richard said ' 
>B 0 more; and riding on in silence, they soon after came to a 
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point where the road began to rise, winding in slowly between 
two wooded hills, with a small streamlet flowing on l>y its 
side. The sun was sinking below the horizon as they passed 
through a village, with the bright blacksmith’s forge jutting 
out beyond the other buildings; and when at length they drew 
the rein before the gate of a tall house bosomed in trees, it 
was well nigh dark. 

Several servants came instantly into the court; and giving 
their horses to be taken to the stable, the two gentlemen en¬ 
tered the outer hall, and thence proceeded onwards to a room 
beyond, where they were immediately joined by a stout man, 
habited as a courier, who placed a letter in the hand of Sir 
Harry Dacre, without speaking. 

“So thou art back, Martin!” said the knight, while Richard 
of Woodville called for lights. 

“Yes, noble sir,” answered the servant; “but I have had 
to ride hard, for he kept me a long time; but that I don’t 
wonder at.” 

“Indeed!” exclaimed Sir Henry; “why should he keep 
you long?” 

“Because he wrote a long letter, sir,” replied the man; 
“he might have waited till doomsday, if he had been in my 
place and I in his.” 

“Did he look ill?” inquired the knight. 

“Not-he, sir,” answered the servant; “he was out goss- 
hawking after larks when I arrived.” 

“The liar!” muttered Sir Henry Dacre; but at the same 
moment lights were brought in, and making the messenger a 
sign to retire, the knight opened the letter and read. Richard 
of Woodville stood by and watched him, while his fine fea¬ 
tures, as he gazed intently upon the paper, assumed first a 
look of scorn and then of anger; and at length he exclaimed: 
“As I thought, Richard! as I thought! On my life, I must 
be an astrologer, and not know it, to have read this man’s 
conduct to the letter, beforehand! Mark what he says: ‘ Sir 
Simeon ofRoydon brings no charge against Sir Ilenry Dacre, 
and never has brought any, but holds him as good knight and 
true. He has, therefore, no cause of quarrel with the said 
knight, but far from it, wishes him all prosperity; the which 
Sir Henry would have clearly seen, if he had read carefully 
the letter which Sir Simeon wrote to the good knight of Dun- 
bury, and had not looked at it rashly. Therein Sir Simeon 
thought to do Sir Henry Dacre an act of love and courtesy, 
by pointing out, he himself nought doubting, what might breed 
doubts in the hearts of other men, regarding the manner of 
the death of the Lady Catherine Beauchamp, in order that' 
the good knight might make such inquiries as would remove 
all suspicion. For this cause he marked what he had only 
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learned by hear-say, that Sir Henry I)acre had, as unhappily 
often happened, a fierce quarrel with the Lady Catherine 
about a gentleman, it would seem, calling himself Hal of llad- 
nock-’ Curses upon him!” cried Lucre, breaking off. 

“Nay, nay, you do him wrong!” answered liichard of 
Woodville; “he sought but to serve you, as I will tell you 
anon, Harry. But read on. What says he more?” 

“‘That Sir Harry quitted the hall in bitter anger,’” con¬ 
tinued Lacre, reading, ‘“and swearing he should go mad with 
the lady’s conduct-’ Lid I say so?” 

Woodville nodded his head, and his friend proceeded: 
“‘That the said Sir Henry, though his house is distant but 
seven miles, did not reach his own door till the hour of nine, 
and that the lady came by her death between seven and eight, 
or thereabout; that Sir Henry’s hand was tom when he 
reached his house, and that there was a stain of blood upon 
the lady’s throat; that there were marks of horses' feet on the 
opposite side of the river, and across the moor towards Sir 
Henry’s dwelling; and that he himself was seen of many per¬ 
sons wandering about near Abbot’s Ann and Lunbury till 
dark that night; all of which points Sir Simeon of Koydon 
doubted not, in any way, could be easily explained by Sir 
Henry Lacre, if true, but which, perchance, were untrue; he, 
Sir Simeon, having heard them merely from vague report 
and common fame.’ Some true, some false!” cried Lacre. 
“ 1 did tear my hand opening the gate by Clatford mill. I 
did wander about, with a heart on lire and a brain all whirl¬ 
ing, at being made wretched by another’s fault; but I was far 
from the village, far from abbey and hall before the sun went 
down; for I saw him set from Weyliill. Ah! poisonous snake! 
He stings and glides away from the heel that would crush him. 
Hear how he ends: ‘For his own part, Sir Simeon of Roydon 
is right well convinced that Sir Henry Lacre is pure and free 
of all share in the lady’s death; otherwise that knight might 
be full sure he would be the first to call him to the lists, iu 
vengeance of his cousin's death.’ 'The scoundrel coward! 
But how is this, liichard? He must have spies in our houses: 
at our hearths. How else did he gain such tidings? Who 
told him of the quarrel between that hapless girl and me? 
He was gone long before, I think?” 

“Ay, but his servants stayed,” replied Woodville; “and 
there was one in the hall when you returned: that black¬ 
looking, silent man. Yet he must have some other means 
of information, too, else how did he know your hand was 
torn?” 

“I cannot say,” answered Lacre, thoughtfully. “By 
heaven! he will plant suspicion in my heart, too, and make 
me doubt the long-tried, faithful fellows 1 have with me.” 




And he cast himself gloomily on a seat, and pondered in 
silence. 

The moment after there was a sound of horses’ feet passing 
along before the house, and Richard of Woodville turned and 
listened, saying: “Here is some new messenger. Were it 
any of my own people they would come to the other gate.” 

After some talking in the hall without, an attendant opened 
the door, and informed his young master that there was a 
person without who desired to see him. “He comes from 
Westminster,” added the man, “and will give neither message 
nor letters to any but yourself, sir.” 

“Let him come in!” answered Richard of Woodville; and 
a personage was called forward, habited somewhat ditfercntly 
from any of those whom we have already had occasion to de¬ 
scribe. He was dressed in what is called a tabard; but it 
must not be supposed, from that circumstance, that he bore 
the office of either herald or pursuivant, for many other classes 
retained that part of the ancient dress, and it was officially 
worn by the squires, and many of the inferior attendants of 
kings and sovereign princes, sometimes over armour, some¬ 
times without. In particular cases, the tabard was embroi¬ 
dered either with the arms of the lord whom the hearer served, 
or with his own, as a sort of coat of arms; but was frequently, 
especially with persons of somewhat low degree, perfectly un- 
omamented, and formed of a tine doth of a uniform colour. 
Such was the case with the man who now appeared: his loose, 
short gown, with wide sleeves, being of a bright pink hue. 
The linen collar of his shirt foil over it; and the part of his 
dress left exposed below the knee showed nothing hut the 
riding-boots of untanned leather, drawn up to their full ex¬ 
tent. In person, he was a short, thin, young man, with a 
. shrewd and merry countenance. Ilis hair was cut short round 
the whole head, but left thick, notwithstanding, so as to re¬ 
semble a fur cap, and his long arms reached his knees. 
Without uttering a word, he advanced towards Richard of 
Woodville, who had taken a step forward to receive him, and 
drawing a packet from the bosom of his tabard, he placed it 
in the gentleman’s hand. 

“From Hal of Hadnock, I suspect 1 ?” said Woodville, look¬ 
ing at him closely. 

“Nay, I know not," replied the messenger; “from Hal, 
certainly; yet, no more llal of Hadnock, than of Monmouth, 
or Westminster, or any other town of- England or Wales. 
Read, and you will see.” 

Richard of Woodville tore open the outer cover, and took 
forth several broad letters, tied and sealed. The first he 
opened, and drawing near the light, perused its contents at¬ 
tentively. 
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Hal of Hadnock (so it ran) to Richard of Woodville, greeting. Good service 
requires good service, and honour, honour. Thus you shall find, my comrade of 
the way, that I have not forgotten you, though matters of much moment and 
pome grief have delayed a promise, not put. it out of mind. You, too, have 
doubtless had much cause for thought and sorrow, and may, perchance, have yet 
affairs to keep you in the realms of England; which lieing tlie case, I do not re¬ 
quire that you should lay aside thlugs of weight, to Ivcar the enclosed to the 
noble l>uk<; of Burgundy, or his son, and to the faithful servant of this crown. 
Sir Philip Morgan, now at the court of Burgundy; hut the letter addressed to 
Sir John Grey, at Ghent, is of some importance to himself, and should find his 
hands as speedily as may he. If, therefore, by any chance, you may be minded 
to stay in England more than fourteen days from the receipt of these, return that 
packet by the bearer, one Edward Dyram. But, if you he ready to cross the 
seas (ire then, keep the messenger with you in your company, as I believe him to 
lx* faithful and true, and skilled in many things; and he knoweth my mind 
towards you, which is good. Neither he offended at speech or jest of his, for he 
hath a licen.se not easily bridled; hut so long as he useth his tongue for his own 
conceit, so long will he use his knowledge for a friend or master. 1 give him to 
you; treat him well till you return him to me again ; and if there be aught else 
that can serve you or do you grace, seek me at Westminster, where you will find 
a friend in 

Henry. 


Richard of Woodville pondered, hut testified no surprise; 
and after a moment’s thought, put the letter in the hand of 
Sir Henry Dacre, who read it through with more apparent 
wonder than his friend had expressed. “And who is this?” 
he asked, when lie had done. “He signs himself Henry. Can 
it be the prince?” 

“The prince that was, the king that is," replied Woodville, 
giving him a sign to say no more before the messenger. “And 
so, my friend, you are to be my companion over sea?" he 
added, turning to the latter. 

“That is as you will, not as I will,” replied the mkn. “If 
you are fool enough to quit England in a fortnight, when you 
can stay a mouth, I am to go with you; if you are wise enough 
to stay, 1 am wise enough to go alone.” 

“Ten days, I hope, at farthest, shall see my foot on other 
shores,” answered Woodville; “and pray, Master Edward 
Dyram, what may be your capacity, quality, or degree; for 
’tis fit that I should know who it is goes with me.” 

“Ned Dyram, fair sir, by your leave,” replied the messen¬ 
ger; “’tis so long since I lost the last half of my first name, 
that I know it not when I meet it; and I should as much ex¬ 
pect my mother’s ass to answer me, if I called him Edward, 
as I should answer to it myself. Then, as to my capacity: it 
is large enough to hold any man’s secrets without spilling 
them by the way, or to contain the knowledge of a knight, 
a baron, and squire, besides a clerk’s and my own, without 
running over. My chief quality is to tell the truth when I 
like it, and other men do not; and my degree has neveti 
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been taken yet, though I Jived long enough with a doctor 
of Oxford to have caught that sickness, liad it been in¬ 
fectious.” 

“I fear me, Ned Dyram,” said Richard of Woodville, smil¬ 
ing, “I shall lose much time with you, in getting crooked 
answers to plain questions; but if you have puzzled your own 
brains with logic, puzzle not mine.” 

“Well, well, sir!” answered the other, “I will he brief, for 
I am hungry, and you are tired. I am the son of a franklin, 
who broke his heart to make me a clerk. I had, however, 
no gift for singing, and turned my wits to other things. 1 can 
do what men can generally do, and sometimes better than 
most can. I have broken a man’s head one day, and healed 
it the next; for I have handled a quarter-staff and served a 
leech. I can cast nativities, and draw a horoscope; 1 can 
make a horse-shoe, and sharpen a sword; I can write court 
hand, and speak more tongues than my own; I can cook my 
own dinner, when need he, and hake or brew, if the sutler or 
the tapster should fail me.” 

“A goodly list of qualities, indeed!” said Richard "f Wood¬ 
ville; “and though my household is not the most princely, 
we will find you an office, Ned Dyram, which you must 
exercise with discretion. And now, as you are hungry, get 
you goqc to my people, who will stop that evil. Wc have 
supped.” 

The messenger withdrew; and Sir Henry Dacre returned 
the letter, which he still held in his hand, to Woodville, 
saying— 

“So this was the prince? The more cruel in him to sport 
with the peace of his father’s subjects!” 

“Not so, Dacre,” replied his friend. “I told you I could 
explain his conduct; and it is but justice to him to do so, for 
he intended to be kind, not cruel.” 

Dacre shook his head gloomily. 

“Well, you shall hear,” continued Woodville. “When I 
first brought him to my uncle’s gate, I knew not who he was; 
but he had scarcely entered the hall when I remembered him. 
I kept my own counsel, however, and said nothing; but when 
he sought his room, I went with him, as you saw, and there 
for a whole hour we spoke of those we had lgf't below. I told 
him nothing, Harry; for his quick eye had gleaned the truth 
wherever it turned; and I had only to set him right on some 
things, regarding the past. He knew you by name, and took 
Interest in your fate as well as mine. I would fain tell you 
all; but in the mood in which you are, I fear that I may pain 
you.” 

“Speak, Dick, speak!” answered the knight; “have we 
not been as brothers since our boyhood, that you may not 
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r've me all your thoughts freely?” Say all you have to say. 
jveep nought behind, if you love me; for I have grown as 
suspicious as the rest, and shall doubt if I see you hesi¬ 
tate.” 

“Well, at all risks,” said Richard of Woodville. “It is 
better to give you some pain, perhaps, than to leave you with 
your present thoughts. We talked, then, first of myself and 
Mary Markham, and then of you and Catherine. He saw you 
loved her not.” 

“Twas her own fault!” cried Dacre. “She crushed out love 
that might once have been deep and true.” 

“1 told him so,” replied Woodville; “and he asked why, 
as you both clearly wished the bond that bound you to each 
other loosed, you did not apply to the church and the law to 
break it? i said, what perhaps had better not been said, but 
yet what I believed: that, if you proposed it, she would not 
consent, for that she loved to keep you as a captive; if not by 
love’s chains, by any other. lie fiincied, Harry, that, if that 
incomplete union were dissolved, you might be happy with 
another: ay, with Isabel." 

“Ha!” exclaimed Dacre; “ha! Have I been so careless of 

my looks that a mere stranger should-” and he bent down 

his brow upon his hands, and remained for a moment silent. 
Then looking up, he added, “Well, Richard, I have been a 
fool; but was it possible to stand between a desert and a para¬ 
dise, and not regret that I could never pass the boundary; to 
look into a scene of joy and peace, and not long to rest the 
weary heart, and cool the aching brow in the calm groves and 
pleasant glades before me? Who would compare those two 
beings, and not choose between them, in spite of fate? But 
what said he more?” 

“He thought you might be happy,” answered Woodville, 
“and that the only barrier was one that he might prompt 
Catherine to remove herself. For that object he humoured 
her caprice, and played with her light vanity. He told me 
that he would, and 1 saw that he did so; for his was no heart 
to he suddenly made captive by one such as Catherine Beau¬ 
champ. Besides, it was clear his words, half sweet, half 
sour, were all aimed at that end; for ever and anon, when 
his tone was full of courteous gallantry, some sharp jest 
would break through, as if he could not keep down the some¬ 
what scornful thoughts with which her idle vanity moved 
him.” 

“Then I did him wrong,” answered Dacre; “for had he 
succeeded, and led her to propose of her own will that our 
betrothing should be annulled, no boon on all the earth could 
have been equal to that blessing. It has turned out sadly; 
yet I will not blame him; for who can tell when he draws a 
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bowstring in the dark where the shaft may fall? But say, 
Biehard, was he aware you knew his station?” 

“I never told him,” replied his friend, “hut I think that he 
divined. You sec, in his letter, that he gives no explanation. 
But listen, Harry! Will it not be better, now that we have 
spoken l'reely on this theme—will it not be better, 1 say, for 
yon to return home; let the first memory of these dark"days 
pass away, and seek tor happiness with one who may well 
make up tor all that you have suffered in the past?” 

“What!” cried Dacrc, “with this stain upon my name? 
Oh, no! that dream of joy is gone. No, no! my only course 
is to forget that there is such a thing as love on earth, or to 
think with your friend Chaucer’s lay, that— 


Love tic iB in yonge folkc but rape, 

-And is in olde folke a grctc dotage; 

"Who most it usith, he most shal empaire, 

For thereof cometli disose and hevinesse, 

So sorrow and care, and many a gretc sickness^ 

Despite, debate, and angre, and envie, 

Depraving shame, untrust, and jelousic, 

Pride, miscliefe, povertio, and wodenesa.” 

“’Tis the song of the cuckoo, ITarry,” replied Woodville; 
“ but this sad humour, built upon a baseless dream, will pass 
away when you find that the suspicions which you now fancy 
in every one's heart live but in your own imagination; and 
then you will answer with the nightingale— 

That evirmore Love his servauntes amendeth, 

And from all evil tachis them dei'endeth; 

but Time must do his own work; and till then, argument is ot 
no avail. Yet I would fain not have you lose bright days 
with me in foreign lands. Happy were I if I could stay like 
you in hope, and lead the pleasant summer life beneath the 
lightsome looks of her whom 1 love best. Think of it, Harry, 
think of it; and do not rashly judge that you see clear till you 
have wiped the dust out of your eyes.” 

Dacre shook his head, and answered, “I will to rest. 
Bichard, such as I can find; for now that 4 have got this 
craven’s reply, I have no further business here till I join you 
again upon our pilgrimage. I will away to-morrow to pre* 
pare;^it we shall meet before I go. I know my way.” 
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CHATTER vn. 

THE COKON'ATIOK. 

Five day? after the events related in the last chapter, Richard 
of Woodville, leaving armourers and tailors busy in his house 
at Menu, rode away for London, accompanied by two yeomen, 
a page, and Ned liyrmn, whose talents had not been long in 
displaying themselves in the serv ice of his new master. He 
had instructed the tailors; he had assisted the armourers; he 
had aided to choose the horses; he had drawn figures tor l'resh 
pallcltcs and pauldrons: and he had with his own hand manu¬ 
factured a superb bridle and bit, ornamented with gilt steel 
plates, jesting, laughing, talking, all the while, and over¬ 
coming the obstinacy and the vanity of the old artificers, who 
would lain have equipped the young gentleman who employed 
them in the fashions of the early part of the last reign; all 
new inventions in those days travelling slowly from the capital 
to the country. Ned Dyram, however, had been in many 
lands, ard had accumulated, in a head which possessed extra¬ 
ordinary powers both of observation and memory, an enor¬ 
mous quantity of patterns and designs of everything new or 
strange, which he had seen; and sometimes with a laugh, 
sometimes with an argument, he drove tho-e who were inclined 
to resist all innovation, to adopt his proposed improvements 
greatly against their will. l!ut though his tongue occasionally 
ran last, and lie seemed to take a pleasure occasionally in con¬ 
founding his slower opponents with a torrent of words, yet on 
all subjects but tliosc immediately before him, lie kept his own 
counsel, and not one of the servants of the house, when he 
set out with Woodville for London, was aware of who or what 
he was, whence he came, or where he had gained so much 
knowledge. 

The first day’s journey was a long one; and Richard of 
Woodville and his train were not many miles from London, 
when they again set forth early on the following morning, 
so that it was not yet noon, on the ninth of April, wl^kthey 
approached the city of Westminster, along the bankSn the 
Thames. 

Winding in and out, through fields and hedge-rows, where 
now are houses, manufactories, and prisons, with the soft air 
of spring breathing upon them, and the scent of the early 
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cowslips, for which that neighbourhood was once famous, 
rising up and filling the whole air, they came on, now catch¬ 
ing, now losing, the view of the large heavy abbey church of 
Westminster, and its yet unfinished towers of the same height 
as the main building; while rising tall above it appeared the 
bellry of St. Stephen’s chapel, with its peaked roof, open at 
the sides, displaying part of the three enormous bells, one of 
which was said (falsely) to weigh thirty thousand pounds. The 
top of two other towers might also be seen, from time to time, 
over the trees, and also part of the buildings of the monastery 
adjoining the abbey; but these were soon lost, as the lane which 
the travellers were following wound round under the west 
side of Tote Kill: a gentle elevation covered with green¬ 
sward, and ornamented with clumps of oak, and beech, and 
fir, amidst which might be discovered, here and there, some 
large stone houses, richly ornamented with sculpture, and 
surrounded with their own gardens. The lanes, the paths, 
the fields, were filled with groups of people in their holiday 
costume, all flocking towards Westminster; and what with 
the warm sunshine, the greenness of the grass, the tender 
verdure of the young foliage, and the gay dresses of the peo¬ 
ple, the whole scene was as bright and lively as it is possible 
to conceive. At the same time the loud bells of St. Stephen’s 
began to ring with the merriest tones they could produce, and 
a distant “hurrah!” came upon the wind. 

“ Now, Ned, which is the way?” asked Richard of Wood- 
ville, calling up his new attendant to his side, as they came to 
a spot where tlie lane divided into two branches: one taking 
the right hand side of the hill, and one the left. “This seems 
the nearest,” he continued, pointing down the former; “but 
I know nought of the city.” 

“ The nearest may prove the farthest,” replied Ned Dyram, 
riding up, “ as it often does, my master. That is the shortest, 
good sooth! hut they call the shortest often the fool’s way; 
and we might be made to look like fools, if we took it: tor 
though it leads round to the end of St. Stephen’s Lane, mc- 
■thiidcs that to-day none will be admitted to the palace-court 
(iy that gate, as it is the king’s coronation morning.” 

“Indeed!” said Woodville; “ I knew not that it was so.” 

“ Nor I, either,” answered Ned; “ but I know it now.” 

“ And how, pray?” asked his new master. 

“By every sight and sound,” replied Ned Dyram. “By 
thatAd's pink coats, by that good man’s blue cloak, by the 
ben^Riging, by the people running, by the hurrah we heard 
just now. I ever put all I hear and see together; for a man 
who only sees one thing at once will never know what time he 
is living in.” 

“ Then we had better tum.to the left,” said Woodville, not 
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caring to hear more of his homily. “Of course, if this he the 
coronation day, I shall not get speech of the king till to-mor¬ 
row; but wc may as well see what is going on.” 

“To the left will lead you right,” replied his quibbling 
companion; “that is to say, to the great gate before the 
palace court; and then wc shall discover whether the king 
will speak with you or not. Each prince has his own man¬ 
ners, and ours has changed so boldly in one day, that no one 
can judge from that which the lad did what the man will do.” 

“ lias he changed much, then?” asked Woodville, riding 
on; “ it must have been sudden, indeed, if you had time to 
sec it ere you left him.” 

“Ay has he!” answered Dyram; “the very day of his 
father’s death he put on, not the robes of royalty, hut the 
heart; and those who were his comrades before gave place to 
other men. They who counted much upon his love found a 
cold face, and they who looked lor hate met with nought but 
grace.” 

“ Then, perhaps my reception may not be very warm,” said 
Woodville, thoughtfully. 

“ You may judge yourself better than I can, master mine,” 
replied Ned Dyram. “Did you ever sit with him in the 
tavern, drinking quarts of wine?” 

“ No,” answered liiehard of Woodville, smiling. 

“Then you shall be free of his table,” said Ned. “Did you 
ever shoot deer with him by moonlight?” 

“ Never,” was his master’s reply. 

“ Then you may chance to taste his venison,” rejoined the 
man. “ Did you ever brawl, swear, and break heads lor him, 
or with him?” 

“ No, truly,” said the young gentleman; “ I fought under 
him with the army in Wales, when he and I were both but 
boys; and 1 led him on his way one dark night, two days be¬ 
fore his lather died; but that is all I know of him.” 

“Then, perchance you may enter into his council,” an¬ 
swered Dyram; “ for, now that he is royal, he thinks royally, 
and he judges men for himself, not with the eyes of others.” 

“As all kings should,” said liiehard of Woodville. 

“And few kings do,” rejoined Ned. “ I was not so lucky; 
but many a mad prank have I seen during the last year; and 
though he knows, and heaven knows, I never prompted what 
others did, yet 1 was one of the old garments he cast olf, as 
soon as he put on the new ones. I fared better than i}§t rest, 
indeed, because 1 sometimes had told him a rough truth, and 
trust I shall fare better still if 1 do his bidding.” 

“ And what may be his bidding?” asked liiehard of Wood¬ 
ville; “for, doubtless, he gave you one when lie sent you 
to me.” 
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“He bade me lire well, and forget former days, as he had 
forgotten them," replied Ned Dyram; “and he bade me serve 
you well, master, if you took me with you; so you have no 
cause to think ill of the counsel that he gave me in your case. 
But here we are, master mine; and a goodly sight it is to 
see.” 

As he spoke, they turned into the wide street, or rather 
road, which led from the village of Charing to the gates of the 
palace at Westminster; and a gay and beautiful scene it cer¬ 
tainly presented, to whichever side the eye turned. To the 
north was seen the old Gothic building (destroyed in the reitru 
of Edward VI.) where the royal falcons were kept, and called 
from that circumstance the Mew; while a little in advance, 
upon a spot slightly elevated, stood the beautiful stone cross, 
one of the monuments of undying regard, erected in the vil¬ 
lage of Charing, by King Edward the First; to the left appeared 
the buttery and lodge, and other offices of the hospital and 
convent of St. James’s, forming together a large pile of build¬ 
ings, with gates and arches cutting each other in somewhat, 
strange confusion; while the higher stories, supported by cor¬ 
bels, overhung the lower. The effect of the whole, however, 
massed together by the distance, was grand and striking; 
while the trees of the fields, then belonging to the nunnery, 
and afterwards formed into a park, broke the harsher lines, 
and marked the distances down the course of the wide road. 

A little nearer, hut on the opposite side of the way, with 
gardens and stairs extending to the river, was the palace or 
lodging of the kings of Scotland. The edifice has been de¬ 
stroyed, hut the ground has still retained the name which it 
then bore; and many years had not elapsed, at the time I 
speak of, since that mansiou had been inhabited by the mo¬ 
narch* of the northern part of this island, when they came to 
take their scats in parliament, in right of their English fools. 
Gardens succeeded, till appeared, somewhat projecting be¬ 
yond the line of road, the old stern building which had once 
been the property of Hubert dc Burgh, Earl of Kent, more like 
a fortress than a dwelling, though its gloomy aspect was re¬ 
lieved by a light and beautiful chapel, lately built on the side 
nearest to Westminster, by one of the archbishops of York. 

Several smaller edifices, sometimes constructed of brick, 
sometimes of gray stone, were seen on the right and left; all 
in that peculiar style of architecture so much better fitted to 
the climate of northern Europe, and the character of her 
people, than the light and graceful buildings of the Greeks, 
which we imitate in the present day, generally with such 
heavy impotence; and still between all appeared the green 
branches of oaks and beeches, and fields, and gardens, biend¬ 
ing the city and the country together. 
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Up the long vista thus presented were visible thousands 
of groups, on horseback and on foot, decked out in gay and 
glittering colours; and as brilliant a scene displayed itself to 
the south, in the wide court before the palace, surrounding 
which appeared the venerable Abbey, the vast Hall, the long 
line of the royal dwelling, the monastery, the chapel of St. 
Stephen, with its tall belfry, and many another tower and lofty 
archway, and the old church of St. Margaret, built about a 
century and a half before, together with the lofty yet heavy 
buildings of the Woolstaplc, and the row of arches underneath. 
Banners and pennons fluttering in the wind; long gowns of 
monks and secular clergymen; tabards and mantles of every 
hue under the sun; the robes and head-dresses of the ladies 
and their women, and the gorgeous trappings of the horses, 
catching the light as they moved hither and thither, rendered 
the lino from the Eleanor Cross to the palace one living rain¬ 
bow; while the river, flowing gently on upon the east, was 
covered with boats, all tricked out with streamers and flutter¬ 
ing ribbons. Even the grave, the old, and those dedicated to 
seclusion and serious thought, seemed to have come forth for 
this one day; and amongst, the crowd might he distinguished 
more than one of the long, gray, black, or white gowns, with 
the coif and veil which marked the nun. All seemed gay, 
however; and nothing was heard but laughter, merriment, 
gay .jests, the ringing of the hells, the sounding of clarions, 
and, every now and then, the deep tone of the organ through 
the open windows of the Abbey, or a wild burst of martial 
music from the lesser court of the palace. 

Habited in black, as mourning for his unhappy cousin, 
Itichard of Woodville felt himself hardly fitted for so gay a 
scene; but his good mien and courteous carriage gained him 
many a civil woid as he moved along, or perchance some 
shrewd jest, as the frank simplicity of those days allowed. 

“Where is the black man going?” cried a pert London 
apprentice; “he must be chief mourner for the dead king.” 

“Kay, he is fair enough to look upon, Tom,” replied a 
pretty girl by his side. “You would give much to be as 
fair.” 

“Take care of my toes, master,” exclaimed a stout citizen; 
“your horse is mettlesome.” 

“He shall not hurt you, good sir,” replied Woodville. 

“Let me hold by your leg, sir squire,” said a woman near, 
“so shall I have a stout prop.” 

“Blessings on his fair, good-natured face!” cried an old 
woman; “he has lost his lady, I will wager my life.” 

“You have not much there to lose, good mother,” answered 
a man behind her. 

“Well, he will soon find another lady,” rejoined a buxom 
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dame, who seemed of the same party, “if he takes those eyes 
to court.” 

“Out on it, master!” exclaimed a man who had been 
amusing the people round him by bad jokes; “is your horse 
a cut-purse ? He had his nose in my pouch.” 

“Where he found nothing, I dare say,” answered Wood- 
villc; and in the midst of the peal of laughter which followed 
from the easily-moved multitude, he made his way forward to 
the gates, where he was stopped by a wooden barrier drawn 
across and guarded by a large posse of the royal attendants, 
habited in their coats of ceremony. 

“What now? what now?” asked one of the jacks of office, 
with a large mace in his hand, ns Woodville rode up; “you 
can have no entrance here, sir squire, if you be not of the 
king’s house, or have not an order from one of his lords. 
The court is crowded already. The king will not have room 
to pass back.” 

Before his master could answer, however, Ned Dyram 
pushed forward his horse, and addressed the porter, saying, 
in a tone of authority, “ Up with the barrier, Master Kobert 
Nesenham. ’Tis a friend of the king’s, for whom lie sent me. 
Master Richard of Woodville; you know the name.” 

“That’s another affair, Ned,” replied the other; “hut let 
jnc sec, are you not on the list of those who must not come 
to court?” 

“Not I,” replied Ned Dyram; “or if I be, you have put 
me on yourself, Robin; ’tis but the other day 1 left his Grace 
upon this errand.” 

“Well, come in, if tt be so, varlct,” replied the porter, 
lifting the barrier; “but if you come forbidden, the pillory 
and your ears will be acquainted. 1 low many men of you 
are there? Stand hack, fellows, or I will break your pates. 
Sec, Tim, there is a fellow slipping through! Drive him 
back; give him a throw; cast him over; break his neck. Five 
of you: that is all? Stand back, fellows, or you shall into 
limbo.” 

While the good man strove with the crowd without, who 
all struggled manfully to push through the barrier when it 
was open, Richard of Woodville and his followers made their 
way ou into the court; and dismounting from his horse in the 
more open space which it afforded, he advanced towards the 
passage which was kept clear by the royal officers, between 
the door of the great Hall and the Abbey. At first lie was 
placed near a stout man, dressed as a wealthy citizen; and lie 
inquired of him how long the king had been in the church. 

“Three parts of an hour,” replied the other; “did you not 
hear the shout and the bells begin to ring? Oh, it was a 
grand sight I There was-” but the rest of what he said 
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was drowned by the noise around, aided by a loud flourish of 
trumpets from the Hall. 

The crowd, however, was constantly changing, and swaying 
to and fro; and Woodvilie soon found himself separated from 
the man to whom he had spoken by two or three of the 
secular clergy of the city, and a somewhat coqucttish-looldng 
nun, who wore over her gray gown a blue ribbon and a silver 
cross. 

She turned round and looked at him with her veil up, 
showing a very pretty face, and a pair of bright blue eyes. A 
iat monk was behind, and a man dressed as a scrivener; but all 
were intent upon watching the door of the Abbey, as if they 
expected the royal procession soon to rc-appear, and Wood¬ 
vilie turned his eyes thither also. The next moment he heard 
a voice pronounce his own name, and then add, “Beware 
of Simeon of Itoydon, and let not Henry Dacre fight with 
him.” 

Richard turned sharply round, and gazed at those behind 
him; but he saw no lace that he knew but those of Ned 
llyram and one of his own men. The rest of the group in 
his immediate neighbourhood was composed of two monks, 
another nun, a doctor of divinity in his cope, a tall man in a 
surcoat of arms, and two elderly ladies with portentous head¬ 
dresses, a full half yard broad and two feet high. 

It was a woman’s voice, however, that he had heard, and 
he inquired at once of the nearest woman, “Did you speak, 
lady?” 

“To be sure I did,” answered the good dame, in a sharp 
tone; “1 asked my brother -what the hour is. No offence in 
that, sir, 1 suppose?” 

“ Oh! none, assuredly,” replied Richard of Woodvilie; “but 
I thought you mentioned my name.” 

“1 do not know it, young sir," replied the lady; “come 
away, brother, the squire is saucy;” and she and her party 
moved on, making a complete change in the disposition of the 
group. 

In vain Richard of Woodvilie looked beyond the little circle 
in which they s,ood; he could see no face that he knew; and 
at length, turning to Ned Dyram, he inquired if lie had heard 
any one mention his name. 

“That good dame or some one near her certainly did,” 
replied the man; “but I could not see exactly who it was. 
It might be'the other woman.” 

“Was she old, too?” demanded Woodvilie. 

“Too old for your wife, and too young for your mother," 
answered Ned: “somewhat on the touch of forty years.” 

As he spoke, there was a loud “hurrah!” from the ground 
adjacent to the Abbey door; a true, hearty, English shout, 
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such as no other nation on the earth can give; and the royal 
procession was seen returning. All pressed as near as they 
could, and llichard of Woodvillc gained a place in front, where 
he waited calmly, uncovered, for the passing of the king. 

On came the train, bishops and abbots, priests and nobles, 
the pages, the knights, the bearers of the royal emblems; 
hut all eyes were turned to one person, as, with a step, not 
haughty, but calm and firm, such as might well accord with a 
heart fixed and confident to keep the solemn vows so lately 
made, in scrupulous fidelity; with a brow elevated by high 
and noble purposes, more than by the splendour of the crown 
it bore, and with an eye lightening with genius and soul, 
Ilenry of Monmouth returned towards his palace, amidst the 
gratulating acclamations of his people. 

Richard of Woodvillc saw Hal of Hadnock in the whole 
bearing of the monarch, as he had seen the prince in the 
hearing of Ilal of Hadnock, and he murmured to himself, 
“He is the same. ’Tis but the dress is altered, either in mind 
or body. Excluded from the tasks of royalty, he assumed a 
less noble guise; but still the man was the same.” 

As he thus thought, the king passed before him, looking to 
right and left upon the long lines of people that bordered his 
way; though marching in his state, he distinguished no one 
by word or gesture. His eyes, indeed, fixed firmly for an 
instant upon Kichard of Woodville, and a slight smile passed 
over his lip; but he went on without farther notice, and the 
young gentleman turned as soon as he had gone by, thinking, 
“I will seek some inn, and come to the palace to-morrow. 
To-day it is in vain.” 

The pressure of the.multitude, however, prevented him 
from moving for some time, and he was forced to remain till 
the whole of the procession had gone by. He then made his 
way out of the crowd, which gradually became less compact, 
though few retired altogether: the greater number waiting 
either to discuss the events of the day, or to see if any other 
amusements would he afforded to the people; but it was some 
time before the young gentleman could find his horses, for 
the movements of the people had forced them from the place 
where they had been left. Just as he was, at length, putting 
his foot in the stirrup, Ned Dyram pulled his sleeve, saying, 
“There is a king’s page, my master, looking for some one in 
the crowd. Always give yourself a chance. It may be you 
he seeks.” 

“I think not,” replied Richard of Woodville; “but you 
can join him, and inquire, if you will.” 

The man instantly ran off at full speed; and though soon 
forced to slacken his pace amongst the people, he in the end 
reached the page, and asked -for whom he was looking. 






“A gentleman in black,” replied the boy, “named Richard 
of Woodville.” 

“Then there he is,” answered Ned, pointing with his hand 
to where his master stood; and, followed by the page, he 
walked quickly to the spot. 

“If your name be Richard of Woodville, sir,” said the boy, 
“the king will see you now, while he is putting oil’his heavy 
robes and taking some repose.” 

“ I follow, young sir,” replied Woodville; and, accompany¬ 
ing the page, he turned towards the palace, while Ned 1 >yrain^ 
alter a moment’s hesitation, pursued the same course as his 
master, “in order,” as he said mentally, “always to give 
himself a chance.” 


CHAPTER VIII. 

THE DAY OF FESTIVAL. 

Crossing through the great hall of the palace of Westmin¬ 
ster, where so many a varied scene has been enacted in the 
course of English history; where joy and sorrow, mirth, mer¬ 
riment, pageantry, fear, despair, and the words of death, 
have passed for well nigh a thousand years, and do pass still, 
Richard of Woodville followed the page amidst tables and 
benches, serving-men, servers, guards, and ushers, till they 
reached a small door at the left angle, which, when opened, 
displayed the first steps of a small stone staircase. Up these 
they took their way, and then, through a corridor thronged 
with attendants, passed the open door of a large room on the 
right, in which mitres and robes, crosses and swords of state, 
met the young gentleman’s eye, to a door at the end, which 
the page opened. Within was a small ante-chamber contain¬ 
ing several squires and pages in their tabards, waiting either 
in silence, or at most talking to each other in whispers. They 
made way for their comrade, and the gentleman he brought 
with him, to pass, and, approaching an opposite door, the boy 
knocked. No one answered; but the door was immediately 
opened, and Richard of Woodville was ushered into a bed¬ 
chamber, where, seated in a large chair, he found the king, 
attended by two men dressed in their habits of state. One of 
these had just given the visitor admission; but the other was 
engaged in pulling off the boots in which the monarch had 
walked to and from the Abbey, and in placing a pair of em¬ 
broidered shoes upon his feet instead. 

“Welcome, Richard of Woodville 1” said Henry, as soon aa 



he beheld him: “so you have come to see Hal of Hadnock 
before yon depart?” 

“ I have come to see my gracious sovereign, sire,” replied 
Woodville, advancing, and bending the knee to kiss his hand, 
“ and to wish him health and long life to wear his crown, for 
his own honour and the happiness of his people.” 

“Nay, rise, Richard, rise,” said Henry, smiling kindly; 
“no court ceremonies here. And I will tell you, my £ood 
friend, that I do really believe that there is not one of all 
those who have shouted on my path to-day, or sworn to sup¬ 
port my throne, who more sincerely wishes my prosperity than 
yourself. But say, did you guess that Hal of Hadnock was 
the Prince, of Wales?” 

“I knew:it, sire,” replied Woodville, “from the first mo¬ 
ment you entered my uncle’s hall. I had served under your 
grace’s command in Wales.” 

“ 1 suspected as much,” replied the monarch, “ from some 
words you let fall.” 

“ I do beseech you, sire, to pardon me,” continued Richard, 
“if I judged my duty wrongly; but I thought that so long as 
it was not your pleasure to give yourself your own state, it 
was my part to know you only as you seemed.” 

“And you did right, my friend,” replied the king; “but 
were you not tempted to breathe the secret to any one, not 
even to'Mary Markham?” 

“To no one, sire,” answered Woodville, boldly; “not tor 
my right hand would I have said one word to the best friend 
I had.” 

“You are wise and faithful, Richard of Woodville,” said 
Henry, gravely; “ God send me many such!” 

“ Here is the other mantle, sire,” said the attendant who 
was dressing him; “will you permit me to unclasp that?" 

Henry rose, and the man disengaged the royal mantle from 
his shoulders, replacing it with one less heavy, while the king 
continued his conversation with Woodville, after a momentary 
interruption, repeating, “God send me many such! for if I 
judge rightly I shall have need of strong arms, and wise heads, 
and noble hearts about me. Nor shall I fail to call for yours 
when I have need, my friend.” 

“Ah! sire,” answered Woodville, with a smile, “as far as 
a true heart and a strong arm may go, I call, perhaps, serve 
you; but for wise heads I fear you must look elsewhere. I 
am but a singer of songs, you know, and a lover of old 
ballads.” 

“Like myself, Richard,” replied Henry; “but none the 
worse for that. I know not why, but I always doubt the man 
that is not fond of music. ’Tis, perhaps, that I love it so well 
myself, that I cannot but think he who does not has some dis- 
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cordant principle in his heart that jars with sweet sounds. 
’Tis to me a great refreshment also; and when I have been 
sad or tired with all this world’s business, when my thoughts 
have grown misty, or my brain tunied giddy, I have sat me 
down to the organ and played for a few moments till all has 
become clear again, and I have risen as a man does from a 
calm-sleep. As for poesy, indeed, I love it well enough, but 
I am no poet; and yet I think that a truly great poet is more 
powerful, and has a wider empire, than a king. We mo* 
narchs rule men’s bodies while we live; but their minds are 
beyond that sceptre, and death ends all our power. The poet 
rules their hearts, moulds their minds to his will, and stretches 
his arm over the wide future, lie arrays the thoughts of 
countless multitudes tor battle on the grand field of the world, 
and extends his empire to the end of time. Look at Homer: 
has not the song of the blind Greek its influence yet? and so 
shall the verse of Chaucer be heard in years to come, long 
alter the brow they have this day crowned shall have moul¬ 
dered in the grave.” 

The thoughts which he had himself called up seemed to 
take entire possession of the king, and he remained gazing in 
deep meditation for a few minutes upon the glittering emblems 
of royalty which lay upon the table before him, while liichard 
of Woodville stood silent by his side, not venturing to inter¬ 
rupt his reverie. 

“Well, Richard,” continued the king, at length rousing 
himself, “so you go to Burgundy? but hold yourself ready to 
join me when I have need.” 

“ I am always ready, now or henceforward, sire,” answered 
the young gentleman, “to serve you with the best of my poor 
ability; and the day will be a happy one that calls me to you. 
1 only go to seek honour in another land, because I had so 
resolved before I met your highness, and because you your¬ 
self pronounced it best for me.” 

“And so I think it still,” replied Henry. “I would myself 
advance you, Woodville, but for two reasons: first, I find 
every office near my person filled with old and faithful ser¬ 
vants of the crown; and, as they fall vacant, I would place in 
them men who have themselves won renown. Next, 1 think; 
it better that your own arm and your own judgment should! 
be your prop, rather than a king’s favour; and, as yet, 
there is here no opportunity. Besides, there are many other- 
reasons why you will do well to go, in which I have not for¬ 
gotten your own best interests. But keep yourself clear of 
long engagement to a foreign prince, lest your own should' 
need you.” 

“ That I most assuredly will, sire,” answered Richard of/ 
Woodville. “ I go but to take service as a volunteer, holding 

£ 
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myself free to quit it when T see meet. I ask no pay from any 
one; and if I gain honour or reward, it shall be for what I 
have done, not for what T am to do.” 

“Ton are right, yon are right!” said Henry; “but have 
you anything to ask of me?” . 

“Nothing, sire," replied the young gentleman. “I did 
but wish to pay reverence to your state, and thank you for the 
gracious letters you have given me before I went;” and he 
took a step back as if to retire. But Henry made a sign, 
saying— 

“Stop yet a moment! I have something to ask you. Lay 
the gloves down there, Surtis. Tighten this point a little, and 
then retire with Barnard.” 

The attendants did as they were bid; and Henry then in¬ 
quired, “ \V hat of Sir Henry Dacre, and of that dark evening’s 
work at which we were present?” 

“Dacre goes with me, sire,” replied Ttichard of Woodville. 

“Ha!” exclaimed the king; “then we were wrong in think¬ 
ing he loved the other?” 

“Not so,” answered Woodville; “’tis a sad tale, sire. He 
does love Isabel, I am sure, has long loved her, though strug¬ 
gling bard against such.tboughts. But, as if to mar his whole 
happiness, that scoundrel, Roydon, whom you saw, when in¬ 
formed-of poor Kate’s death, wrote, though lie did not come, 
raising doubts as to whether her fate had been accidental.” 

“Doubts!” cried the king. “Do you entertain no doubts. 
Bichard?” 

“Many, sire,” answered the young gentleman; “blit 1 
never mention doubts that I cannot justify by proof, and will 
not support with my arm. But he did more: lie pointed sus¬ 
picion at one he knew too well to be innocent. He called 
up some accidental circumstances affecting Dacre; not as 
charges, indeed, but as matters of inquiry; made the wound 
and left the venom, but shrunk from the result.” 

“And what did Dacre?” asked the king. 

“Gave him the lie, sire,” replied Woodville; “called upon 
him to come boldly forward, make his accusation, and support 
it in the lists.” 

“ Ho avoided that, I’ll warrant,” replied Henry; “ I know 
him, Richard.” 

“ He did so, sire," answered the young gentleman; “ he 
declared he had no accusation to bring; held Dacre to be 
good knight and true; but still kept his vague insinuations 
forward in view, as things that he mentions solely because it 
would be satisfactory to the knight himself to clear up what¬ 
ever is obscure.” 

“ And does the Lady Isabel rive any credence, then, to these 
cowardly charges?” inquired the king. 
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“Oh no, sire!" replied Woodville, warmly. “She lias 
known Harry Dacre from her infancy; and those who have 
are well aware that, though quick in temper, he is as kind as 
the May wind, as true and pure as light. But Dacre is miser¬ 
able. ire thinksathat, henceforth, the finger of suspicion will 
be pointed at him for ever; he sees imaginary doubts and 
dreads in every one’s heart towards him; he feels the mere 
insinuation as the first, stain upon a high and noble name. It 
weighs upon him like a captive’s chain; he cannot break it or 
get i rce; it. binds his very heart and soul; and casting all hope 
and happiness behind him, he is resolved to go and peril life 
itself in any rash enterprise that fortune may present.” 

“Poor man!” exclaimed Henry, “T can well understand his 
feelings: but God will bring all things to light. Yet, tell me, 
Kichard of Woodville, do your own suspicions point in no 
particular direction? Have you no doubts of any one?” 

“Perhaps I have, sire,” answered Woodville; “but I will 
beseech your highness to grant me one of two things: either 
to appoint a day and hour where, in fit lists and with arms at 
entrance, I may sustain my words to the death; or do not ask 
me to make a charge which I can support with no other proof 
than my right, hand.” 

“1 understand you, Kichard." said the king, “and I will 
ask no farther. Your course is a just one; but I trust, and 
am sure, that heaven will not witness such deeds as have been 
done without sending punishment. YV'e both think of the 
same person, 1 know; and my eye is upon him. Tell me, 
however, one thing: does not Sir Simeon of ltoydon inherit 
the estates of this poor Lady Catherine?” 

“lie does, sire, and is already in possession,” replied 
Woodville. 

“ lie is here at the court,’ rejoined the king, “ and I shall 
show him favour for her sake.” 

Kichard of Woodville gazed at the monarch in surprise, but 
a slight smile curled Henry’s lip; and although he gave no 
explanation of the words which he had spoken in a grave tone, 
his young companion was satisfied. 

“ I always love to get at the heart of a mystery,” continued 
the king, seeing that Kichard remained silent; “and I should 
much like to know, if you can tell me, what was the cause of 
that furious quarrel which took place between Sir Henry Dacre 
and this unhappy lady, just before he went? I fear I had 
gome share in it.” 

“ You were but the drop, sire, that overflowed the cup," 
replied Woodville; “it had been near the brim for several 
days before; but what was said I know not. Remonstrance 
upon his part, and cutting sneers on hers, as usual, I suppose; 
but he has never told me.” 
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Henry mused for a moment at this reply; and then, chang¬ 
ing tlie subject, he inquired, “ Is good Ned Dyram with you 
here in Westminster?” 

“lie is in the hall below, sire,” answered Woodvillc; “and 
a most useful gift has he been to me alreadj.” 

“ A loan, llichard! a loan!” cried the king; “ I shall claim 
him back one of these days, after he has served you in Bur¬ 
gundy. You will find he has faults as well as virtues; so, have 
an eve to correct them. But. even now, as the country folk 
gay, 1 have a mind to borrow iny own horse. 1 want his ser¬ 
vices for three days, if you will lend him to me: you are not 
yet ready to set out?” 

“Not yet, sire,” replied Woodville; “but in one week more 
I hope to be on the sea.” 

“ Well, then, send the man up to me, and he shall rejoin 
you in four days,” answered Henry; “ but let me see you to¬ 
morrow, my good friend, before you go home, for I would fain 
talk farther with you. It is seldom that a king can meet one 
with whom he can speak liis’ thoughts plainly; and I find 
already a difference that makes me sad. Command and obe¬ 
dience, arguments of state and policy, flattering acquiescence 
in my opinion, whether right or wrong, praise, broad and 
coarse, or neat and half concealed: of these I can have 
plenty, and to surfeit; but a friend, into whose bosom one can 
pour forth one’s ideas without restraint, whether they be sad 
or gay, is a rare thing in a court. So, for the present, fare 
you well, llichard. You will stay here for the banquet in the 
Hall, of course; and let me see you to-morrow morning to¬ 
wards the hour of eight.” 

Richard of Woodville, as he well might, felt deeply gratified 
at the confidence which the king’s words implied, and he an¬ 
swered, “ I will not fail, sire, to attend you at that hour with 
more gratitude for your good opinion than any other favour. 
At the banquet I will try to find a place, and will send Ned 
Dyram to you. Will you receive him now?” 

“Yes, at once,” replied the king; “for, good faith! these 
lords and bishops who are waiting lor me will think me long. 
I wil^order you a place below; but mark me, Richard: if vou 
meet Simeon of ltoydon, sock no quarrel with him; and lay 
my commands upon Sir Henry I)acre, that he do not., on any 
pretence, again call him to the lists, without my knowledge 
and consent. As to Ned Dyram, he shall rejoin you soon. 
There is no way in which he may not be useful to you; for 
there is scarce an earthly chance for which his ready wit is 
not prepared. I met him first studying alchymy with a poor 
wretch who, in pursuit of science, had blown all his wealth up 
the chimney of his furnace, and could no longer keep this boy. 

I found him next in an armourer's shop, hammering at hard 
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iron, and thence I took him. He has a thousand qualities, 
some bad, some good. I think him honest; but his tongue is 
somewhat too free; and that which the wild prince might laugh 
at might not chime with the dignity of the crown, lie will 
learn better in your train; but at the present I have an errand 
for him, so send him to me quickly.” 

liichard of Woodville bowed and withdrew; and finding his 
way down to the llall, he called Ned Dyram, who was in full 
activity, aiding the royal officers to set out the tables, and told 
him to go direetly to the king. The man laughed, and ran 
off to fulfil the command; and about three quarters of an hour 
elapsed before the monarch appeared in the hall, which by 
that time was ■ early filled with guests invited to the banquet, 
lie was followed by the train of high nobles and churchmen, 
whom AVoodville had seen waiting in a chamber above; and 
the numerous tables, which were as many as that vast build- 
ding could contain, were soon crowded. 

It would be dull to the reader were I to give any account of 
a mere ordinary event, such as a royal feast of those days; 
were I to tell the number of oxcu and sheep that were con- 
smiled ; the capons, ducks, geese, swans, and peacocks, that 
appeared upon the board. Suffice it that one of the royal 
servants placed liichard of AA r oodvilIe according to his rank; 
that the banquet, with all its ceremonies, was somewhat long 
in passing, but that the young gentleman’s comfort was not 
disturbed by the sight of Simeon ofltoydon, who, if he were 
in the Hall, kept himself from Kichard’s eyes. The lower 
part of the chamber was filled with minstrels, musicians, and 
attendants; and music, as usual, accompanied the feast; but 
ever and anon, from the court before the palace and the 
neighbouring streets, were heard loud shouts, and laughter, 
and bursts of song, showing that the merriment and revelry 
of the multitude were still kept up, while the king and his 
nobles were feasting within. 

Thus, when the banquet was over, the monarch gone from 
the Hall, and liichard of Woodville, with the rest of the 
guests, issued forth into the court, he was not surprised to 
find a gay and joyous scene without, the whole streets and , 
roads filled with people, and every one giving himself up to > 
joy and diversion. The gates of the court were thrown open, 
the populace admitted to the very doors of the palace, and a 
crowd of several hundred persons assembled round a spot in 
the centre, where a huge pile of dry wood had been lighted 
for the august ceremony of roasting an ox whole, which was 
duly superintended by half-a-dozen white-capped cooks, with 
a whole army of scullions and turnspits. Butts of strong beer 
stood in various corners; and a fountain, of four streams, 
flowed with wine at the side next to the Abbey. In one spot 
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people were jostling and pushing each other to get at the ale 
or wine; in another, they were dancing gaily to the sound of 
a viol; and further on was a tumbler, twisting himself into 
every sort of strange attitude for the amusement of the spec¬ 
tators. Loud shouts and exclamations, peals of laughter, the 
sounds of a thousand different musical instruments playing’as 
many different tunes, until voices singing, and others crying 
wares of several sorts, prepared for the celebration of the day, 
made a strange and not very melodious din; but there was an 
air of festivity and rejoicing, of fun and good humour, in the 
whole, that compensated for the noise and the crowd. 

Itichard of Woodville had given orders for his horses to be 
taken to an inn at Charing, while waiting in the llall before 
the banquet; and he now proceeded on foot, through the 
crowd in the palace courts, towards the gates. It was a mat¬ 
ter of some difficulty to obtain egress; for twilight was now 
coming on, and the multitude were flocking from the sights 
which had been displayed in the more open road to Charing 
during the last two or three hours, to witness the roasting of 
the ox, and to obtain some of the slices which were to be dis¬ 
tributed about the hour of nine. 

At length, however, he found himself in freer air; but still, 
every four or five yards, he came upon a gay group, either 
standing and talking to each other, or gathered round a show, 
or some singer or musician. It was one constant succession 
of faces; some young, some old, some pretty, some ugly, but 
all of them strange to Itichard of AVoodville. Nevertheless, 
more than once he met the same merry salutations which he 
had been treated to when on horseback; and as he paused 
here and there, gazing at this or that gay party, he was twice 
asked to join in the dance, and still more frequently required 
to contribute to the payment of a poor minstrel with his pipe 
or cithern. 

The minstrels were not, indeed, in those days at least, a 
very elevated race of beings; their poetical powers, if they 
ever in this country possessed any, had entirely merged in the 
musical; and though they occasionally did sing to their own 
instruments, or to those of others, the verses were generally 
either old ballads or pieces of poetry composed by persons of 
a higher education than themselves. 

Nearly opposite the old dwelling of the kings of Scotland, 
Woodviile’s ear caught the tones of a very sweet voice sing¬ 
ing; and, approaching the group of people that had gathered 
round, he saw an old man playing on an instrument somewhat 
like, but greatly inferior to, a modern guitar, while a girl by his 
side, with fine features, and apparently (lor the light was faint) 
a beautiful complexion, dressed in somewhat strange costume, 
was pouring forth her lay to the delighted ears of youths and 
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maidens. She had nearly finished the song when the young 
gentleman approached; and in a moment or two alter she 
went round with a cap in her hand, asking the donations of 
the listeners. 

Woodville had been pleased, and he threw in some small 
silver coin, more than equal to all that the rest had given; 
and resuming her place by the old man’s side, she whispered 
a word in his ear, upon which he immediately struck his in¬ 
strument again, and she began another ditty, in honour, it 
would appear, of her generous auditor:— 


SONG. 

The bark is at the shore, 

The wind is in the sail, 

Fear not the tempest’s roar. 

There’s fortune in the gale; 

For the true heart and kind 
Its recompense shall find; 
Shall win praise, 

And golden days, 

And live in many a tale. 

Oh! go’st thou far or nigh, 

To Palestine or France, 

For thee soft hearts shall sigh. 

And glory wreath thy lance: 

For the true heart and kind 
Its recompense Bhall find; 
Shall win praise, 

And golden days, 

And live in many a tale. 


The courtly hall or field 
Still luck shall thee afford: 

Thy heart shall be thy shield, 

And love shall edge thy sword; 

For the true heart and kind 
Its recompense shall find; 
Shall win praise, 

And golden days. 

And live in many a tala. 


The lark shall sing on high. 

Whatever shores thou rov’st; 

The nightingale shall try 
To call up her thou lov’st: 

For the true heart and kind 
Its recompense shall find; 
Shall win praise, 

And golden days. 

And live in many a tale. 
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In hours of pain and grief. 

If such thou must endure. 

Thy breast shall know relief, 

In honour tried and pure; 

For the true heart and kind 
Its recompense shall find 
Shall win praise. 

And golden days. 

And live in many a talc. 


And Fortune soon or late 
Shall give the jewell’d prize; 

For deeds, in spite of fate. 

Gain smiles from ladies' eyes; 

And the true heart and kind 
Its recompense shall find 
Shall win praise. 

And golden days. 

And live in many a tale. 


The song was full of hope and cheerfulness; and though 
the melody was simple, as all music was in those days, it went 
happily with the words. Richard of Woodville well under¬ 
stood, that though certainly not an improvvisation, the verse 
was intended for him; and feeling grateful to the girl for her 
promises of success, he drew forth his purse, and held out to 
her another piece of money. She stepped gracefully forward 
to receive it, and this time extended a fair, small hand, in¬ 
stead of the cap which she had before borne round the crowd; 
but just at that moment a party of horsemen came up at full 
gallop, and as if for sport, probably under the influence of 
wine, rode fiercely through the little circle assembled to hear 
the song. 

The listeners, young and active, easily got out of the way; 
but not so the old minstrel, who stood still, as if bewildered, 
and was knocked down and trampled by one of the horsemen. 
The girl, his companion, with a shriek, and Richard of Wood¬ 
ville with a cry of indignation, started forward together; and 
the latter, catching the horse which had done the mischief by 
the bridle, with his powerful arm forced it back upon its 
haunches, throwing the rider to the ground with a heavy fall. 
As the man went down his hood was cast back, and Woodville 
beheld the face of Simeon of Roydon. But’he paused not to- 
notice him further, instantly turning to raise the old man, and 
endeavouring to support him. The poor minstrel’s limbs had 
no strength, however, and fearing that he was much hurt, the 
young gentleman exclaimed, “ Good heaven! why did you not 
get out of their way?” 

The old man made no answer; but the girl replied, wring¬ 
ing her hands; “Alas! he is.blind!” 
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"Let ns bear him quick to some hospital!” said Richard; 
"he is stunned. Who will aid to carry him?” 

“I will, sir!” “I will!" answered half-a-dozen voices from 
the crowd; and the old minstrel was immediately raised in the 
arms of three or four stout young men, and carried towards 
the neighbouring nunnery and hospital of St. James’s, accom¬ 
panied by his fair companion. 

Woodville was about to follow, but Sir Simeon of Roydon, 
who bad by this time regained his saddle, thrust himself in 
the way, saying, in a fierce and bitter tone: “Richard of 
"Woodville, 1 shall remember this!” 

“And 1 shall not forget it, Simeon of Roydon!" replied the 
other, hardly able to retrain from punishing him on the spot. 
“Get thee hence! Thou hast done mischief enough!" 

The knight was about to reply; but a shout of execration 
burst from the people, and, at the same moment, a stone, 
flung from an unseen hand, struck him on the face, cutting his 
cheek severely, and shaking him in the saddle. His com¬ 
panions, alarmed at what they had done, had already ridden 
on; and seeing that he was likely to fare ill in the hands of 
the crowd, Roydon put spurs to his horse, and galloped after 
them, muttering curses as he went. 

Richard of Woodville soon overtook the little party which 
was hurrying on with the injured man to the lodge of the 
monastery, and found the poor girl weeping bitterly. 

“Alas! noble sir!” she said, as soon as she saw him, “he 
Is dead! He does not speak 1 His head falls back!" 

“I trust not! I trust not!” answered Woodville. “He is 
but stunned, probably, by the blow, and will soon recover.” 

She shook her head mournfully; and the next moment one 
of the young men who had taken up the old man’s cithern 
stepped forward before the rest, and rang the bell at the gate 
of the nunnery. It was opened instantly, and Woodville 
briefly explained to the porter what was the matter. 

“ Bring him in here,” said the old man; “we will get help. 
The good prioress is skilful at such things, and brother Martin 
still more so; and he is nearest, for the monk’s lodging is only 
just below there. Let one of the men run down and ask for 
brother Martin.” 


In the mean time, the old minstrel was brought in, and laid 
upon the pallet in the porter’s room; and the news of the 
accident having spread, the lodge was speedily filled with 
nuns, having their veils down, all eagerly inquiring what had 
happened. 

The prioress and brother Martin appeared at the same 
moment; and in answer to their questions, Woodville ex¬ 
plained the facts of the case; for the-poor girl, overwhelmed 
with grief, was kneeling by her old companion’s side, and 
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holding a small ebony cross which she wore round her neck to 
his motionless lips. 

“Give us room, my child! give us room!” said brother 
Martin, putting his hand kindly on her shoulder; and having 
obtained access to the pallet, he and the prioress proceeded 
to examine what injuries the poor old man had received. 
Their search was short, however; for, after feeling the back 
of the head with his hand, and then putting his fingers on the 
pulse, the good monk turned round, with a grave counte¬ 
nance, saying: “God have mercy on his soul, for to Him 
has it gone.” 

The poor singer covered her eyes with her hands, and 
sobbed bitterly. All the rest were silent for a moment; and 
then Richard of Woodville, turning to the prioress, said, in a 
low'voice, “I will beseech you, lady, to see, in all charity, to 
this poor man’s interment, and that masses be said in your 
chapel for his soul. Also, if you would, like a good Chris¬ 
tian, take some heed of this poor girl, who is his daughter I 
suppose, 1 should be glad, for it may better become you than 
me; but whatever expense the convent may be at 1 will re¬ 
pay, though, heaven knows! I am not over rich. My name 
is Richard of Woodville; and to-morrow, if you will send a 
messenger to me, I shall be found at the Acorn, just beyond 
the Bishop of Durham’s lodging. You must send before 
eight, however, or after ten; lor at eight 1 am to he with the 
king.” 

The prioress bowed her head, saying simply, “I will,” and 
Woodville turned to depart; but the poor girl, who had 
heard his words, started up, and catching his hand, pressed 
her lips upon it, then.knelt by the pallet again, and seemed 
to pray. 

Without farther words, Woodville quitted the lodge; the 
porter hurried on to open the gates, and the young gentleman 
went out with the people who had borne or accompanied the 
poor old minstrel, thither. Just as he had reached the road, 
however, he heard a voice say, “Richard of Woodville, fare¬ 
well; and remember!” 

He started and turned round; but though it was a female 
voice that spoke, there were none but men around him; and 
at the same moment the gate rolled heavily.to. 
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CHAPTER IX. 


THE SICK MIND. 

We must return, dear reader, for a short time, to the scenes 
in which our tale first began, and to the old hall of the good 
Knight of Dunbury. Richard of Woodvillc and Sir Henry 
l)acrc had been absent for two days upon their journey to 
another part of Hampshire, where we have shown somewhat 
of their course; and Sir Philip Beauchamp sat by the fire 
meditating, while his daughter Isabel, and fair Mary Mark¬ 
ham, were seated near, plying busily the needle through the 
embroidery frame, and not venturing to disturb his reverie 
even by whispered conversation. From time to time the old 
man muttered a few sentences to himself! of which the two 
ladies could only catch detached fragments, such as, “They 
must know by this tune;” “Hacre could not but do so;" “1. am 
sure 'tis for that,” and several similar expressions, showing 
that his mind was running upon the expedition of his nephew 
and his friend, in regard to the object of which neither Lsabel 
nor Mary had received any information. 

It must not be said, however, that they did not suspect any¬ 
thing, for the insinuations of Sir Simeon of Roydon had been 
told them; and though neither weak nor given to fear', a 
knight’s daughter in a chivalrous age, Isabel could not help 
looking forward with feelings of awe, and an undefinable sink¬ 
ing of the heart, to the events which were likely to follow. 
She fully believed that she experienced, and had ever ex¬ 
perienced, towards Sir Henry Hacre but one class of sensa¬ 
tions: regard for his high character and noble heart, and pity 
for the incessant grief and anxiety which her cousin’s conduct 
had brought upon him from his early youth. But such feel¬ 
ings are very treacherous guides, and lead us far beyond the 
point at which they tell us they will stop. With her, top, 
they had had every opportunity of so doing, for she trusted to 
them in full confidence. Ilers had been the task, also, of 
soothing and consoling him under all he had suffered: a 
dangerous task, indeed, for one young, kind, gentle, and en¬ 
thusiastic, to undertake towards a man whom she admired and 
respected. But then they had known each other from in- 
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fancy, she thought; they had grown up together like brother 
and sister, and the tie between them had only been brought 
nearer by the betrothing of Dacre to her cousin. 

Had a doubt ever entered into Isabel’s mind, since Cathe¬ 
rine's death, it may be asked, in regard to her own feelings 
towards Daere? Perhaps it might; but if so, it had been 
banished instantly; and she looked upon the very thought as 
a wrong to her own motives. She would never suffer such a 
thing, she fancied, to trouble her again. “Dacre had loved 

Catherine: surely he had loved her; and yet-” but fresh 

doubts arose; and Isabel, willing to be blind, still turned to 
other meditations. 

Mary Markham, on the other hand, with less cause for 
anxiety, and no motive for shutting her eyes, saw more 
clearly, and judged more accurately. She knew that Isabel 
Beauchamp loved llarry Dacre, and believed she had loved 
him long; though she did her full justice, and was confident 
that her fair companion was as ignorant of what was in her 
own bosom as of the treasures beneath the waves. But Mary 
felt certain that such was not the case with Dacre in regard to 
his own sensations. She had marked his eye when it turned 
upon Isabel, had seen the taint smile that came upon his lip 
when he spoke to her, and had observed the struggle which 
often took place, when inclination led him to seek her so¬ 
ciety, and the thought of danger and of wrong held him 
back: a struggle in which love had been too often victorious. 
She doubted not that he was gone to call upon Simeon of 
Roydon to come forward with proof of his charges, or to sus¬ 
tain them with the lance; and though she entertained little 
doubt of the issue of such a combat, if it took place, she felt 
grieved and anxious both for Isabel and Dacre. 

There are some men whose native character, notwithstand¬ 
ing every artifice to conceal it, will penetrate through all dis¬ 
guises, and produce sensations which seem unreasonable, even 
to those who feel them without being able to trace them to 
their source. Such a one was Sir Simeon of Roydon. He had 
never been seen by any of Sir Philip Beauchamp’s family to 
commit any base or dishonest act, and yet there was not one 
in all that household, from the old knight to the horse-boy, 
w'ho did not internally believe him to be capable of every crafty 
knavery. His insinuations, therefore, in regard to Sir Henry 
Dacre, passed by as empty air, at least for the time; but all 
had, nevertheless, a strong.conviction on their minds, that the 
doubts he had attempted to raise would rankle deep in the 
heart of their unhappy object, and poison the whole course of 
his existence, unless some fortunate event were to bring to 
light the real circumstances of poor Catherine Beauchamp’* 
death. 
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Tlic whole party, then, were in a sad and gloomy mood; 
and even the gay young spirit of Mary Markham was clouded, 
as they sat round the fire in the great hall, on one of those 
April evenings when, after a day of summer sunshine, chilly 
winter returns with his fit companion, night. 

As they were thus seated, however, each busy with his own 
thoughts, the sound of horses’ feet in the court was heard, and 
in a minute after, Dacre himself entered. He mounted the 
steps at the end of the pavement with a slow pace, find every 
eye was turned to his countenance to gather some indication 
from his look of the state of mind in which he returned. The 
old knight rose and grasped his hand, asking, in a low voice, 
“ What news, HarryV Nay, boy, you need not. strive to con¬ 
ceal it from me; I know what you went for. Will the slan¬ 
derer do battle?” 

“No, my noble friend,” replied Dacre; “lie is coward, too, 
as well as scoundrel. There is his craven answer; you may 
read it aloud. The matter is now over, and that hope is 
gone.” 

“ Ton should not have done this, Harry, without consult¬ 
ing me,” said Sir Philip; “I have some experience in such 
things. At the very last that was fought between any two 
gentlemen of rank and station, I was judge of the field, and 
know right well what appertains to knightly combat.” 

“Of that 1 was full sure,” answered Dacre, pressing his 
hand; “and to yon I should have applied for counsel and aid 
as soon as I had brought him to the point; hut 1 thought it 
best to be silent till that was done. 1 was vain, perhaps, Sir 
Philip, to think that these dear ladies might take some interest 
in such a matter: might feel anxious even for me; and though 
1 knew that they would have seen me go forth with satisfac¬ 
tion, in defence of my honour, and would have bade God speed 
me on my course, yet it was needless to speak of what was 
to come till it did come; and you will sec that it is to be 
never.” 

“Head it, Hal, read it!” said the kniglit; “my eyes are 
old.” 

Sir Henry Dacre read the letter, the contents of which we 
have already seen, and Sir Philip Beauchamp and Mary Mark¬ 
ham commented freely thereon, marking well its baseness and 
its craft; but Isabel remained silent, and looking down at her 
embroidery, her bright eyes let fall a tear. Many emotioiis 
mingled -to produce that drop. She felt to her heart’s core 
how bitter it must be to live with such a doubt hanging over 
ns for ever,.like a dark cloud; and the repeated mention of 
Catherine’s name called back to her mind, in §11 its freshness, 
the memory of her cousin’s sad fate; and she was led on to 
think, too, how happy the wayward girl might have been, if 
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she had but known the advantages which heaven had "ranted 
her. 

Dacre saw the tear, and marked the silence, and read neither 
quite aright; for with a wounded spot in the heart, the lightest 
touch will give torture, lie sat down with the rest, however; 
he strove to cast off some of his gloom; he told of his journey 
with Richard of AVoodville; and informed the old knight that 
his late guest, Ilal of Hadnock, was now King of England; 
but while Sir Philip laughed heartily, and called his sovereign 
“a mad-headed boy,” liis young friend relapsed into deep 
meditation, and the black thought that lie must be for ever 
a doubted and suspected man, again took possession of his 
mind. 

The next morning, when he rose, he was more cheerful. 
Sleep, which had visited his eyelids only by short glimpses, 
for the last week, had this night stayed with him undisturbed; 
and, what seemed to him more extraordinary still, sweet dreams 
had come with slumber, giving him hack the happiness of for¬ 
mer days. He had seemed a boy again, and had wandered 
with Isabel Beauchamp through the woods and fields around; 
had heard the birds sing on the spray, and watched the fish 
darting through the stream. Summer and sunshine had been 
round their path, and that misty splendour which only is seen 
in the .visions of the night, as if poured forth from some secret 
source in the heart of man when the pressure of all external 
things is taken away: a slight indication, perhaps, of the 
adaptation of his spirit to the enjoyments of a brighter world 
than this. He slept longer than usual; and when he rose, he 
found the old knight and his daughter in the hall. 

“I am going down,.Harry,” said Sir Philip, “to settle a 
difference between some of the monks and Roger Day ley, of 
Little Ann, about his field. I shall find you when 1 come 
back.” 

“Nay, I will go with yon, noble friend,” answered Dacre; 
“I wish to see my good lord abbot.” 

“That yon cannot do, unless you ride to London,” replied 
the old knight. “He went yesterday morning, early, to attend 
the king’s coronation. Stay with Isabel and Mary. I will he 
back soon.” 

It was too tempting a proposal to be refused; and while Sir 
Philip, with a page carrying his heavy sword, walked down 
to the abbey, Dacre remained with Isabel alone in the ball. 
They watched her father from the door till he entered the 
wood, and then turning, walked up and down the rush-covered 
pavement for several minutes without speaking. D acre’s heart 
was full of anxious thoughts; and though he much wished to 
fathom the feelings of Isabel’s heart, and discover some ground 
fbr future hope, yet he dreaded to find all his fears verified; 
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and the words trembled at the gate of speech without obtain¬ 
ing utterance. Isabel, however, was more confident in her¬ 
self, and less conscious of her own sensations. She saw and 
grieved at the state of Dacre’s mind, and longed to give him 
comtbrt and consolation as in days of yore. Finding, then, 
that he did not begin upon the subject of his cares and sor¬ 
rows, she resolved to do so herself: and after a pause, during 
which she felt agitated, and hesitated she knew not why, she 
said— 

“ I am glad to speak with you alone, Harry; for I see you 
are very, very sad, and I would fain persuade you to take 
comfort.” 

“Oh! many things make me thus sad, dear Isabel,” replied 
the knight, with a faint smile; “butl will try to do better 
with time.” 

“Nay, Harry,” she answered; “you cannot conceal the 
cause of your sadness from me. i have known you from my 
childhood too well, not to understand it all. You were ever 
too much jealous of your fame; and now I know, because this 
false, had man has insinuated things that never entered your 
thoughts, you fancy people will suspect you.” 

“And will they not, Isabel?” asked Dacre. “I should not 
say, perhaps, suspect, me; lor suspicion is a more fixed and 
tangible thing than that which I tear; but will there not be 
doubts coming in men’s mind against their will, and against 
their reason? Will they not, from time to time, when they 
think of Henry Dacre, and this sad history, and these dark 
scandals—will they not ask themselves, 1 What if it were really 
so?’” 

“Oh, no, no! Harry,” replied his fair companion, warmly; 
“none will think so who know you: none will think so at all, 
but the base and bad, who are capable of such acts them¬ 
selves.” 

“Indeed, Isabel!” said Dacre. “And is such really your 
belief? You know not how suspicion clings, dear lady. If 
you stain a silken garment, can you ever make it clear and 
glossy as once it was? and the fame of a man or woman is of 
a still finer and frailer texture. There, one spot, one touch, 
lasts for ever." 

With kind and tender words, and every argument that her 
ov/n small experience could afford, Isabel Beauchamp tried to 
re-assurc him, and she succeeded at least in one thing: in 
convincing him so far of her full confidence in his honour, 
that he was on the eve of putting it to the strongest test. 
The acknowledgment of his love hung upon his lips, and, if 
then spoken, might perchance, in her eagerness to prove her 
conviction of his innocence, have been met with that warm 
return which would have brought the best balm to bis heart, 
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although the first effect upon her might have been agitation 
and alarm. But. ere he could utter the words on which his 
fate depended, Mary Markham joined them, and he waited 
for another opportunity. Dacre returned to his own house 
at night; but every day he went over to the hall, his mood 
varying like a changeful morning, sometimes sunny with hope 
and temporary forgetfulness: sometimes all cloud and gloom, 
when memory recalled the suspicions that had been pointed 
at him. Those suspicions, too, were frequently recalled to 
his mind even by his own acts, for he eagerly strove to dis¬ 
cover by whose instrumentality his whole course, on the un¬ 
fortunate night of poor Catherine Beauchamp’s death, had 
been conveyed to Sir Simeon of Roydon. But by so doing 
he only fretted his own spirit and gained no information; 
whoever was the spy, he remained concealed. 

Three or four days were thus passed before he obtained 
any second opportunity of speaking with Isabel alone; but on 
his arrival at the dwelling of Sir Philip Beauchamp, on the 
morning of the 9th of April, he was told by a servant whom 
he found in the hall, that the family had gone forth into the 
park, and following immediately, he found Isabel sitting under 
the trees, without companions. She seemed to have been 
weeping, and it was a pleasant task for Dacre to strive to 
console her who had so often been his own comforter. 

“There are tears in your eyes, dear Isabel!” he said, as she 
rose gracefully to meet him. “What has grieved you?” 

“Have you not seen my father?” asked the lady. “Do 
you not know that our dear Mary is going to leave us? She 
goes to London to-day, and he goes with her so far.” 

“Indeed!” exclaimed the knight; “that is very sudden.” 

“And very sad," answered Isabel; “the hall will be melan¬ 
choly enough without her now. I cannot but weep, and shall 
never cease to regret her going.” 

“Nay, nay; time will bring balm, dear Isabel!” answered 
Dacre. “You have often told me so.” 

“And have you believed me, Harry?" answered the lady, 
with a faint and almost reproachful smile; “even last night 
you were more sad and grave than ever.” 

“Ay, but this is a different case,” replied Dacre; “one can 
lose a friend; ay, even by death; one can lose anything more 
easily than honour and renown.” 

“But the loss of yours is only in your own fancy, Dacre,” 
she answered. “Who believes this charge that Simeon of 
Roydon dares to hint, but not to avow? Whom has it af¬ 
fected? In whom do you see a change? Surely not in my 
father; surely not in me!” 

“No, assuredly, Isabel!” he said, after thinking for awhile 
41 but as yet I have had no occasion to make the trial. Hearken, 
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and I will put a case. Suppose, dear Isabel, that I were to 
love; suppose the lady that I loved had heard this tale; sup¬ 
pose that she had loved me well before, and at her knee I 
were now to crave the blessing of her hand, would not a 
doubt, would not a hesitation cross her mind? Would she 
not ask herself-?” 

“ Oh, no!” cried Isabel; but Dacre went on, not suffering 
her to conclude. 

“You put it not fully to your own heart, dear Isabel!” he 
said. “Suppose you were that lady; suppose that all Harry 
Dacre's hopes and happiness for life were staked on your re¬ 
ply ; suppose that to you, who have so often consoled him in. 
affliction, calmed him in anger, soothed him in anxiety, h« 
were to say: ‘Isabel, will you be my comforter through life v 
the star of my existence, the recompense for all I have- suf¬ 
fered ?’ would not one thought-V” 

Isabel trembled violently, and her cheek turned ashy pale. 

“It is enough,” said Dacre, witli a quivering lip; “1 am. 
answered! That memory could never bo banished from your 
heart. It is enough!” 

“Oh, no, no!” cried Isabel; but, as will almost always 
happen when a word may make all clear, an interruption 
came; before she could go on, good old Sir Philip Beauchamp 
was seqn upon the steps of the house, waving them to conic 
hack, with aloud “Halloo!” 

They both turned, and walked towards the hall in silence. 
Isabel would fain have spoken, but agitation overpowered her. 
She wished tiiat I )acre, by a single word, would give her an. 
opportunity of reply; but his over-sensitive heart was con¬ 
vinced of her feelings, reading them all wrong; and he would 
not force her to speak what he thought must be painful for 
her to litter and for him to hear. Twice she made up her 
mind to explain, but twice her heart failed her at the moment 
of execution; and it was not till they were within a few steps 
of the place where her father stood that she could say, in a 
low voice: “You are mistaken, Harry: indeed you are mis¬ 
taken!” 

He shook his head with a bitter smile, and walked on in 
silence. 
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CHATTER X. 

THE MKSTBEL’S GIRL. 

At the hour appointed by the king, Richard of Woodville 
arrived at the palace, and was at once introduced to Henry's 
presence. The monarch was now quite alone, and seemed in 
a more cheerful, a less meditative mood, than the day before. 
“Well, Richard,” he said, “how sped you last night? You 
found room in hall and a plaee at board, I trust?” 

' “I did, sire,” replied Woodville; “and so long as 1 was 
here ’twas well; but as I returned homeward to my hostel I 
saw that done which grieved me, and would grieve your liigh- 
ness, too, were it told.” > • 

“Speak it, speak it!” said the king; “I am now in that 
station where every day I must hear that which offends my 
ear, if I would perform the first duty of a king, and render 
justice.to my people. What is this you saw?” 

Briefly and accurately Richard of Woodville, as he had pre¬ 
viously determined, related to the monarch the facts attending 
the death of the old minstrel, by the brutal act of Sir Simeon 
of Roydon and his companions; and he could sec Henry’s 
brow gather into a heavy frown atid his check flush. When 
he had done the king rose from his chair before be spoke, and 
walked twice across the small chamber in which the young 
gentleman had found him. 

“This is bad!” he said at length; “this is had! but T must 
not interfere with the course of law. The matter will be in¬ 
quired into, of course. If the law should not punish the 
offence, I might myself inflict some chastisement, and by 
banishing this man from my court and presence, mark my 
Indignation at his rash contempt of human life and suffering, 
to call it nothing worse. But I have other views, Richard; 
and if I must strike I would have it done effectually.” 

“I do not understand you, sire,” replied Woodville, seeing 
that the king paused. 

“No, perhaps not,” said Henry; and then falling into a fit 
of musing again, he remained for more than a minute with Ins 
eyes fixed upon the ground. “ Call me a page,” he continued, 
at length; “I will see this Sir Simeon of Roydon.” 

Richard of Woodville obeyed; and when the boy appeared, 
Henry directed him in the clear brief words with which even 
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trivial orders are given by men of powerful and accurate 
minds, to inquire of the scrjeant of the gates where Sir Simeon 
of Roydon was to be found, and then to summon him imme¬ 
diately to his presence. 

“lie shall make some compensation to the old man’s 
daughter, or whoever she is, whatever the law may say,” the 
king continued, turning to his companion, after having spoken 
to the page; “but tell ine, Richard, was this the only adven¬ 
ture you met with yesterday? Ned Byram told me that some 
one had spoken to you by name in the crowd, bidding you not 
to let poor Dacre do battle with Simeon of Koydon: she an¬ 
ticipated my commands it would seem.” 

“ She did so, truly, sire,” replied Woodvilie; “but I could 
never discover who it was, though she again spoke to me at 
the gates of the convent as I came out.” 

“It is very strange,” said the king; “did you not know the 
voice?” 

“It seemed somewhat disguised,” answered the young gen¬ 
tleman; “but still it was clearly a woman’s voice; and there 
were tones in it not unfamiliar to my ear, yet not sufficiently 
strong on recollection to enable me in any way to judge who 
spoke.” 

“Have we got fairies amongst us, even in Westminster?” 
asked the monarch, laughing. “Well, my good friend, you 
have nothing to do lmt obey your fair monitor.” 

“In that 1 shall not fail, sire,” replied Richard; “for Ishall 
have no cause to prevent or encourage Dacre: Simeon of 
Koydon will take good heed to that. But I trust neither the 
lady nor your highness will forbid my chastising this man 
myself, if heed should be; for, as I have told you, sire, I cast 
him from his horse last night before his comrades, and he 
will seek revenge in some shape, I am sure.” 

“To defend himself is every man’s right,” replied the king; 
“hut I must insist that no arranged encounter takes place 
between you and Sir Simeon of lloydon without your sove¬ 
reign’s consent.” The king spake sternly, almost' harshly; 
but lie added a moment after, in a mild and familiar tone, 
“The truth is, Richard, that I have resolved, as much .os pos¬ 
sible, to put a stop both to the trial by battle and combats at 
outrancc between my subjects. The blood of Englishmen is 
too precious to their king and their country to be shed so fre¬ 
quently as it lias hitherto been in private quarrels. The evil 
is increasing; and if it be not stayed, a time will conic when 
every idle jest will be the subject of a combat, and the man 
of mere brute courage will venture upon any wrong he chooses 
to do another because he values his life less than his neigh¬ 
bour. Such a state shall never grow up under me. The day 
may not be far distant when, in defence of the rights of this 



AGINCOURT. 


84 

crown, I shall give every English gentleman an opportunity 
of displaying his valour and liis skill; hut, till then, I will 
hold a strong hand over quarrelsome folks. As a last re¬ 
source for honour really wounded, or, under sanction of the 
law, for the judgment of God in dark eases which human 
■wisdom cannot decide, I may consent that an appeal be made 
to the lance; but not till every other means has been tried. 
Such is my resolution. Let that suffice you. ] know you will 
obey; and in the court of Burgundy, if I hear right, yon will 
have plenty of occasions, should you he too full of blood, to 
shed it freely. I have wished to give yon some gift, my 
friend,” he continued, in a tone of kindly condescension; ‘"but 
for the present I can think of nothing better than this.” 

He took a ring from his finger, and held it out to the young 
gentleman who stood beside him, adding, “Take it, Hit-hard: 
wear it always; and when you look upon it, think of Hal of 
Hadnoek. But should you at any time seek aught of the King 
of England, seal your letter Vith that ring, and I will open 
and read the contents myself, and immediately. It shall go 
hard, but I will grant you your boon, if it be such as the 
Richard of Woodville whom I know is likely to request. So 
farewell! and God speed yon and lead you to honour.” 

Richard of Woodvillc knelt, and kissed the gracious prince’s 
hand; and then, retiring from liis presence, sped back to his 
inn without adventure. 

All traces of the last day’s festival had disappeared; the 
citizens had resumed their usual occupations; the artizan 
had gone to his work, the merchant to his warehouse, the 
tradesman to his stall, the monk to his cloister, the priest to 
his chapel or his church. ' The streets, though there was many 
a passenger hurrying to and fro, seemed almost empty, by 
comparison; and a scene that was in itself gay looked dull, 
from the want of all the glitter and pageantry of the pre¬ 
ceding afternoon. 

The inn, called the Acorn, at which Richard of Woodvillc 
had taken up his abode, was a low building, in what we still 
term the Strand, between the Cross at Charing and a very 
small monastery, which was soon after attached to the Abbey 
of Iioticesvallcs in Navarre, and acquired the name of Ron- 
cevaux. The entrance to the Acorn was a “tall, dark arch; 
and as soon as Richard of Woodville rode in, followed by his 
two attendants—for Ned Dyram he had not seen since the 
day before—the host presented himself, saying, with a low 
reverence and a smile, “There has been a fair maid seeking 
you, noble sir. There have been tears in her eyes, too, full 
lately. ] hope you are not a faithless squire, to make the 
pretty maiden weep.” 

“ p oor. thing, she has good cause!” answered Woodville, 
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gravejy. “She is the poor old man’s daughter, I suppose, 
who was hilled by the horses last night. When did she say 
she would return V" 

“She is here now! she is here now!” cried the host’s wife, 
from within. “ llow can you be such a Idol, Jcnkyn! I took 
her in till the noble gentleman returned. 1 knew she was ' 
no light o’ love, but only came from foreign lands.” 

“1 never said she was, good wife,” replied her husband. 
“Shall I bring her up, sir, to your chamber?” 

“No,” answered Richard; “it wants an hour of dinner yet; 
let her come with me to the hail, if it be vacant.” 

“That it is, discreet sir,” replied the host. “Now, I war¬ 
rant you,” he continued, muttering to himself, as he walked 
away to cal! the poor girl to her kind benefactor, “he has got 
some lady love himself, and fears it should come to her ears, 
were he to entertain a pretty maiden in his own chamber.” 

J’crimps some such thought might pass through Richard of 
Wooilville’s mind; but certainly it would never have entered 
therein had it not been lor the host's first suspicion; and he 
would have received the poor girl in his own room without 
hesitation, though the minstrels of that day and their followers 
were generally a somewhat dissolute and licentious race. It 
lias happened strangely, indeed, in all ages, that those who 
follow, as their profession, the sweetest of arts, music, which 
would seem intended to elevate and purify the mind and 
heart., should be so frequently obnoxious to the ciiarge of im¬ 
moral life; but so it has been, alas! though difficult to account 
lor. 

Finding his way through one or two long ill-lighted pas¬ 
sages, Richard of Woodvillc opened the door of the room 
appropriated to the daily meals of the guests and their host, 
and had not long to wait for the object of his compassion, 
tilie was not dressed in the same manner as the night before, 
hut still her garb was singular. A bright red scarf, which had 
been twined through her black hair, was no longer there; and 
the rich, luxuriant tresses were bound plainly round her head, 
which was partially covered also by a hood of simple gray 
cloth. Tliu rest of her apparel was white, except at the edge 
of the petticoat, which came not much below the knee, and 
w as bordered by two bands of gold lace. Her small, delicate 
ankles, as fair as alabaster, were, nevertheless, without cover¬ 
ing ; and her fort, were clothed in small slippers of untanned 
leather, trimmed and tied with gold. 

Bending down her beautiful head as she entered, she said, 
“ I have come to thank you, noble sir.” 

“ Nay, no thanks, my fair maiden,” answered Woodvillc, 
placing a stool fi>r her to sit, as the host retired. “ I did but 
what any Christian and gentleman ought to do; so, say not a. 
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word of that. But I am glad you have come, for I wish much 
to hear more of you, and to know what will become of you 
now.” 

“Ah! what, indeed?” said the girl, casting down her eyes, 
which had before been fixed upon the young gentleman's 
countenance. 

“Have you no friends, no home, to which you can go?” 
asked Woodville. 

“ In this country no friends that would receive me, no home 
that would be open to me,” replied the girl, the tears rolling 
over the long black lashes, and trickling down her cheeks. “1 
am not given to yield to sorrow thus," she added; “had I 
been, it would have crushed me long ago. But this last blow 
has been heavy; and like a flower beaten down by the storm, I 
shall not raise my head till the sun shines again.” 

“ But you are of English birth?” inquired Richard of Wood- 
ville; “if not, you speak our tongue rarely.” 

“Oh, yes! I aaa English,” she cried, eagerly; “ English in 
heart, and spirit, and birth; but yet my mother was from a 
distant land.” 

“ And was that poor old man your father?” demanded her 
companion; “come, let me hear something of your former 
life, that I may think what can be done for the future.” 

The girl evidently hesitated; she coloured, and then turned 
pale; and Bichard of Woodville began to fear that in the in¬ 
terest he had taken in her he had been made the fool of 
imagination. “She is probably like the rest,” he thought; 
“ and yet, her very shame to speak it, shows that she has 
some good feelings left.” 

But while he was still'pondering, the girl exclaimed, clasp¬ 
ing her hands, “Oh, yes! I am sure I may tell you. You 
are not one who, whatever might be liis errors, would deprive 
a poor old man of blessed ground to rest in, or the prayers of 
good men for his soul.” 

“ Not I, indeed,” replied the young gentleman; “methinks 
wc have no right to carry justice or punishment beyond the 
grave. When the spirit is called to its Creator, let him be 
judge, not man. But speak; I do not understand you clearly.” 

“ I will make my tale short,” she answered. “ That old 
man was my father’s father; a minstrel once* in the house of 
the great Earl of Northumberland; I can just remember the 
earl, and a gay and happy household it was. He was well 
paid and lodged, much loved by the good lord, and wealthy 
by his bounty. My father was stout and tall, a brave man, 
and skilful in arms; and he was the Percy’s henchman. Once, 
when one of the earl’s kinsmen went to the court of the em¬ 
peror, my father was sent with him, I have heard; and he 
returned with my mother, a native of a town called Innspruck, 
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in the mountains. I know not whether you have heard of j| 
but it is a fair city in good truth." 

“ You have seen it, then?" asked Bichard of Woodville. 

“Not a year since,” answered the girl; “but to my tale. 
When I was still young my father fought and fell with Hot¬ 
spur; and not long after the duke’s household was dispersed, 
and he himself obliged to fly to Wales or Scotland: 1 know 
not which. My mother pined and died, for the people there 
loved not a stranger amongst them; and alter my father's 
death, called her nought but the foreigner. They laughed, 
too, at her language, for she could speak but poor English; 
and what between their gibes and her own grief, she withered 
away daily, till her eyes closed. She taught me her own lan¬ 
guage, however; and I have not forgot it. She taught me 
her own faith, too; and I have not abandoned it.” 

“ And that was-?” asked Bichard. 

“ The holy catholic faith,” replied the girl, crossing her¬ 
self; “and nothing has ever been able toAura me from it. 
But still I could not let it break all bonds: could I, noble 
sir?” 

“ Perhaps not,” replied Bichard of Woodville; “ but let me 
hear farther.” 

“ When the carl fled, and my mother died,” continued the 
girl, “ my grandfather took me with him to the town of York; 
and as. he was wealthy, as I have said, his kinsfolk, who were 
many in the place, were glad to see him. He was very kind 
to me: oh, how kind! and taught me to sing, and play on 
many instruments. But there came a disciple of Wiclifle into 
the town, where there were already many Lollards in secret; 
and the poor old man listened to them and became one of 
them. I would not hear them; for I ever thought of my 
mother, and what she’ had taught me; and this caused the 
first unkind words my grandfather ever gave me. He 
mourned for them afterwards, when he found I was not un- 
dutilhl, as he had called me. But in the mean time, he went 
on with the Lollards, till one night, as they were coming from 
a place where they had met, a crowd of rabble and loose 
people set upon them with sticks and stones and beat them 
terribly, and the poor old man was brought home with his 
face and eyes sadly cut. Some of the Lollards were taken, 
and two were tried and burnt as heretics. But my grand¬ 
father escaped that fate; for by this time his eyes had become 
red and fiery, and he kept close to his own house. The red¬ 
ness at length went away, but light went too; and he was in : 
daily fear of persecution. One night, when he was very sad* 

I asked him why he stayed in York, where there were so many 
perils, but he shook his head and answered, ‘ Because I am 
sightless, my child, and I hare none to guide me.’ Then I 
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asked him again if he had not me, and if he thought I would 
not go with him to the world’s end? ahd I found, by what he 
said, that he bad long thought of going to foreign lands, but 
did not speak of it, because he thought that as I would not 
hear his people, I would refuse to go. When he found I was 
ready, however, his mind was soon made up, and wc went 
first to a town railed Liege, where he had a brother, and there 
we lived happily enough for some time; for that brother, and 
all his family, thought on many matters with him. But he 
heard of a man named lluss, who was a great leader of that 
sect in a country called Bohemia, and he resolved to go thi¬ 
ther, as he was threatened with persecution in Liege. We 
then wandered far and wide through strange lauds. But why 
should I make my tale long? Wc suffered 'many things; were 
plundered, wronged, persecuted, beaten; and the money that 
he had began to melt away, with no resource behind; for we 
had heard that our own relations and friends in York had pil¬ 
laged his house; and one had taken possession ol'it as his own. 
I then proposed to him that I should sing at festivals and tour¬ 
naments, that he might keep the little he still had against an 
evil day. Thus wc came through Germany, and Burgundy, 
and part of France and Brabant; and at length, he determined 
that he would come hack to his own country, which he did, 
only to be murdered last night, for we have not been a month 
in England.” 

“Alas! my poor girl,” said Richard ofWoodville, “yours 
is, indeed, a sad history; and in truth, I know not what coun¬ 
sel to give you for the future. Alone, as you arc, in the world, 
you much need some one to protect you.” 

“I do, indeed,” replied the girl, “but I have none; and 
yet,” slic added, after a moment, “these are foolish thoughts, 
brought upou me but by grief. I can protect myself. Many 
have a worse fate than I have; for how often are those who 
have been softly nurtured cast suddenly into misfortune and 
distress! 1 have been inured to it by degrees; taught step by 
step to struggle and resist. Mine is not a heart to yield to 
evil chances. The little that I want in life, I trust, T can 
honestly obtain; and if not honestly, why, I can die. There 
is still a home for the wanderer; there is still a place of re¬ 
pose for the weary.” But as she spoke, the tears that roiled 
over her cheeks belied the fortitude which she assumed. 

Richard of Woodville paused and meditated ere he replied. 
“ Stay,” he said, at length, as the girl rose and covered her 
head again with her hood, which she had cast hack, as if she 
were about to depart. “Stay! a thought has struck me. 
Perchance I can call the king’s bounty to you. I myself am 
now about to depart for distant lands. I am going to the court 
of Burgundy in a few days, and shall not see our sovereign 
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again before I set out; but I have a servant, who was once 
the kingls, and he will have the means of telling your sad 
talc.” 

“ To the court of Burgundy!” exclaimed the girl, eagerly; 
“Oh! that 1 were going thither with you!” 

“ That may hardly be,” replied Woodvillc, with a smile, as 
she gazed with her large dark eyes upon his face. 

“ 1 know it,” she answered, sighing, and cast her eyes down 
to the ground again, -with the blood mounting into her cheek; 
“yet why not in the same ship? I have kinsfolk both in 
Liege and in Peronne: you would not see wrong done to 
me?” 

“ Assuredly not,” said the young gentleman; “but if the 
king can be engaged to show you kindness, it will be better. 
What little I can spare, my poor girl, shall be yours; and I 
will send this man of whom I spoke to see you and tell you 
more. First, however, you innst let me know where you are 
lodged, and for whom he must ask, as it may be three or four 
days before he returns from the errand he is now gone to 
perform.” 

“My name is Ella Brune,” replied the girl; and she went 
on to describe to Richard of Woodville the situation of the 
house in which she and her grandfather had taken up their 
abode on their arrival in London a few days before. He found 
from her account that it was a small hostel just within the 
walls of the city, which the old man had known and fre¬ 
quented in former years; that the host and his good dame 
were kind and homely people; and that, though the poor girl 
had remained out watching the corpse at the lodge of the con¬ 
vent, she had returned that morning to explain the cause of 
lier absence, and had been received with sympathy and con¬ 
solation. Knowing well, however, that there is a limit to the 
tenderness of most innkeepers, and that that limit is seldom, 
if ever, extended beyond the length of their guest’s purse, the 
young gentleman took three half nobles, which, to say truth, 
was as much as he could spare, and offered them to his fair 
companion, saying, “ Trouble yourself not in regard to ex¬ 
penses of the funeral, Ella, or oi the masses. The porter of 
the convent has been here this morning before I went out, 
and I have arranged all that with him.” 

The girl looked at the money in his hand with a tearful eye 
and a limning check; but, after gazing for a moment, she put 
liis hand gently away,saying, “No,no,I cannot take it; from 
you I cannot take' it.” 

“And why not from me?" asked Richard of Woodville, in 
eomc surprise. 

She hesitated for an instant, and then replied, “ Because 
you have been so good and kind already. Were it from a 
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stranger I might; but you have already given me much, 
paid much, and you shall not hurt yourself' lor me. I have 
enough.” 

“ Nay, nay, Ella,” said Richard, with a smile. 11 If I have 
been kind, that is a reason why you must not grieve me by 
refusing the little I can give; and as to what 1 have paid, l 
will say to you with Little John, whom you have heard of— 

I have done thee a good turn for aye, 

Quit me when thou may.” 

“And what did Robin answer?” said the girl, alight coming 
up into her eyes as she forgot, for an instant, her loss and her 
desolate situation, in the struggle of generosity which she kept 
up against her young benefactor— 

“ Nay, by my troth, said Robin, 

So shall it never be.” 

u It must be, if you would not pain me,” replied Richard of 
Woodville. “ You must not be left in this wide place, my 
poor girl, without friend or money.” 

“Nay, but I have enough,” she answered: “if I were 
tempted to take it, ’twould only be with the thought of cross¬ 
ing the sea, which costs much money I know.” 

“Then take it for that chance, my poor Elia,” replied 
Woodville, forcing the money into her hand; “and tell me 
what store you have got, in order that, if I have aught mure 
to spare, when 1 have received what my copse-wood brings, 
I may send it to you by the servant I spoke of'.” 

“Indeed, I know not," said Ella Bruno; “there is a small 
leathern bag at the inn, in which we used to put all that we 
gathered; but I thought not to look what it contained: My 
heart was too heavy, when I went back, to reckon money. But 
there is enough to pay all that w r c owe. I know; and as for the 
time to come,” she added, with a melancholy smile, "I eat 
little, and drink less; so that my diet is soon paid.” 

Her words and manner had that harmony in them which 
can rarely be attained when both do not spring from the heart; 
and Richard of Woodville became more and more interested 
in the fair object of his kindness every moment. He detained 
her some time longer to ask farther questions; but at length 
the host opened the door, and told him there was a young man 
without Who sought to speak with him. This interruption 
terminated his conversation with Ella Brune; for, drawing her 
hood farther still over her face, she again rose, took his hand 
and pressed her lips upon it. 

“The blessing of the Queen of Heaven be upon you, noble 
sir!” she said; and then passed through the door, at which the 
landlord still stood, wondering a little at the deep gratitude 
which she seemed to feel towards his young guest. 
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CHAPTER XI. 


TUF, DECEIVER. 

The King of England remained seated for a short interval 
exactly where Richard of Woodville had left him. His right 
hand rested on the arm of his chair, his left upon the hilt of 
his dagger, and his eyes remained fixed apparently upon the 
heavy building of the Abbey, such as it then appeared, before 
a successor of his added to it a structure rich, and perhaps 
beautiful in itself, but sadly out of keeping with the rest of 
the pile. But Henry saw not the long straight lines of the 
solemn mass of masonry; he heard not the bells chiming from 
the belfry hard by: his mind was absent from the scene in 
which his body dwelt, and his thoughts busy with things very 
different from those that surrounded him. 

On what did they rest? Over what did the spirit of the 
great English monarch ponder, the very day after he had so¬ 
lemnly assumed the crown and sceptre? Who can say? ' 

He might, perhaps, remember other days with some regret, 
for we can never lose aught that we have possessed without 
some mournful feelings of deprivation returning upon us from, 
time to time, however great and overpowering be the com¬ 
pensation that we obtain: we can never change from one state 
and station in our mortal course to another without sometimes 
thinking of former joys, and gone-by happiness, even though 
we have acquired grander blessings and a more expansive 
sphere; and oh! how great is the change, even from the posi¬ 
tion of a prince to that of a monarch! so great, indeed, that 
none who have not known it can even divine. 

He might already, perhaps, feel what a burden a crown may 
sometimes become; how heavy are occasionally the gorgeous 
robes of state! he might look back to the free buoyancy of his 
early life, and long to roam the wide plains and fields of his 
kingdom alone and at his ease. Or he might think of friend¬ 
ship, and there was none more capable of knowing and valuing 
it aright, and might wonder whether a monarch could indeed 
have a frieAd: one into whose bosom he could pour his secret 
thoughts, or with whose wit he could try his own, in free but 
not undignified encounter: one in whom he could trust, and 



S2 AGJNCOXJKT. 

with whom he might relax, certain that the condescension of 
the sovereign would not be mistaken nor the confidence of the 
friend betrayed. 

Again, he might ponder upon all the difficulties and pairm 
of a royal station; ne might think, “Each of my subjects is 
burdened with his own cares and anxieties, but I with the care 
and anxiety of the whole:” or his mind might turn to tiie 
especial troubles and discomforts of a monarch, and remember 
bow many he must have to disappoint, how often he must 
have to punish; how much he must have to refuse; how sel¬ 
dom he might be permitted to forgive; what great works lie 
must necessarily leave undone; what good deeds he might be 
obliged to neglect; what faults he must he called upon to 
overlook; what pain and grief, even to the good and wise, a 
stern necessity might compel him to inflict. 

He might, perhaps, think of any or all of these things, for 
they were all within the grasp of his character, as Henry was 
peculiarly a thoughtful monarch. AVe are, indeed, only ac¬ 
customed to look upon him either as a wild youth, suddenly 
and somewhat strangely reformed, or as a great conqueror 
and skilfhl general, a prudent and ambitious prince. But 
those who will inquire into his private life, who will mark the 
recorded words that occasionally broke from his lips, trace the 
causes and course of his actions, examine his conduct to his 
friends, and even to his enemies, who will, in short, strip off 
the monarch’s robes and look upon the man, will find a medi¬ 
tative spirit, though a quick one; a warm heart., though a 
firm one; a rich and lively imagination, though a clear and 
vigorous judgment. He was not one to take upon him the 
cares of government without feeling all their weight; to re¬ 
gard a throne as a seat of ease and pleasure; or to assume the 
grand responsibilities of sovereign power, without examining 
them steadfastly and sternly, seeing all that is bright and all 
that is dark therein, and feeling keenly every sacrifice for 
which they call. 

To love and to be beloved by a whole nation, to give and to 
receive happiness by a wise government of a great people, 
is assuredly a mighty recompense for all the pains of royal 
station; but yet those pains will be felt hourly while the re¬ 
ward is afar; and the monarch’s conversation with Iiichard of 
Woodville had awakened him to some of those evils which 
the wisest rule cannot entirely remedy. Almost under the 
windows of his palace, on the very day of his coronation, in 
the midst of rejoicing and festivity, one of his subjects, an in¬ 
nocent., inoffensive old man, had.been brutally deprived of life 
by a party of those who had been feasting at his ow n table; 
and when he remembered all the scenes with which the course 
of his early life had made him acquainted throughout this wide 
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land, he saw what a task it would be to restrain the wild license 
of a host of turbulent nobles, and to bind them to submission 
to the laws, and to reverence for the rights and happiness of 
Others. 

The monarch was still deep in thought when the page 
whom he had sent for Sir Simeon of Roydon, returned, an¬ 
nouncing that he was in waiting without; and Henry at once 
ordered him to be admitted. The knight advanced with 
courtly bows, and more than due reverence; for he was one 
of those who, overbearing and haughty to their mierors, are 
always cringing and fawning towards those above them, at 
least until they are detected. 

But Henry came to the point at once, saying, with a stem 
brow, “I hear matters regarding you, Sir Simeon of Roydon, 
that please me not; and I would tain hear from your own lips 
what explanation you can give. Know, sir, that the subjects 
of this crown arc hot to be murdered with impunity, and that 
sooner or later blood will find a tongue to accuse those that 
spill it.” 

The knight turned somewhat pale under the keen eye of 
the king; Imt. he answered at once, in smooth and fluent tones; 
“I was not aware, sire, that I had done aught that should 
bring upon me the greatest punishment that 1 could receive: 
that of falling under the displeasure of your highness; for any 
other infliction which might follow that severe misfortune, 
would seem nothing in comparison, or light, indeed, if by any 
bodily suffering I could remove the heavy weight of your 
anger. May 1 humbly inquire what is my fault? It must be 
great, I ain sure, though I know it not, to make so clement a 
king regard liis servant so harshly.” 

“It is great, sir,” replied Ilenry, who could not be deluded 
with fair words. “Did you not, last night, after quitting the 
hall below, cause the death of an old man by a most brutal 
outrage?” 

“ N ay, heaven forbid!” cried Roydon, with well-feigned sur¬ 
prise and grief. “ Your highness does nut, I trust, mean to say 
that the poor old man is dead?” 

“He was killed upon the spot, sir,” answered Henry; “and 
I am told that you did not even stop to inquire what had been 
the result of your own act.” *" 

“I will go home and have him slaughtered without delay,” 
exclaimed Roydon, as if speaking to himself in a paroxysm of 
regret.” 

“ Have whom slaughtered?” asked the king, gazing upon 
him coldly; lor he began to divine the course liis defence was 
to take. 

_ “The brute that dk? it, sire,” replied the knight. “Three 
times has that horse nearly deprived me ol life, which 1 heeded 
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not much, for it is a fine though unruly animal; but now that 
he has taken the life of another, his own shall be forfeit. 
Scarcely had I mounted when, with the bit between his teeth, 
he set off at full speed. Some of my companions galloped 
after him to stop him, if possible, but were unable, till a 
gentleman on foot, I know not who, caught the bridle in the 
crowd; and I, not seeing what had befallen, rode on, keeping 
him in with difficulty.” 

A slight smile curled the lip of the king, showing to Sir 
Simeon of Roydon that he was not fully believed; and a dark 
feeling of anger, the rage of detected meanness, gathered 
itself in the inmost recesses of his heart, with only the more 
bitter intensity because he dared not suffer it to peep forth. 
There is nothing that we hate so much as one whom, however 
much he may offend us, we cannot injure. Vengeance is the 
drink by which the dire thirst of liatc is often assuaged; hut if 
that cannot by any possibility be obtained, the burning of the 
heart goes on increasing till it becomes the unquenchable 
drought of fever. 

The monarch answered calmly, however, and without fur¬ 
ther reproach. “Your tale, Sir Simeon,” he said, “is some¬ 
what different from that which previously reached my ears. I 
trust it can be substantiated in all its parts; for this matter 
must he investigated fully. The crown officer will, of course, 
do his duty by inquest upon the body. It will be well for you 
to be present'; and the law will then take its due effect. Re¬ 
tire for a time, sir, into another chamber, and I will cause 
inquiry to be made, as to when a jury will be ready to investi¬ 
gate the case." 

Sir Simeon of Roydon bowed with a sad and respectful 
countenance, and turned towards the ddoT; but when he 
reached it, the expression of his face, now averted from the 
king, was very different from that which it had been a moment 
before. A mocking smile sat upon liis lip: the sneering, bit¬ 
ter expression of a bad spirit, which has gained some advantage 
over a nobler one, but it was gone again the moment he 
opened the door, and stood in presence of two or three atten¬ 
dants, who were waiting in the ante-room. At the same 
instant, the voice of Henry called the page, and Sir Simeon, 
pausing and seating himself, could hear thh king give orders 
for making the inquiries which he had mentioned. In less 
than twenty minutes the page returned, and entered the 
monarch’s closet, after which the knight was recalled. 

“I find, sir,” said Henry, when he appeared again before 
him, “that uncommonly quick proceedings have been taken 
in this case. The inquest lias sat already; and the good men 
have pronounced the death accidental. So far the finding is 
satisfactory; but as it is clew that the accident occurred by 
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vour furious riding of a horse, which you yourself acknow¬ 
ledge to be vicious and dangerous, I have to require that you 
make the only compensation that can be made to the person 
who I am told is this old man’s grandchild. You will, there¬ 
fore, go at once to the hospital of St. James, and there, or 
elsewhere, when you have found her, will pay to this poor 
girl the sum of fifty half nobles, expressing your sorrow 
(which, doubtless, you feel sincerely) for the evil you have 
occasioned.” 

Sir Simeon of Roydon bowed, with every appearance of 
respect; but there was a scowl upon his brow; and he could 
not refrain from asking, “May I inquire, sire, whether this 
fine is imposed by the inquest, or whether it be the award of 
your highness; for if-” 

Henry's cheek flushed, and the impetuous spirit which had 
made him in early years strike the judge upon the bench, 
roused itself for a moment in his heart. It was conquered 
speedily, however; and he murmured to himself, “No, I will 
not act the tyrant. Sir Simeon,” he continued, aloud, waving 
his hand, “the award is mine, as you say. It is my desire 
that this should be done. You will do it or not, as you think 
fit, for I will not strain the laws; but if it be not done, never 
present yourself before me again. That, at the least, I may 
Tequirc. sir, though the verdict of the jury can but allect the 
horse you rode.” 

“Your highness did not hear me out,” replied Roydon, 
who had now recovered the mastery of himself. “I did but 
presume to ask, because if such a fine had been imposed by 
the jury, 1 should have resisted it, as contrary to law; but at 
the command of your highness, 1 pay it, not only with sub¬ 
mission but with pleasure, as the only means I have of showing 
both my regret at. what has taken place, and my eager desire 
to conform myself in all things to your will. Not an hour 
shall pass before you are certified that I have not only obeyed, 
but gone beyond your orders; and so I humbly take my 
leave.” 

The words were well and gracefully spoken; and Henry 
found no occasion to complain of the knight’s demeanour; but 
still he was not satisfied that his obedience was the submission 
of the heart; for he knew right well that fair word£, ay, and 
fair actions, too, are often but the cloaks of sly and subtle 
knavery; and the character of Sir Simeon of Roydon was not 
new to him. lie replied merely, “So you shall do well, sir," 
and bowed his head as a signal that he might depart. 

The knight quitted his presence in no happy mood, per¬ 
ceiving right well that the monarch’s favour, on which he bad 
counted much, had been lost and not regained. He hated him. 
for the clear-sighted penetration which had seen through his 
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art; and he only doubted whether there was or was not s 
chance of still deceiving his sovereign, and recovering his good 
graces, by an appearance of zeal and devotion in obeying his 
commands. 

“It is worth the trial,” he thought; “and it shall be tried; 
but I shall soon find whether he continues to nourish such ill- 
will towards me; and if he do, my course must be shaped 
accordingly. Curses upon these beggarly vagrants! Who 
ever heard of king before -who troubled his nobility about 
minstrels and tomblestercs ? This smacks of the early tastes 
,of onr magnanimous monarch, whose sole delight, nothin 
these two months, was in pot-house tipplers and losel game¬ 
sters. He may assume a royal port and solemn manner, if he 
will, but the habit of years is not so easily conquered; and if 
he trip now he is lost. Men were tired enough of his usurp¬ 
ing father. A new prince carries the ever-changing multitude 
at his heels; but time will bring weariness, and weariness is 
Boon changed into disgust. We shall see; we shall see! and 
the day of vengeance may come. In the mean time, of one, 
at least, I have had retribution; and this other shall not long 
escape: a rude, ballad-singing peasant, only fit for the brute 
sports of the bull-baiting or the fair; a very franklin in spirit, 
and a yeoman in heart.” 

With thoughts which, as the reader may have perceived, 
had deviated from the king to Richard of Woodville, with 
thoughts wavering with a strong inclination to bold evil, but 
chained down to mere knavery for the time, by some remain¬ 
ing chances of success; for strange as it may seem, as many 
men are rendered cowards by hope as by fear, Sir Simeon 
of Roydon pursued his way to the hospital of St. James, on 
foot, having hastened to the presence of the king witlwut 
waiting for his horse. As, still in deep and angry thought, 
he approached the gate and the old lodge, he raised his eyes 
somewhat suddenly at an advancing step, and beheld the 
form of a young girl, with her long dark eyelashes bent down 
till they rested on her cheek. He caught but a momentary 
glance as she hurried by; but Simeon of Roydon was quick 
and eager in his examination of all that was beautiful in mere 
form; and that glance ivas sufficient to rouse no very holy 
feelings. The rounded limbs, the small and delicate loot and 
ankle, the finely chiselled features, the graceful movements, 
the exquisite neck and bosom half hidden by the folds of the 
gray hood, were all marked in an instant; and as she seemed 
alone, without defence or protection, he hesitated for a mo¬ 
ment whether to stop and speak to her; but while he paused, 
she was gone with a quick step; the gate of the convent was 
near, and resisting the passing temptation, he walked on and 
rang the bell. 



AGRf COURT. 


, Tlic porter slowly opened the gate; and with the tone of 
careless and haughty indifference which lias always marked 
the inferior personages of a court—1. mean the interior i:t 
mind, more than the inferior in wank or station—the knigh 
said. -•There was an old man killed near this spot last night, 
I think.” 

‘■There was, noble sir.” answered the porter, with a low 
rcverer.ee to his air of superiority; “the body lms been moved 
to the chapel.” 

-J care nought about, the body,” rejoined Tlqydon. “lie 
had a daughter or grand-daughter or something with him; 
where is she?” 

“t-us has just gone forth, noble sir,” replied the porter; 
“you. »iu-i. have passed her at the gate.” 

‘•ila! what! a girl with a gray hood and a white coat, 
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“ Pshaw! art thou a preacher?” demanded the knight, with 
a. sneer. “ The comfort that I have to give is gold, by the 
king's command. So tell her to come to Burwash House, 
close by the Temple Gate, up the lane to the left, and ask 
tor Simeon of Itoydon. if I be not within, I will leave the 
money with a servant; bnt bid her come quickly, for I must 
tell- the king as soon as his bounty is bestowed. When will 
she be here?” 

“That I know not,” answered the old man; “the prioress 
bade mo give her admission to the parlour whenever she 
came, lor the ladies the sisters have taken her case much to 
heart. But the young woman did not say when she would 
return. Perhaps it would be better for you to leave the 
money with the lady prioress herself, who would render it to 
her when she sees her.” 

“ Give advice to those who ask it, my friend,” replied 
Itoydon. “ I know best what are the king’s commands and 
my duty; so tell her what I say on the part of his highness, 
and let her come as speedily as may be.” 

The knight, then turned, and with a haughty step took hi# 
way bask to Bur wash House, the London mansion of a dis¬ 
ci 
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tant kinsman, who, in reverence of his newly acquired wealth, 
permitted the heir of poor Catherine Beauchamp to inhabit 
it during his own absence from the capital. 

Sir Simeon of Iloydon was now enjoying to the full that 
which he had long earnestly desired: the prosperity of riches, 
which he had never before known; for his own estate had 
originally been small, and had soon been encumbered, under 
the influence of expensive tastes and vain ostentation. IJn- 
chastened by adversity, unreclaimed by experience, he was 
now living as much beyond his present, as he had previously 
lived beyond his former, fortune; and grooms and attendants 
of all kinds waited him at his dwelling, chosen from the scum 
of a great city, which always affords a multitude of service¬ 
able knaves, ready to aid an heir to spend his inheritance, and 
by obsequious compliance with all rash or vicious desires, to 
secure themselves a participation in the plunder, during the 
’term of its existence. To some of these worthies, whom he 
found in the court, he gave orders for the immediate admis¬ 
sion of poor Ella IJrunc as soon as she appeared; and then, 
betaking himself to a chamber oil the first floor, he occupied 
himself for somewhat more than an hour in thinking over 
future plans: no inconsiderable portion of which referred to 
the gratification of many of the pleasant little passions, tiiat, 
like strong drink, by turns stimulate and allay the thirst of a 
depraved mind. Revenge, or rather the gratification of hate, 
for revenge presupposes injury, was predominant, though am¬ 
bition had a goodly share also. 

To become that for which he thought himself well fitted, 
but towards which lie had never hitherto been able to take 
one step—a great and prominent man—was one principal ob¬ 
ject: to take a share in the mightier deeds of life, to rule 
and influence others, to command, to be looked up to, to re¬ 
ceive authority and wield it at will. Oh, how often does that 
desire to heroine a great man render one a little man! IIovv 
often is it the source of littleness in those who might other¬ 
wise he great indeed! When the greatest philosopher that 
modern ages has produced declared, that “to rise to dignities 
we must submit to indignities,” how powerful to debase the 
mightiest mind did that louging to become, a grout mao show 
itself! How constantly, through his whole career, do we see 
it producing all that made him other than great! It was, and 
is ever, the result of the one grand fundamental error: the 
misappreciation of real greatness. And thus we desire to be¬ 
come great in the eyes of other men, not iu our own: to win 
the applause of worms, not merit the approbation of God. 

Such pitiful elevation was the only greatness coveted by him 
of whom we speak; but that was not the only desire which 
moved him; he longed for indulgence of' every, kind, from 
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which straitened circumstances had long debarred him; he 
thought of pleasures with the eagerness of a Tantalus, who 
had ibr years beheld them close to his lip, without the power 
of bringing them within his taste; and like a famished beast, 
he was ready to fall upon the food of appetite wherever it 
could be found. Hut still cunning—both natural and that 
acquired from the ready teacher of all evil to inferior minds, 
poverty—was at hand to bring certain restraints, which wis¬ 
dom and virtue were not there to enforce. There was a 
consciousness in his breast that too great eagerness often dis¬ 
appoints its own desires, and that he was too eager; and 
therefore he resolved that he would be cautious too. But 
such resolutions usually fail somewhere; for cautiousness is a 
guardian who does not always watch when she is without the 
companionship of rectitude. 

Such reflections were still busily occupying Ms mind; and 
he had arrived at sincere regret for the rash and brutal act 
which he had committed the night before, not because it was 
evil, but because it was iinprmlcnt, when a page opened the 
door and ushered Ella Bruno into the room. 

The poor girl knew not whom she was coming to see; she 
had taken no notice of the lace or form of him whose cruel 
carelessness had deprived her of the only support she had; 
she had not listened to the words that passed between him and 
Richard of Woodville; she stood before him unconscious that 
he was the slayer of her old companion. Let the reader mark 
that fact well. Nevertheless, as soon as she saw- him she 
turned deadly pale, and her limbs trembled. 

But Sir Simeon of ltoydou took a smooth and pleasant tone; 
and as soon as the page was gone, and had closed the door, he 
asked, “They gave you my message, then, pretty maid?” At 
the same time he placed a stool lor her, and motioned her to 
be seated. 

“They told me, sir,” she answered in a low tone, “that 
you had commands for me from the king.” 

“ And so I have, lair maiden,” replied Simeon of Roydon; 
“ but, I pray you, sit. This has been a sad event; 1 grieve 
for it much. I was not aware, till this morning, that my run¬ 
away charger had done such damage.” 

“ And were you the man?” demanded Ella Brune, suddenly 
raising her eyes to his face. As she did so she found him 
gazing at her from head to foot, taking in all the beauties of 
her face and form, as an experienced judge remarks the points 
of a fine horse; and she drew her hood farther over her brow, 
not well satisfied with the eager and passionate look of admi¬ 
ration which his countenance displayed. 

“ I was unfortunate enough to be so,” answered Roydon, 
perceiving her gesture, and thinking it as well to put some 
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little restraint upon himself, though he never dreamed that a 
poor minstrel’s girl could seriously resist the solicitation of a 
man of wealth and station. “1 regret it deeply,” he continued, 
“ but the brute overpowered me. By the king’s commands I 
bear you fifty lialf-uobles; here they are. And for my own 
satisfaction I will give you the same.” 

As he spoke lie held out a purse to her, but Ella Brune 
drew back. “The king’s bounty,” she said, “I will receive 
with gratitude, but from you I will take nothing.” 

“ And pray, why not, sweet girl?” asked Simeon of Boy don; 
“ the king caunot grieve for what has happened half as much 
as J do, or be half as eager to comfort and console you. Nay, 
sit down, and speak to me;” and taking her hand, lie led her 
back to the stool much against her will. “ 1 would fain hear 
what can be done for you,” he added; “I fear you may be 
friendless and unprotected; and I long to make up to you, as- 
fer as possible, for the loss you have sustained.” 

“ I am, indeed, alone in tlic world,” replied the fair girl; 
“but not friendless and unprotected while I trust in Gcd.” 

- “ Yes, but God uses human means,” answered Koydon, who 

was every moment growing more eager in the pursuit, which 
,at first had been but as the chase of a butteriiy; “and you 
must let me be his instrument, as I have caused, unwillingly, 
this cyil to befall you. I have a beautiful small cottage on my 
lands, where the trees rise around and shade it in the winter 
from the wind; in the summer from the sun. The woodbine 
and rose gather round the door, and a sparkling stream dances 
within sight. There, if you will accept such a refuge, you can 
live in peace and tranquillity, protected from all the harm and 
wrong that might- happen to you in great cities; for you are 
too young and too lovely to escape wiles, and perhaps violence, 
if you are left without good ward in such resorts of men as 
these.” 

A smile came upon the lip of Ella Brnne, but it was of a 
very mingled and changeful expression. Perhaps the waken¬ 
ing of some old remembered dream of happy days might 
render it at first soft and gentle; -and the next instant the 
recollection of how that dream had faded might sadden; and 
then again the transparency of his baseness mixed a touch of 
scorn with it, and she answered, “That can never be, sir. I 
seek no protection but that I have, and cannot accept of yours. 
I am able, as I am accustomed, to guard myself, and will do 
so still. I think you have mistaken me; but it matters not. 
I seek neither gold nor favour from you; and if you would 
make atonement for bad deeds it must be to God, not me.” 

As she spoke she rose and turned to quit the room, and 
Simeon of Jioydon hesitated for a moment whether he should 
not detain her byforce, for those were days of violence; and 



AGINCOORT. 


101 

her very coldness had rendered the passion he began to feel 
towards her but the more impetuous. He remembered, Jiow- 
ever, that there might be those who expected her return 1 ; that 
the place whither she had gone was known at the monastery; 
and that the king's eye might bo upon his conduct towards 
her. These calculations passed like lightning through his 
mind, and lie chose his course in an instant. 

“Stay!"’ he cried; “stay one minute more, sweet girl. I 
have not mistaken you at all. I would not even force my pro¬ 
tection on you; hut at least receive this; for I must tell the 
king that it is paid." 

“His bounty,” replied Ella, “I will not refuse, as I before 
said, and offer him my deepest thanks; but from you I will 
receive nothing.” 

“ Well, then, take these fifty' pieces," said her companion; 
“they are given by the king’s command. We shall meet 
again, fair maid; and then, perhaps, you will know me 

better.” 

“ I seek to know no more,” she answered, taking the gold 
he gave: “ I have known enough,” and turning to the door, 
she left him, murmuring to herself, “ Would that the king 
had sent it by other hands!" 

Simeon of lioydon followed her to the gates, beckoning up 
two of his servants as lie went. “ Quick!” he whispered; “you 
see that girl? Follow her wherever she goes: find out her 
name, her dwelling, every particular you can gather, and bring 
me your tidings with all speed.” 


CHAPTER XH. 


THE HOURS OF JOY 

Probably there is a period in the life of every one—if it be 
not cut short in very early years, when the blossom is still 
upon the trees of existence—in which the heart is so depressed 
by a reiteration of those misfortunes which generally come in 
groups, that the unexpected announcement of an unnamed 
visitor causes us to look up with a feeling of dread, as if 
some new sorrow were about to be added to the list of these 
endured. But such was not yet the case with Richard of 
Woodville, for though many of the events which had lately 
passed, had tended to make him somewhat more gi^ve and 
thoughtful than in younger days, yet neifher griels, nor an- 
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x.eties, nor disappointments had been heavy enough to weigh 
down a spirit naturally buoyant. His heart might be called, 
light and free; for, though burdened with some cares, and 
tied by the silver chain of love, yet hope, bright, vigorous, 
rarely-tiring hope, helped him to carry liis load; and the 
bond between him and sweet Mary Markham was not one to 
fetter tire energies of his mind, or to dim the brightness of 
expectation. But above all things, his bosom was perfectly 
free from guile; and in a house so cleanly kept, there is 
always light, unless every window be closed by the hands of 
death or of despair. 

He looked, therefore, to see who the stranger could be that 
asked for him, with some curiosity, perhaps, but no alarm, 
and was surprised, hut well pleased, when the figure of honest 
Hugh of Clatford darkened the door. 

“Ah, Hugh!” he exclaimed, “is that you? What has 
brought .you to Westminster? Are you also going to seek 
service in foreign lands?” 

“Faith, sir, I know not what I am going to do,” replied the 
good yeoman; “I came up here with my lord, and wait his 
pleasure.” 

“With your lord!” exclaimed Woodville, in astonishment; 
“and what, in the name of fortune and all her freaks, has 
brought my uncle to Westminster? Was lie summoned to. 
the coronation?” 

“Good truth, noble sir, I know not,” answered Hugh of 
Clatford. “lie has not told roe why he came; but 1 chanced 
to meet your man Ilob, and asked him where you were to be 
found, to come and see you and how you fared.” 

“Thanks, Hugh, thaSiks!” replied Kichard of Woodville. 


“ True friend fmdetli true friend wherever they follow. 

And summer's no summer that wanteth the swallow. , 

But whom has my uncle with him?” 

He would have fain asked if Mary Markham was near; but 
the question would not he spoken, and Hugh of Clatford 
saved him the trouble of farther inquiry. “He has brought 
no one but myself,” he said, “and Roger Vale, and Martin 
the henchman, and one or two lads with the horses, and a 

page, and the Lady Mary-” 

“Ah! and is that sweet-lady here?" asked Woodville, in 
as calm and grave a tone as a very joyous heart could use. 
“But has he not brought my cousin Isabel?” 

“No, good sooth,” rejoined the yeoman; “he and the 
Lady Mery came off in haste on the arrival of a messenger 
from London.” 
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“That is strange,” said Richard of Woodville; but then he 
thought that, perchance his friend Harry I)acre had sped well 
in his suit to Isabel, and that the old knight might have left 
her to cheer him at the hall. Nor was such a course unlikely 
•in that age; for there were then fewer observances and stiff 
considerations of propriety than in later days, since rules and 
regulations more powerful, though but of air, than the locks 
and eunuchs of an eastern harem, have tied down the most 
innocent intercourse with those we love, and every lady in the 
land is watched with the dragon’s eyes of parental prudence. 
Love was then looked upon with reverence, and regarded as 
a safeguard rather than a peril. There was more confidence 
in virtue, more trust in honour. 

Alter a short pause, Kichard of Woodville inquired where 
his uncle was lodged; and to the great disappointment of his 
host, who, while he was still speaking with Hugh of Clatford, 
entered to set out the tables fyr the approaching meal, the 
young gentleman accompanied the young yeoman, fasting as 
he was, to visit good Sir Philip Beauchamp, as he said; but, 
in truth, to sun himself in Mary’s eyes. 

Fortune, though she be a spiteful jade, will occasionally 
favour true lovers; and she certainly showed herself particn- 
'Iffl-ly benign to Richard of Woodville in the present instance. 
Hurrying on with Hugh of Clatford, he made his way through 
the crowded streets of Westminster, till at the outskirts' of the 
town, near where now stands George Street, he reached the 
grates of a large house in a garden, where Sir Philip Bean- 
champ had taken up his abode. With all due reverence he 
asked for his uncle ; but he must not be looked upon as a very 
nmlutiful nephew, if wc admit that he was not a little rejoiced 
to find that the good old knight had gone forth, leaying fair 
Mary' Markham behind. 

Guided by Hugh of Clatford, who very well understood all 
that was passing m the young gentleman’s heart, Kichard was 
soon in his fair lady’s bower; and certainly Mary’s bright face 
expressed quite as much pleasure to see him as he could have 
desired. It expressed surprise also, however; and after 
chiding him, not very harshly, for a sweet liberty he took 
with her arched lips, she exclaimed, “But how are you here, 
Richard? I thought you were firm at Meon, polishing 
amour and trying horses.” 

Now Ri6hard of Woodville, as soon as he heard that Mary 
was in the same city with himself, had formed his own con¬ 
clusions in regard to various matters that had .puzzled him 
the day before; and he answered, gaily, “What, deceiver! 
Bo you think I do not know your arts? Yon would have me 
believe yen were ignorant that I was here, and must tease 
your poor lover twice'in the course of yesterday, By letting 
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Mm hear your voice, yet hiding the face that he loves best, 
from his sight?” 

“Nay, dear Richard,” replied Mary, with a look of still 
greater surprise than before; “you are speaking riddles to 
me. You could not hear my voice yesterday, at least in 
Westminster, unless, indeed, it were late at night; and then 
it must have been in sad, dolorous tones, for 1 was very tired. 
Wc did not reach this place till three hours after dark, llut 
what is it you mean, by daring to call Mary a deceiver, when 
you know right well I could not cheat you into thinking that 
I did not love you, though I tried hard to look as demure as 
a cat in the sunshine?” 

“Arc you sincere now, Mary? Are yon telling me the 
truth?” asked Richard, still half inclined to doubt; but the 
moment after, he added, “Yet I know yon arc, my Mary, 
without guile. Truth gives you half your beauty, Mary; it 
lights your eyes, it smiles upon your lips. Yet this is very 
strange; and I thought that 1 had discovered the key to a 
mystery which must puzzle me still. But hear wliat has 
happened, and you shall judge;” and lie proceeded to relate 
the injunctions which had been twice laid upon him the day 
before, by some unseen acquaintance in the crowd. 

Marv Markham was not less surprised and puzzled than 
himself, especially as lie persisted in asserting the words hud 
been spoken by a female voice. But they soon abandoned 
that topic, to turn to others of deeper interest to their own 
two hearts: the cause of Sir Philip Beauchamp's journey to 
the capital, and the future fate of his fair companion. 

“In truth, Richard,” said Mary, in answer to some of his 
questions, “I am well nigh as ignorant as yourself of what is 
about to happen. All I know is, that Sir l’hilip told me I 
should probably soon see my father again.” 

“And who is your lather, my sweet Mary?” asked Wood- 
ville, with a smile. 

Mary gazed at him for an instant, with a look of touched 
and gratified affection, and then asked, “ And did Richard of 
Wood\ille really seek poor Mary Markham's hand, then, 
without knowing aught of her state and station? Was he 
willing to take her dowerless, friendless, stationless, almost 
nameless?” 

“Good faith, dear Mary,” answered Woodville, “I should 
he right, glad to take you any way I could get you; aud if 
dower, or station, or friends, or aught glse stand in the way, 
even down to this pretty robe the lienj.; * which I kiss, 1 pray 
you, Mary, cast it off! I shall be rigm^glad to have you in 
your kirtle, if it be but of hodden gr$$ 

Mary Markham smiled and blushcd^jpd her bright, merry 
eyes acquired a softer and more glistcffhfg light froin the dew 
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of happy emotion that spangled her long eyelashes. “Well, 
Richard,” she said, “I do not love you the less tor that. ’Tis 
a hold speech, perhaps, atid one that I slioidd not make; hut 
once having owned what I feel, why should I hide it now?” 

“Fie on those who would blame you, dearest lady,” an¬ 
swered Woodvillc: “who should feel shame for love? The 
brightest and the best of human feelings, surely, is no cause 
of shame; but we may all say, with the greatest poet— 

O ranins life! O Jovfs daughter dear, 

Plca?amico of love! O godely debonairo 
In gentle hearts aye ready to repaire, 

O \;'vy oiiiiati of health and of gladnesse, 
lhw-ried be thy might and godenesst.” 


“I cannot answer why, Richard,” replied Mary, “hut I 
know it is so, that all women feel some shame to own they 
love; and many affect more shame than they really feel, 
lint 1 will not do so, dear Richard; for I think it is dishonesty 
to feign aught. 1 know 1 did feel shame, when one day, as 
ive sat beside the river under the grceti trees, you won me to 
say more than I ever thought I could; and all that night, 
when 1 thought upon it, my check burned. But yet in the 
moment ol'trial, I felt bold; and when your uncle asked me, 
I told him all. Nor do I see why I should conceal it now, 
ever, if I could, when you are about to go far, and that may 
he your only consolation in danger and in difficulty.” 

“it will lie my strength and my support, dear Mary,” an¬ 
swered Woodville; “and I do think that if I could but- win 
a promise from you to be mine, it would so nerve my heart 
and arm in the hour of strife, that all men should own I had 
won you well. Say, will you promise, my sweet lady?” 

“ 1 will promise that 1 will, if I may,” replied Mary; “but 
alas! Richard, the entire fulfilment of that promise must de¬ 
pend upon another. We poor women have but little power, 
even over our own fate and persons; but I will love none 
but you, Richard, wherever I go; and you will not doubt that 
love, though it be spoken so freely?” • 

“Nay, heaven forbid!” said Richard of Woodvillc; “and 
were it not that you are my uncle’s word, 1 would put that 
love, dear Mary, to the proof, by asking you to fly with me 
and seek out some friendly priest who would bind our fate 
so fast together, that it would take greater power than any 
one in the land can ho|st, to sever it again. But I would 
not lie ungrateful to one who has been a lather to me." 

“For must I be uilgfcateful, cither to him or to my own 
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father, Richard,” replied Mary Markham; “you would not 
love me long if I could be so.” 

“I know you cannot, Mary,” answered her lover; “but 
tell me who he is, Mary, that I may try to win him to hear 
my suit. I knew not that your father was alive, unlcgs, in¬ 
deed the idle gossip-; but no more of that. Whoever he 

be, I will trust to merit his esteem, and surely his daughter’s 
love will be no bad commendation to him. 1 have hopes, too, 
of advancement, if ambition be his passion, such, indeed, as 

1 have never had before. The king-he who was with us 

not a month ago as Ilal of Hadnock-” 

“Ay, Dacrc told us who he was,” cried Mary Markham. 

“The king, he shows me great favour,” continued Wood- 
ville, “ and has given me letters to many at the court of Bur¬ 
gundy, promising to send for me, too, as soon as he has 
service for me here. With a true heart, and no unpractised 
hand, I do not fear that I shall fail of winning honour; and 
though I be but a poor gentleman, yet, as 1 do know that 
riches or poverty would make no difference in Mary Mark¬ 
ham to me, so I cannot believe that it will change me in her 
eyes.” 

“Oh no!” she answered, but then added, with a sigh, “but 
my father, Richard! It is long since I have seen him, yet he 
was kind and noble, just and true, if I remember right.' I 
recollect him well, with his gray hair, changed more by sor¬ 
row than time. I thought you knew the whole, for Isabel 
docs; but I promised faithfully not to speak of my fate or 
his to any one, for reasons that he judged sufficient, when he 
gave me into good Sir Philip’s charge; and I must not break 
my word, even for you, Richard.” 

“ Well, it matters not,” answered Woodvillc; “certainly 
I would fain know who he is, for then I might court him as 
a lover does his bride, for Mary’s sake; but yet you must 
keep your promise to him, and to me, too; and whenever you 
are free to speak, you must give me tidings, dear girl; for in 
all the thousand chances of this world, I might mar my own 
hopes, even while seeking to fulfil them.” 

“I will, I will,” ftplied Mar}' Markham; “ but hark! I hear 
your uncle’s step, Richard. 1 will but add one word more to 
cheer you. Perhaps, if I judge right, we may not be so long 
ere we meet again, as yon suppose. And now God prosper 
you, my own true squire!” 

As she spoke, the good old knight, Sir Philip Beauchamp, 
entered the room, with a grave and somewhat perplexed air-. 
It soon became evident, however, that whatever annoyed or 
embarrassed him, it was not the presence of his nephew; for 
he greeted him kindly, holding out his hand to him, saying, 
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Ay, you here, foolish boy! Still the moth and the candle! 
But if you needs must love, why, let it lead you to honour 
and renown. What brought you to London? To buy 
arms?” 

“No, sir; to see the king,” replied his nephew. “He sent 
me a messenger, bearing letters for me to the court of Bur¬ 
gundy, and gave me to understand that I might come to visit 
him if I would.” 

The old knight, in his meditative mood, seemed to catch 
some of Woodville’s words, and miss the others. “ Letters to 
the court of Burgundy!” he said. “Well! from Harry of 
England, they should smooth thy path, boy. Would to 
heaven, you two were not lovers! Not that I would speak 
ill of love; ’tis the duty of every gentleman to vow his service 
to some fair lady. At least, it was so in my young day; but 
we have sorely declined since then; sorely, sorely, nephew 
of mine; and love was then quite a different affair from now, 
when it must needs end in marriage, or worse. It was a high 
and ennobling passion in those times, leading knights and 
gentlemen to seek praise, and do high deeds; not for their 
own sakes, but for the honour of the ladies whom they served; 
nor requiring reward even from them, hut for pure and high 
affection, and the pleasure of exalting them. Thus many, a 
man loved a lady, either placed far above him, or removed 
from his reach by being wedded to another, without sin, or 
shame, or presumption; for love, as I have said, was a high 
and ennobling feeling in those days, which taught men to do 
what is right, not what is wrong.” 

“Well, my noble uncle,” replied Richard of Woodville, 
“ and so it may be now; and it will have the same effect with 
me. But one thing I do know, that I would rather do high 
deeds to exalt my own wife than another man’s; I would ra¬ 
ther serve a lady that I may win, than a lady I have no right 
to seek. Methinks it is both more honest and more safe; and, 
by God's blessing, I will win her too, if 1 live long enough, 
and have fair play!” 

The old knight smiled. “Thou art a jesting coystrel, 
Dickon,” he said; “and yet not a bad maii-at-arms either. 
But times are changed, I tell thee, and not for the better. 
Thou thinkest according to the day, and cannot understand 
the past. When goest tnou over seas, boy?” 

“In a few days, sir,” answered Richard of Woodville. “I 
think before a week be out.” 

Mary Markham’s cheek turned a little pale, and the old 
knight meditated for a moment or two; after which he asked 
his nephew when he intended to quit London. Richard replied 
that he should go on the followin'; morning; and Sir Philip, 
who had found a sad vacancy in the hall since Richard had 
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left them for a time, and poor Catherine for ever, required 
that he should stay and keep them company for the rest of 
the day. 

“Heaven knows, my poor Mary!” he said, “how long wo 
may have to remain in this place, and we shall soon find it 
dun enough. The people whom I expected to meet have not 
yet appeared, and no tidings of them have come, so we may 
as well keep this idle boy to make us merry; and if he must 
go buy arms or laced jerkins for tiie court of Burgundy, why 
we will go with him to Gutherun’s Lane and the Jewery; ami 
you shall ride your white palfrey for once along Chcape, with 
your gay side-saddle quilted with gold; though in my young 
days, before King Richard married Anne of Bohemia, never a 
lady in the land saw so foolish a contrivance.” 

It may well be supposed that neither Mary Markham nor 
Richard of Woodville was very much averse to such a pro¬ 
posal; and the rest of the day passed in that April-morn 
happiness which all must have felt ere parting with those we 
love; when the cloudy thought ot the dreary morrow comes 
hourly sweeping over the sunshine of the present, yet making 
the light seem more, bright for the passing shadow. More 
than once, too, the lovers were left for awhile alone; and 
every moment added to their sweet store of vows and pro¬ 
mises.- Much was also told that they had not had time to tell 
before, though it was still spoken in rambling and unconnected 
form; the ope'predominant feeling always intruding, and 
calling their thoughts and words back to what was passing in 
their own hearts. 

How many bitter moments pay for our sweet ones in this 
life! and yet how willing are we all to make the purchase, 
whatever be the price! The ambitious spirit of enjoyment is 
upon us, and we must still enlarge tire sphere of our delight, 
though, as when a conqueror stretches the bounds of his em¬ 
pire, and thereby only exposes a wider frontier to attack, each 
new hope, each new pleasure, each new possession, but lays 
us open to loss, regret, and disappointment. It is a sad view 
ofhuman life; but Richard of Woodville and Mary Markham 
found its truth when they came to feel how much more bitter 
was their parting for the few sweet hours of happiness they 
had enjoyed. 
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CHAPTER XHI, 

THE WRONG. 

The sun, scarce a hand’s breadth above the sky, was never¬ 
theless shining with beams as bright and warm as in tl>e 
summer, when Richard of "VVoodville moimted his horse in 
the court-yard of the inn at Charing, and, followed by his two 
yeomen and his page, rode out, after receiving the valedictory 
speeches of the host and hostess, who, with a little crowd, 
composed of drawers and maidens, and some of their other 
guests, watched his departure, and commented upon his strong 
yet graceful limbs, and his easy management of his charger, 
prognosticating that he would prove stout in battle-field, and 
fortunate in hall and bower. Near the fine chaste cross at 
Charing, which stood hard By the spot where the grand libel 
upon British taste, called Trafalgar Square, now stands, Wood- 
ville paused for a moment, and letting his eye run past its 
gray fretwork, gazed down in the direction of the palace and 
the Abbey, hesitating whether he Should take the shorter road 
by the convent of St. James, or, once more passing through 
Westminster, ride under the windows of fair Mary Markham, 
lor the chance of one parting glance. 1 need not t^l the 
reader how the question was decided; hut as lie turned his 
horse’s head towards the palace, he saw a female figure 
standing upon the lower step of the cross, with the hood, them 
usually worn by women when out, drawn far over the face. 
The beautiful form, however, the small foot and ankle ap¬ 
pearing from beneath the short kirtle, and the wild peculiar 
grace of the attitude, taken together, showed him at once that 
it was poor Ella Brune; and he was riding forward to speak 
with her, when she herself advanced and laid her hand upon 
his horse’s neck. 

“1 have been watching for you, noble sir,” she said, “to bid 
you adieu before you part, and to give you thanksJ’roin a poor 
hut true heart.” 

“Nay, you should not have waited here, Ella,” he replied. 
“ Why did you not come to the inn?” 

“I did, yesterday at vespers," answered the girl; “but you 
were abroad ; and the people laughed, as if I had done a folly. 
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Your men told me, however, you were going this morning at 
daybreak, and so I waited here; for I would fain ask you one 
boqn.” 

“And what is that, Ella?” inquired Woodville. “If it be 
possible to grant, it shall not be refused; for I have so little 
to give, that I must be no niggard of what I have.” 

“You can grant it,” replied the girl, with a bright smile; 
“and you will be a niggard indeed if you do not; for it is 
what can do you no harm, and may'stead me much in case 
of need. It is but to tell me whither you go, and when, and 
how.” 

“That is easily said, my fair maiden,” answered Woodville. 
“I go first to my own place at Meon; then to the court of 
Burgundy, at the end of six days; and, as I would not cross 
through France, I go by sea from Dover to a town called 
Nieuport, on the coast of Flanders. But say, is there aught 
I can do for you before I send the man I told you of, to give 
you what little assistance I can?” 

“ Send him not, send him not!” cried the girl; “ I am now 
rich: almost too rich, thanks to your generous interference 
with our good king. He sent me a large sum, by the hands 
of the baa knight, who killed the poor old man.” 

“Ay!” said Richard of Woodville; “auddid you see this 
Sir Simeon of Roydon, my poor Ella? Beware of him; for 
he is not one to understand you rightly, I fear.” 

“I am aware of him,” answered the minstrel's girl; “and I 
abhor him. He is a dark, fearful man: but no more of that; 
I shall never see him more, I trust, for his eyes chill my 
blood. He looked at me as I love not men should look: not 
as you do, kindly and pitifully, but I know not how. It can 
be felt, not told.” 

“I understand you, Ella,” replied Richard of Woodville; 
“and his acts are like his looks. He has made more than one 
unhappy heart in many a cottage that once was blithe. I 
grieve the king sent him to you.” 

“ Oh! ’twill do no harm,” cried the girl. “ I shall not long 
be here; and I know him well. Would that I were not a 
woman!” 

“What! would you avenge the wrong he did on that sad 
evening?” asked Woodville, with a smile, to think how feeble 
that small hand would prove in strife. 

“Ho, not for that,” she replied; “ for I would try to for¬ 
give. But ifiI were not.what I am, you would take me 
with you in your train, and then I should be safe and 
happy.” 

“ I trustyou may be so still, even as a woman, poor girl 1" 
answered Richard of Woodville; and after a few more words 
of kindness and comfort, he bade her adieu. Ella Brune’s 



AGDfCOURT. 


Ill 

bright eyes glistened; and perhaps she found it difficult to 
speak the parting words, for she said no more, but catching 
her young protector’s hand, she pressed her lips upon it, and 
drew back to let him pass. 

It was impossible for Richard of Woodville not to feel 
touched and interested; but he was not one to mistake her. 
lie knew, not indeed by the hard teaching of experience, but 
by the intuitive perception of a feeling heart, how the unfor¬ 
tunate cling to those who show them kindness, and could 
distinguish between the love of gratitude and that of passion, i 
He had purposely spoken-gently and tenderly to her; and 
in proportion as he could do little to afford her substantial 
aid, had tried to make his words and manner consoling and 
strengthening; and lie - thought, “If any one had acted so to 
me, I should feel towards him as tills poor girl now feels in 
my case. Heaven guard her, poor thing! for hers is a sail 
fate!" 

In such meditations he rode on; but we will not at present 
' follow him on his way, turning rather to poor Ella JBrune, 
who stood by the cross gazing after him, till the horse taking 
a road to the right, about two hundred yards before it reached 
the palace gate, was soon hidden by the trees, just at the en¬ 
trance of the town of Westminster. 

With a deep sigh, she then bent her steps along the road 
leading by the bank of the river towards the gate of the Tem¬ 
ple, which was still in a somewhat- ruinous state from the 
attack made upon it in 1381. As she went she looked not at 
the houses and gardens on cither side; she marked not the 
procession which came forth, with cross and banner, from the 
convent on the right, nor the gay train that issued out of the 
gates of a large embattled house on the left; but separating 
herself from the people, who turned to gaze or hastened to 
follow, she made her way on, seeking the little inn where she 
dwelt. 

There were two other persons, however, who followed the 
same course; men with swords by their sides, and bucklers on 
their shoulders, and a snake embroidered on the mourning 
habits that they wore. But Ella saw them not; she was too 
deeply occupied with her own dark thoughts. She seemed 
alone in the -wide world; more alone than ever, since Richard 
of Woodville had left the capital; and to be so is both,sad and 
perilous. How strange, how lamentable it is, that society, 
that great wonderful confused institution, springing from 
man’s necessity for mutual aid and support, provides no prop, 
no stay for those who are left alone in the midst of it; none 
to counsel, none to help, none to defend against the worst of; 
all evils: temptation to vice! Of the body it takes some- 
care; we must not cut, we must not strike the flesh; we 
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must not enthral it; wc must not kill. Bat we may wound, 
injure, destroy the spirit if we can, even at our pleasure. 
For substantial things we multiply regulations, safeguards, 
penalties; for the mind, on which all the rest so much de¬ 
pends, we provide none. The philosophy of legislation has 
yet a great step to advance; a step, perhaps, that may never 
—perhaps that can never, be taken; though of one thing we 
maybe sure: that, till the great Utopian dream is realized, 
ami either by education, or some other means, a safeguard is 
provided for the minds of men as well as tlicir bodies and 
their property, all the iron laws that can be enacted will 
prove insufficient for the protection of those more tangible 
tilings which we think most easily defended. To regulate 
land guard the mind, especially in youth, is to turn the river 
snear its source, and to ensure that it shall flow on in peace 
and bounty to the end; but to leave it unguided, and yet by 
law to strive to restrain man’s actions, is to put weak flood¬ 
gates against a torrent that we have suffered to accumulate. 
But no more of this. Perhaps what has been already said is 
too much, and out of place. 

Yet, to return. It is strange and sad that society dose 
afford no stay, no support, to those who arc left alone in ttic 
wide world; nay. more, that to be so left, seems in a great 
degree .to sever the bond between us and society. “lie must 
have some friends. Let him apply to them,'’ we are apt to 
say, whenever one of these solitary ones conies before us, and 
whether it is advice, assistance, or defence, that is needed, 
“He must have some friends!” It is a phrase in constant 
use; and, in our own hearts, we go on to say, “if be have 
not, he must have lost them by bis own fault ;” and yet liovv 
many events may deprive man, and much more frequently 
woman, of the only friends possessed! 

Poor Ella Bnme felt that she was indeed clone; that there 
was uo one to whom she could apply for anything that the 
heart and spirit of the bereaved and desolate might need. 
She knew, that had she been a leper, or halt, or blind, or 
fevered, she could have found those who would have tended, 
cured, supported her; but there was no comfort, no aid, for 
her loneliness; and scorn, or coldness, or selfish passion, or 
greedy knavery, would have met her, had sh.c asked any one, 
in the wide crowd through which we passed, “ Which way 
shall I turn my footsteps? How shall I bend my course 
through life?" 

She felt it deeply, bitterly, and. as I have said, walked on 
full of her own sad thoughts, while the numbers round her 
grew less and less. At length, in the sort of irregular street 
that, even then, began to stretch out from the edge of Far- 
ringdon, without the walls, into the country towards Charing, 
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she was left with none near her but the two men of whom we 
have spoken, and an old woman, walking slowly on before. 
The men seemed to notice no one, and conversed with each 
other in an under tone, till, in the midst of the highway, a 
little beyond St. Clement’s Well, one or two small wooden 
houses appeared built in the middle of the high-road, with 
the end.ofa narrow lane leading up to the old Temple in Old- 
bourne, and the house of the Bishop of Lincoln.. There, 
however, one of them advanced a step, and spoke a word to 
Ella Bruno, over her shoulder. 

“ Whittier away, pretty maiden?” he said. “Are you not 
going to see the hatch of country nobles who have come up- 
to do homage?” 

“I am going home,” answered Ella Brune, gravely, “and 
want no company;” and she hurried her pace to get rid of 
him. The next instant the other man was by her side, and,, 
taking her arm roughly, he said, “You must come with us 
first; our lord wishes to speak with you.” 

Ella Brune struggled to disengage herself, saying, “Let mo- 
go, sir! If your lord wishes to speak with me, it must be at 
some other time. Let me go, I say!” 

“ Ay, we know all about it,” rejoined the man, still keep¬ 
ing his hold, and drawing her towards the mouth of the kne. 
“ You live at the Falcon, pretty mistress; but you must go- 
with us first!” 

The sounds behind her had caused the old woman to turn 
round the moment before, and seeing Ella struggling to free 
herself from the man who held her, she turned to remonstrate, 
exclaiming, “What are you about, sirs? Let the young, 
woman go!” 

“Get yon gone, old beldame!” cried the other man, thrust¬ 
ing her back. “What is it to you?” and at the same time he 
seized Ella by the other arm, and hurried her on in spite of 
her resistance. 

“Beldame, indeed!” exclSmed the old Woman, gazing after 
them. “Marry, thou art not civil, if thou callest me so, I 
will call thee Davy!* I will see whither they go, however;” 
and thus saying, at the utmost speed she could muster, she 
followed the men who were dragging poor Ella Brune along, 
calling in vain for help; for the houses in that part of the 
suburb were few, and principally consisted either of the large 
Gothic mansions of the nobiuty, shut in within their own gates- 
and surrounded by gardens, or the inns of the prelates, iso¬ 
lated in the same manner. Whither they were dragging her 
the old woman could not divine; for she thought it unlikely 
that any of the persons who dwelt in that neighbourhood 

* A common exprsnlcm of die lower cluMa of Londoner! in old tlmM. 
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•would sanction such a ■violent act. Ella herself, however, 
knew right well, for she had taken the same road the day 
before, on her brief visit to Sir Simeon of Koydon. Peril and 
wandering, and sad chances of various kinds, such as seldom 
are the lot of one so young, had taught her to remark every 
particular that passed before her eyes with a precision which 
fixed things in her memory that might have escaped the sight 
of others; and she had seen the snake embroidered on the 
breast and back of the knight's servants, and recognised the 
badge instantly on those who held her. 

As she expected, the meu stopped at the gates of the house, 
which were open, and dragged her into the court; but her 
cries and her resistance ceased the moment she had reached 
that place, for she knew that they were both in vain, and 
made up her mind from that moment to the course which she 
had to pursue. 

“Ha, hal pretty maiden!” said the man who had first 
spoken to her. “ You are now willing to go, are you? Our 
lord is not lightly to be refused a visit from any fair dame. 
Come, come, I can manage her now, Pilcher; you stay at the 
foot of the stairs. Will you come willingly, girl, or must we 
carry you?" 

“I will come,” answered Ella Brunc; “not willingly, but 
because I must;" and with the man still holding her hv the 
arm, she mounted one of the flights of stairs which led straight 
from the court-yard to the rooms above. Following a long 
corridor, or gallery, lighted by a large window at the end, 
the man led her from the top of the stairs towards the hack 
part of the house, and opening a door on the right, bade her 
go in. After one hasty glance around, which showed her that 
at was, vacant, she entered the small cabinet which was before 
Ver, find the door was immediately shut and locked. She 
■how found herself in a dark and gloomy chamber, which pro¬ 
bably had been originally intended either for secret con¬ 
ferences or for a place of meditation and prayer, where the 
eye could not distract the mind by catching any of the objects 
without; for the only window which it possessed was so high 
up in the wall that the cill was above the eyes of any person 
of ordinary height. Ihere was but one door, too—that by 
which she had entered; and the whole of the walls of the 
room were covered with black oak, of which also the beams 
overhead were formed. A few chairs and a small table com¬ 
posed the only furniture which it contained; and Ella paused 
in the midst, leaning upon the table in deep thought. Her 
' mind, indeed, was bent only on one point. What were the 
purposes of Sir Simeon of Boydon she did not even ask her¬ 
self; for she knew right well that they were evil. Not did 
she consider what she should answer, or how she should act; 
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for a strong and resolute mind judges and decides with a ra¬ 
pidity marvellous in the eyes of the slow and hesitating; and 
her determination was already formed. Her only inquiry 
was, what were the means of escape from the chamber in 
which she had been placed, what was its position in regard to 
the apartments which she had visited on the previous day, 
and which had appeared to be those usually occupied by 
Roy don himself. 

After thinking for some moments, and retracing with the 
aid of memory every step she had taken in the house, both 
on that morning and the day before, she judged, and judged 
rightly, that the chamber in which she had seen the knight 
must join that in which she now stood, though she had 
reached it by another entrance. The sound of voices, which 
she soon after heard speaking in a different direction from the 
gallery, confirmed her in that belief; for though she could 
not distinguish any of the words, she felt convinced that the 
tones were those of Sir Simeon of Roydon, and of the man 
who had brought her thither. 

At length the speakers ceased, a door opened and shut, and 
then the key was turned in the lock of that which gave en¬ 
trance to the room where she was confined. As she expected, 
the next moment Sir Simeon of Roydon stood before her, 
bearing a sort of laughing triumph in his face, which only in¬ 
creased her abhorrence. He was advancing quickly, as if to 
take her hand, but she drew back, with her eyes fixed upon 
him, saying— 

“ Come not too near, sir. ’ I am somewhat dangerous at 
times, when I am offended.” 

“Why, what folly is this, my sweet Ella!” said the knight; 
“my people tell me that you have resisted like a young 
wolf.” 

“You may find me more of a wolf than you suppose,” re¬ 
plied Ella Brune, coldly. 

“Nay,” answered Sir Simeon, “we have ways of taming 
wolves; but 1 seek nothing but your good and happiness, 
foolish girl! Is it not much better for you to live in comfort 
and luxury, with rich garments, and dainty food, and glowing 
wine; to lie soft, and have no task but to sing, and play, and 
please yourself, than to wander about over the wide world, 
the sport of’prentices or the companion of ruffians?” 

“There are ruffians in all stations,” rejoined Ella Brune; 
“else had I not been here.” 

The cheek of the knight glowed with an angry spot; but 
then again he laughed the moment after, in a tone more of 
mockery than of merriment, saying— 

“We will tame thee, pretty wolf! we will tome thee. Thoa 
showest thy white teeth; but thou wilt not bite." 
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“Be not sure of that,” answered Ella Brune. “I know 
well howto defend^myself, should need be, and have done 
so before now.” 

“Well, we will see,” replied Sir Simeon. “It takes some 
•time to break a horse or hound, or train a hawk; and you 
shall have space allowed you. All soft and kindly entertain¬ 
ment shall you have. With me shall you eat and drink, and 
talk and sing, if you will. You shall have courtship, like a 
lady of the land, to try whether gentle means will do. But 
Shark me, pretty Ella: if they will not, we must try others. I 
am resolved that you shall be mine by force, if not by kind¬ 
ness.” 

“You dare not use it!" answered Ella Brune. 

“And why not?” demanded the knight, with a haughty 
smile. “ I have done more daring things than vanquish a coy 
XQaidcn." 

“I know you have,” said Ella Brune, in a grave and fear¬ 
less tone; “but I will tell yon why not. First, because, 
■whatever be your care, it would come to the king’s cars, and 
yon would pay for it with your head. Next, because 1 carry 
about me wherewithal to defend myself;” and putting her 
hand into her bosom, she drew forth a small short broad- 
bladcd knife, in a silver case. “This is my only friend left 
me here,” she continued; “and you may think, perchance, 
most gallant knight, and warrior upon women, that this, in 
so weak a hand as mine, is no very frightful weapon. But 
let me tell you that it was tempered in distant lands, ay, and 
anointed too; and you had better far give, your heart to the 
bite of the most poisonous snake that crawls the valley of 
Egypt than receive the lightest scratch from this. The”hilt 
is always at hand: so, beware!” 

“Oh! we have antidotes," replied the knight; “antidotes 
for everything but love, sweet maid; and I swear by your 
own bright eyes that you shall be mine; so ’tis vain to re¬ 
sist. Yon shall have three days of tenderness* and then I 
may take a different tone.” 

As he spoke some one knocked for the second time: the 
first li:ul been unheeded. The knight turned to the door, and 
opened it, demanding impatiently, “What is it?” 

“The Lord Combe and Sir Harry Alsover are in the 
court, desiring to speak with you,” replied' the servant who 
appeared. 

“ Well, take them up to the other chamber,” answered the 
knight; and without saying more to his fair captive, he quitted 
tiie room, and once more locked the door. 

■The moment he was in the corridor, however, lie stopped, 
saying, in a meditative tone, “Stay, Easton!” JIc hesitated 
lor an instant, asking himself whether it were worth his while 
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to pursue this course any farther for a low minstrel girl, 
against such unexpected resistance. 

The hand of heaven, almost always, in its great mercy, 
easts obstacles in the way of the gratification of our baser 
passions, which give us time tor thought and for repentance; 
so that, in almost every case, if we commit sin or crime, it is 
with the perverse determination of conquering both impedi¬ 
ments and conviction. Conscience is seldom, if ever, left un¬ 
aided by circumstances. But the wicked find, in those very 
circumstances which oppose their course, motives for pursuing 
it more fiercely. 

“No!” said Sir Simeon of Roydon to himself; “by-! 

■she shall not conquer me! Tell the king! She shall never 
have the means; lor 1 will either tame her, till she be but my 
bird, to sing what note I please, or I will silence her tongue 
effectually. To be conquered by a woman! No, no! She is 
very lovely, and her lion look is worth all the soft simpering 
smiles on earth. Ilark ye, Easton! There is a druggist, down 
by the Vintry, with whom I have had some dealings in days 
of yore. This girl has a poisoned dagger about her, which 
must be got from her. ’Tis a marvel she used it not on yon, 
as you brought her along, for she drew it forth on me but 
now. The man’s name is Tyler, and he would sell his soul 
for gold. Tell him that I have need of some cunning drug to 
make men sleep: to sleep, I say; understand me, not to die; 
to sleep so sound, however, that a light touch, or a low tone, 
would not awaken them. It must have as little taste as may 
be, that we may put it in her drink, or in her food; and then, 
while she sleeps, we’ll draw the lion’s teeth. He will give 
you anything for a noble;” and, after these innocent direc¬ 
tions, the knight betook himself to the chamber whither he 
had directed his friends to he brought, and was soon in full 
tide of laughter and merriment at aS the idle stories of the 
court. 



118 


AG INCOURT. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

THE REMEDY. 

Nearly opposite to the old, half ruined gate of the Temple, 
there commenced, in the days I speak of, a very narrow lane, 
which wound up northward, till it joined the place now called 
Holborn, passing, in its course, under the walls of the inn, or 
house, of the Bishop of Lincoln, round his garden wall, and 
through the grounds of the Old Temple-house, inhabited by 
the Knights Templars before they built a dwelling for them- 
selves by the banks of the Thames. This Temple-house, 
still called the Old Temple in the reign of Henry V. had 
been abandoned by the brethren in the year 1184, or there¬ 
abouts. For some time it was used to lodge any of the frater¬ 
nity who might visit England from foreign countries, when 
the new building was too full to afford them accommodation; 
but gradually this custom ceased, even before the suppression 
of the order, and at its dissolution the Old Temple fell into 
sore decay. When the lands of the Templars were afterwards 
granted to the Knights of St. John, certain portions of the 
building, and several of the out-buildings, were granted by 
them to various artisans, who found it more convenient to 
carry on their several pursuits beyond the actual precincts of 
the city of London. One large antique gate, of heavy archi¬ 
tecture, with immense walls, and with rooms in either of the 
two towers which flanked the lane I have mentioned, was 
tenanted by an armourer, who had erected his stithy behind, 
and who stored his various completed arms in the chamber on 
the right of the gate, where the porter had formerly lodged. 
Over the window of this room was suspended, under a rude 
pent-house of straw, to keep it from the rain, a huge casque, 
indicative of the tenant’s profession; and’, at about eight 
o’clock of the same morning on which Richard of Woodville 
quitted London, a little cavalcade, consisting of a tall gaunt 
old man on a strong black horse, a young lady on a white 
fennet, and three stout yeomen, rode slowly up to the gate¬ 
house, and drew their bridles there, pansing to gaze for a 
moment or two through the deep arch at the forge beyond, 
where the flame glowed and. the anvil rang, throwing a red 
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glare into the shadowy door-way, and drowning the sound of 
the horses’ feet. 

“Halloo! Launcelot Plasse!” cried old Sir Fhilip Beau¬ 
champ, in as loud a tone as he thought needful to call the 
attention of the person he wanted; “ halloo!” 

But the Cyclops within went on with their hammering; and 
after another ineffectual effort to make them hear, the good 
knight called up his men to hold the horses, and lifting Maty 
Markham as lightly to the ground as if she had been but the 
weight of a feather, he said, “We must go in and bellow in 
this deaf man’s ear till we outdo his own noise. Stay here, 
Mary, I will rouse him,” and advancing through the open 
gatel he seized the bare ami of the armourer, exclaiming, 

“ What, Launcelot! wonldst thou brain me? Why, how now, 
man! has the roaring of thine own forge deafened thee?” 

The elderly white-headed man to whom he spoke turned 
round and gazed at him, leaning his strong muscular arm 
upon his hammer and wiping the drops from his brow. “By- 
St. .Tude!” lie cried, after a moment’s consideration, “I think 
it is Sir Philip Beauchamp. Yet your head is as white as the 
ashes, and when I knew him it was a grizzled black, like paul- 
drons traced with silver lines; and you are mighty thin and 
bony for stout Sir Philip, whose right hand would have knocked 
down an ox!” 

“Fifteen years, Launcelot! fifteen years!” answered the 
knight; “ they bend a stout frame as thou beatest out a bit of 
iron; and if my head be white, thy black hairs are more easy 
to be counted than found. Yet both our arms might do some 
service in their own way yet.” 

“ Well,' I am glad to see you again, noble knight,” replied 
the armourer, “though I thought that it would be no more 
betbre you and I went our ways to dust. But what lack you? 
There must be some wars toward to bring an old knight to 
stithy; for well I wot you are not going to buy a tilting suit, 
or do battle for a fair lady. God send us some good whole ¬ 
some wars right soon! We have had nothing lately but the 
emprise of tne Duke of Clarence. King Harry the Fourth 
got tired of his armour; pray heaven his son love the weight 
better, or I must let the forge cool, and that were a shame:" 

“ Nay, ’tis not for myself,” replied Sir Philip. “ I have more 
arms, Launcelot, than ever I shall don in life again. My next 
suit, unless the king make haste, will be in the chancel of the 
church at Abbot’s Ann. What I want is for my nephew, 
Dickon of Woodville; he is going to foreign lands in search 
of renown; and I would fain choose him a suit myself, for 
you know I am somewhat of a judge in steel.” 

“ You were always accounted so, nobite sir," replied the 
armourer, with a grave and important face, “ and, if you had 
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not been a knight, might have taken my trade out of my 
hands. But whither does Childe Richard go? We must 
know that; for every land has its own arms, and it would not 
do to give for Italy what is good for France, nor for Palestine 
what would suit Italy.” 

The cld knight informed him that his nephew was first to 
visit Burgundy; and the armourer exclaimed, with a well- 
satisfied air, “Then I can provide him to a point; for 1 have 
Burgundian arms all read}', even to flaming swords, if he must 
have them; but ! tis a foolish and fanciful weapon, far less ser¬ 
viceable tban the good straight edge and point. But come, 
Sir Philip, let us go info the armoury. ’Tis well nigh cram¬ 
med full, for gentlemen buy little, and yet I go on hammering 
with my men till 1 have put all the money that I got in the 
wars into arms." 

Thus saying, he covered himself with the leathern jerkin, 
which he had cast off while at work, and returned with his old 
■acquaintance to the room in which the various pieces of ar¬ 
mour that he kept ready were preserved. Sir Philip called 
Mary Markham to assist in the choice, hut it soon became 
evident to both that no selection could be made in good 
Launcclot Plasse’s armoury; for not only was the room, to 
their eyes, as dark as the pit of Acheron, but the armour was 
piled up in such confused heaps that it was hardly possible to 
take a step therein without stumbling over breast-plate or 
bascinet, pauldrons or brassieres. 

“Fie, Launcclot, fie!” cried Sir Philip; “this is a sad de¬ 
ranged show. Why, a stout man-at-arms always keeps his 
armour in array.” 

“ When he has room and time, Sir Philip,” answered the 
man, “ but here I have ‘neither. However, yon and the fair 
lady go forth under the arch, and I will bring you out what is 
wanted. Here, knave Martin!” he continued, calling one of 
his men from the forge, “ bring out the great bench, and set, it 
under the gate, quick! What is your nephew’s height, Sir 
Philip?” 

■ “ What my own used to be,” replied the old knight; “ six 
feet and hall-an-inch; and there is his measure round the 
waist.” 

The bench was soon brought forward, being nothing else 
than a large solid table some six inches fliick; and by it 
Sir Philip Beauchamp and fair Mary Markham took their sta¬ 
tion, while Launcelot Plasse, with the aid of one of his men, 
dug out, from the piles within, various pieces of armour which 
he thought might suit the taste of his old customer, laying 
them down at the door, to be brought forward as required. 
The first article, however, that he carried to the bench was a 
cuirass of one piece, evidently old; for not only was it some- 
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•what rusty about the angles, but in the centre there was a 
large rough-edged hole. 

“Why, what is this?" exclaimed Sir Philip; “this will 
never do!" 

“Nay, it has done and left undone enough,” replied the 
armourer. “ I brought it but to show you. In that placcate 
was killed Harry Hotspur. I do not say that was the hole 
that let death in"; tor men aver that it was a stab in the throat 
with a coustcl, when he was down, that slew him; but the blow 
that made that bore him to the ground, otherwise Shrewsbury 
field might have gone differently. Now I will fetch the rest. 
You see, fairest lady, what gentlemen undergo for the love of 
praise and your bright eyes.” 

Thus saying, he took back the breast-plate, and bronght 
forward, supported on his arm, one of the bascincts or casques 
worn in the field, which were lighter and considerably smaller 
than the jousting helmets. It was of a round or globular 
shape, with a small elevation at the top, ill which to fix the 
feathers then usually displayed; and on the forehead was a 
plate or band of white enamel, inscribed with the words, “Ave 
Maria.” Sir Philip Beauchamp made Fome objections to the 
form; but Mary Markham, after she had read the inscription,- 
pronounced in favour of the liascinct; and the armourer him¬ 
self had so much to say of its defensive qualities, of the ex¬ 
cellent invention of making the ventaillc rise by plates from 
below, and of the temper of the steel, that Sir Philip, after 
having examined it minutely, waived his objections. The 
price being fixed, the body armour to match was brought for¬ 
ward, piece by piece, and laid upon the bench. It was of 
complete plate, as was now the custom of the day, but yet 
many pieces of the old chain hauberk were retained to cover 
tbe joinings of the different parts. Thus, beneath the gorget, 
■or camail, which covered the throat, was a sort of tippet 
formed of interlaced rings of steel, to hang down over the 
cuirass and afford additional protection; while at the same 
time, from the tassets which terminated the cuirass, hung a 
broad edge of the same, to complete their junction with the 
cuiesards, or thigh-pieces. 

This arrangement pleased the old knight very much; for it 
was a remnant of the customs of ancient times, when he him¬ 
self was young, and which totally disappeared before many 
years were over; but with the cuirass he quarrelled very 
much, exclaiming, “What! will men never have done with 
their idle fancies? ’Tis bad enough to divide the breast-plate 
into two, and hang the lower part to the upper by that red 
strap and buckle; but what is the use of sticking out the 
breast like .that of a fat-cropped pigeon?” 

“It gives greater use to the arms, noble sir,” replied Laun- 
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celot Plasse, “ and turns a lance much easier, from being quite 
round. Besides, it is the fashion of the court of Burgundy: 
and no noble gentleman could well appear there without. 
The palettes, too, you see, are shaped like a fan, and gilt with 
quaint figures at the corners. It cost me nine days to make 
these palettes alone, and the genouilliercs, which have the 
same work upon them. Then the pauldrons: see how they 
arc artfully turned over at the top of the shoulder with a gilt 
bordure." 

“And, pray, what may that be for?” demanded the old 
knight; “ we "had no such tricks in my days to make a man 
look like a cray-fish.” 

“That is to give the arm fuller sweep and sway, either with 
axe or sword,” answered the armourer. “You can thus raise 
your hand quite up to your very crest, which you could never 
do before, since pauldrons were invented.” 

“ We used to give good stout strokes in the year eighty,” 
rejoined Sir Philip Beauchamp, “as you well know, Master 
Launcelot. But hoys must have boys’ things; so let it pass: 
but, what between one piece and another, it will take a man 
an hour to get into his harness, with all these buckles and 
straps. But I will tell you what, Master Launcelot: i will 
have no tuilles over the cuissards; they were a barbarous and 
unnatural custom, and very inconvenient too. 1 was once 
nearly thrown to the ground in Gascony by the point catch¬ 
ing the saddle as I mounted.” 

“ Oh! they are quite gone out of use,” replied the armourer, 
“and we now either make the tassets long, or add a guinon of 
mail, coming down to the thighs.” 

The jambes or heavy steel boots, the sollerets or coverings 
for the feet, the brassards, gauntlets, and vambraces, were 
then discussed and purchased, not without some chaffering on 
the part of the old knight, who was a connoisseur in the price 
as well as in the fashion of armour; but Launcelot. Plasse had 
so much to say in favour of his commodities, that he obtained 
very nearly the sum he demanded. 

lie then proceeded to prove to Sir Philip Beauchamp that 
the suit would not be complete without the testiere, the chau- 
fron, and the manefairc and poitral of the horse to correspond; 
and though his customer was not inclined.to spend any more 
money, yet a soft word or two from Mary Markham won the 
day for the armourer, and he was directed to bring forth the 
horse armour for inspection. 

While he and his men were busy fulfilling this command, 
the old knight turned, hearing some one speaking eagerly, and 
apparently imploringly, to his attendants; and seeing an old 
woman poorly dressed conversing with them, he inquired, 
“ What does the woman want, Hugh?" 
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“Ah! noble sir,” replied the old dame, “ if you would but 
interfere, it might save sin and wrong. I have just seen a 
poor girl dragged away by two men up to a house in the lane, 
called Burwasli House, where they have taken her in against 
her will.” 

“Ha!” cried Sir Philip Beauchamp; “why, he is an old 
and reverend man, my good Lord of Burwasli, and will not 
suil'er such things in his mansion. I will send up one of the 
men to tell him.” 

“The noble lord is not there, fair sir,” replied the woman; 
“ but he has lent his house to some gay knight, whose men do 
what they please with the poor people. ’Tis but yesterday 
my own child was struck by one of them.” 

“ If there be wrong done, you must go to the officers of the 
duchy, good woman,” answered the knight, whose blood was 
cold with age, and who could be prudent till he was chafed. 
11 1 will send one of the yeomen with you to get you a hearing. 
These things should be amended; but when kings’ sons will 
beat the citizens, and brawl hi Cheapc, there is no great 
hope.” 

“Good faith, Sir Philip!” cried the armourer, who had just 
come forth, bearing the manefaire upon his arm, “if it be the 
Duke of Clarence you speak of, and his brother John, ’twas 
they got beaten, and did not beat. We Londoners are sturdy 
knaves, and take not drubbings patiently, whether from lord, 
or prince.” 

“ And you arc right too,” replied the old knight; “ men are 
not made to be the sport of other men. But what’s to be done 
about this girl, Launcelot? You know the customs here bet¬ 
ter than I do. The good woman says they have carried a 
girl off against her will to Burwasli House here, hard by.” 

‘ 1 Why, that’s the back of it,” cried Launcelot Plasse. “ The 
old lord is not there, but hi his stead one Sir Simeon of lioy- 
don, who, if I mistake not, will never win much renown by 
stroke of lance. Wait a minute, my good woman, till I have 
sold my goods, and then I and my men will go up with you, 
and set the girl free v or it shall go hard, if you arc certain she 
was taken against her will.” 

“ She shrieked loud enough to make you all hear,” replied 
the old woman. 

“ I thought there was a noise when we were hammering at 
the back-piece,” observed one of the men. 

“ I heard nothing,” said Launcelot Plasse. 

“ Oh! go at once, go at once!” cried Mary Markham; “you 
know not how she may be treated. We can wait till you re¬ 
turn. Send the men with them, dear Sir Philip.” 

“I will go myself, Mary,” replied the knight. “Come 
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*long, my men; leave one with the horses, and the rest 
■follow.” 

“I am with yon, Sir Philip,” cried the armourer. “Bring 
your hammers, lads! we will make short work of oaken 
doors.” 

But ere Sir Philip Beauchamp had taken two steps up the 
lane, the casement of a large window in the house which had 
been pointed out was thrown suddenly open, and a woman's 
head appeared. The cill of the window was some twelve or 
fourteen feet from the ground; but, to the surprise of all, 
■without seeming to pause for a moment, the girl whom they 
beheld set her foot upon it, caught the iron bar which ran 
down the middle of the casement, seemed to twist something 
round it, and then suffered herself to drop, hanging liy her 
hands, first from the bar, and then from a scarf. 

She was still some five or six feet from the ground, how¬ 
ever; and Mary Markham, who had been watching eagerly, 
clasped her hands and turned away her head. Sir Philip 
Beauchamp, and the men who accompanied him. paused, and 
they could hear a voice from within exclaim, “Follow her 
like light, by the hack door! She will to the king, and that 
were ruin. What fear you, fool? She has broken the dagger 
in the lock, do you not see?” 

As he spoke, the girl, after a momentary hesitation, during 
which she hung suspended by the hands, wavering with the 
motion which she had given herself in dropping from above, 
let go her hold, and sank to the ground. Fortunately the 
lane was soft and sandy, and she fell light; coming down, 
indeed, upon one knee, but. instantly starting up again unhurt. 

She then gazed wildly round her for an instant, and put 
her hand to her head, as if asking herself whitlier she should 
■fly; but- the sight of the old knight and his companions, and 
the sound of an opening door on the other side, brought her 
indecision quickly to an end, and, running rapidly forward, 
■she .cast herself at Sir Philip Beauchamp’s feet, embracing his 
knee, and crying, “ Save me! save me, noble sir!” 

At the moment she reached the good old man, two stout 
fellows, who had rushed from a door in the wall, and followed 
her at foil speed, were within two paces of her; and one of 
them caught her by the arm, even at thcJcnight’s feet, as he 
was in the act of commanding him to keep aloof. 

“Stand back, fellow!” thundered Sir Philip Beauchamp, 
with the blood coming up into his withered cneek; and the 
next moment, in the midst of an insolent reply, he struck the 
knave in the face with his clenched fist, knocking him back¬ 
wards all bloody to the ground. 

The other man, who had more than once accompanied Sir 
Simeon of lloydon to Dnnbury, and recognised its lord, slunk 
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back to the house, stopped some others who were following, 
and then hastened in, to tell his master in whom Ella Brune 
had found a protector. 

The man who had been knocked down rose, gazed fiercely 
at the knight, and then looked beliind him for support; - but, 
seeing his companions retreating, he too retrod his steps, not 
without muttering some threats of vengeance; while»the old 
armourer cried after him, “Never show your fhces again in 
the lane, knaves, or we will hide you back like hounds, or 
pound you like strayed swine.” 

In the mean while, Sir Philip had raised up the poor girl; 
and Mary Markham was soothing her tenderly, as Ella, 
finding herself safe, gave way to the tears which her strong 
resolution had repressed in the actual moment of difficulty 
and danger. 

“ (Jome,^omc; do not weep, poor thing!” said the knight, 
laving his Ta^ge bony hand upon her shoulder. “ We will 
take care of you. Who is it that has done this?” 

“A bad man, called Simeon of ltoydon," replied Ella 
Brune, wiping away her tears. 

“We know him,” said Mary Markham, in a kindly tone; 
“and do not love him, my poor girl.” 

“And I have cause to love him less, noble lady,” replied 
Ella Brune, waving her head mournfully. “ ’Tis but two 
nights ago he killed the last friend 1 had; and now he would 
have wronged me shamefully.” 

“ Killed him!” exclaimed Mary; “what! murdered him?” 

“'Twas the same as murder,” replied the girl; “he rode 
him down in a mad frolic: a poor blind man. lie is not yet 
in his grave.” 

“Come, come, he comforted!” said Sir Philip. “Let us 
hear how all this chanced.” 

“ We will be your friends, poor girl," added Mary Mark¬ 
ham ; and then, turning to the old knight, she asked, in a low 
tone, “can we not take her home with us?” 

Sir Philip gazed at the minstrel’s girl from head to foot, 
and then shrugged his shoulders slightly, with a significant 
look, as he remarked her somewhat singular dress. 

“Nay, nay,” said Mary Markham, in the same low tone; 
“ do not let that stop you. noble friend. There may be some 
good amongst even them.” 

“ Well, be it as you will, Mary,” answered the old knight; 
“she must be better than she looks, to do as she has done. 
Come, poor thing; you shall go home with us, and there tell 
us more. Wait till I have finished the purchase of this har¬ 
ness, and we will go along back to Westminster; though liow 
to take you through the streets in that guise 1 do not well 
know.” 
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“ Get a boat, sir, at a landing by the Temple,” said Launce- 
Jot Plasse, “ and send the horses by land.” 

“A good thought,” replied the knight; and thus it was 
arranged, the whole party returning to the armourer’s shop, 
and thence, after the bargain was made, and all directions 
were given, proceeding to the water-side, where a boat was 
soon procured, which bore them speedily to the landing-place 
at Westminster. 


CHAPTER XV. 

OTE PILGRIM. 

One morning, while the events which I have lately detailed 
were passing in the city of London, a man in a long brown 
gown, noth a staff in bis baud, a cross upon his shoulder, 
and a cockle-shell in his hat, walked slowly, and apparently 
wearily, into the little village of Abbot’s Ann, and sat himself 
down on a stone bench before the reeve’s door. 

Recognising the pilgrim from some Cir distant land as she 
looked out of her easement window, the good dame, with the 
charitable spirit of the age, took him forth some broken 
victuals and a cup of ale, and inquired what news he brought 
from over sea. The wanderer, however, seemed more in¬ 
clined to ask than answer questions, and was apparently full 
of wonder and amazement at Ac tragic story, which lie had 
just heard, he said, of the death of the Lady Catherine Beau¬ 
champ. lie prayed the good woman, for love and for cha¬ 
rity’s sake, to tell him all about it; and she, very willing to 
gratify him—lor every country gossip gains dignity while tell¬ 
ing a horrible tale—began at the beginning of the affair as far 
as she knew it; and related how, just on the night after the 
last Glutton Mass, as Childe Richard of Woodville, their 
lord’s nephew, was riding down the road with a friend, he 
beard a shriek, and, on hurrying to the water, found the body 
of the poor young lady floating down the stream; how the two 
gentlemen bore her to the chanter’s cottage, and how marks 
were found upon her person, which seemed to prove that she 
had come to her death by unfair means. 

“And has the murderer been discovered, sister?” inquired 
the old pilgrim. 

“Alas, no!" replied the reeve’s wife; “there have been 
whispers about, but nothing certain.” 

“Ay, murder will out, sooner or later!” answered the pil- 
friin. “And whom did the whispers point at?" 
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“Nay,” replied Dame Julian, “I know not that I ought to 
say; but to a reverend man like you, who have visited the 
shrine of St. James, there can be no harm in speaking of these 
things, especially as we all know that the whispers are false. 
Well, then—but you must tell nobody what I say—the lady’s 
own lover—husband, indeed, I 1 might call him, for they were 
betrothed by holy church—has been accused of having done 
the deed; but every one who knows Sir Harry l)acre is right 
sure that he would have sooner cut off both his hands; and, 
besides, the miller of Clatford Mill told me, ’twas but yester¬ 
day morning, that, haif-an-honr before sunset, on that very 
day when all this happened, he saw Sir Harry at his own 
place, and opened the gate lor him to go through. lie re¬ 
membered it, he said, because the knight had torn his hand 
with a nail in the gate, by trying to open it without dismount¬ 
ing; and as soon as he was-through, he rode on towards Wey 
Hill, which is quite away from here.” 

“Might he not have come back again by some other road?” 
asked the pilgrim. 

“No,” answered Dame Julian; “not without going four 
miles round; and, besides, the miller told me that his man 
Job saw the knight, half-an-hour alter, at the top of Wey 
Hill, halting his horse and gazing at the sun setting. Now, 
that’s a good way off, and this deed was done just after close 
of day.” 

“Then that clears him,” replied the pilgrim; “but is there 
no one else suspected?” 

The goad woman shook her head, and he added: “Was 
nobody seen about here who might have had cause to wish, 
the lady ill?" 

“None,” said Dame Julian, with a low laugh, “but one 
who might perhaps wish her dead; for he got all her wealth, 
which was prodigious, they say.” 

“Ay! was he seen about, then?" demanded the pilgrim; 
“there might be suspicion there.” 

“Why,” said the reeve’s wife, “he was staying up at the 
1 fall, and passed homeward about three. It might be a little 
later, but not much. What became of him afterwards 1 do 
not know; and yet, now I think of it, he must have remained 
in the place some time, for he was seen an hour after, or more, 
by a girl, who asked me who he was.” 

“’Tis a wonder she did not know him,” said the pilgrim, 
“if>hc lives in this place.” 

“Hut that she does not,” answered Dame Julian. “She 
dwells a good way off, and was here by chance.” 

. “Ay, ’tis a sad tale, indeed!” rejoined her companion; “but 
I must go, good dame. Gramercy for your bounty! But tell 
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me: I saw an abbey as 1 came along; hare they any famous 
relics there?” 

“Ay, that they hare!” rejoined the reeve’s wife, with a look 
of pride. “ Our abbey is as rich in relics as any other in 
England;” and she began an enumeration of all the valuable 
things that it contained: amongst which, the objects that she 
seemed to set the greatest store by, were a finger of St. Luke 
the Evangelist, the veil of the Blessed Virgin, and one of the 
ribs of St. Ursula. 

The pilgrim declared that he must positively go and visit 
•them, as he never passed any holy relies without sanctifying 
himself by their touch. 

He accordingly took liis way towards the Abbey direct, and 
visited and prayed at the several shrines which the church 
contained, having secured the company and guidance of one 
of the monks, who were always extremely civil and kind to 
pilgrims and palmers, when they did not come exactly in the 
guise of beggars. The prescut pilgrim was of a very different 
quality; and lie completely won the good graces and admira¬ 
tion of the attendant monk; not so much, indeed, by the de¬ 
votion with which lie told his beads and repeated his prayers, 
as by his generosity in laying down a large piece of silver be¬ 
fore tjie rib of St. Ursula, another at the shrine of ht. Luke, 
and a small piece of gold opposite to the veil of the Blc.-seil 
Virgin. 

Having thus prepared the way, the stranger proceeded to 
open a conversation with the monk, somewhat similar to that 
which he had held with Dame Julian, the reeve’s wife; and 
now a torrent of information flowed in upon him: for Ids 
oompanion had been "one of tile brethren who accompanied 
the abbot to the cottage whither the body of Catherine Beau¬ 
champ had been carried. The-tale, however, though told with 
much loquacity, furnished but few particulars beyond those 
which the pilgrim had already gained; l'or the motile appeared 
a meek, good man, who took everything as he found it, and 
deduced but little from anything that lie heard. All that he 
knew, indeed, he was ready to tell; but lie had neither readi¬ 
ness nor penetration sufficient to gather much information, or 
to sift the corn from the chaff. 

The pilgrim seemed somewhat disappointed, for lie was ccr- 
taiuly anxious to hear more; and he was on the eve of leaving 
the church unsatisfied, when he beheld another monk pacing 
the opposite aisle, with a grave and even dull air. lie was 
an old man, with a short, thin, white beard, ami heavy fea¬ 
tures, which, till one examined closely, gave an expression of 
stupidity to his whole countenance, only relieved by the 
small, elephant-like eye, which sparkled brightly under its 
shaggy cyebrotv. 
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“What brother is that?” demanded the pilgrim, looking 
across the church. 

“Oh! that is brother Martin,” replied the monk; “a dull 
and silent man, from whom you will get nothing. He is 
skilled in drugs and medicines, it is true. His cell is like an 
alchemist’s shop; but we all think he must have committed 
some great sin in days of old, tor half his time is spent in 
prayers and penances, and the other half in distilling liquors, 
or roasting lumps of clay and other stuffs in crucibles and fur¬ 
naces. ’Tis rather hard the lord abbot favours him so much, 
and has granted him two cells, the best in the whole monas¬ 
tery, to follow these vain studies, which, in my mind, come 
near to magic and sorcery. I saw him once, with my own 
eyes, make a piece of paper, cut in the shape of a man, dance 
upright, as if it had life.” 

“I will speak to him,” said the pilgrim, “and will soon let 
you know if there he anything forbidden in his studies; lor I 
have been in lands full of witches and sorcerers, and have 
learnt to discover them in an. instant." 

“ ’Tis a marvel if he answers you at all,” replied the monk; 
“for lie's ns silent as a frog; but, I pray you, let me hear 
what you think of him.” 

“Av, that I will,” rejoined the stranger: “but you must 
keep away while wc talk together, lest the presence of another 
might close his lips. 1 will seek you out afterwards, brother; 
1 think your name is Clement? so the porter told me.” 

“The same, the same,” replied the monk. “I will go to 
the refectory.” But, before lie went, he paused for a minute 
or two, and watched the pilgrim crossing the nave, and ad¬ 
dressing brother Martin. At first, he seemed to receive no 
answer but a monosyllable. The next instant, however, much 
to his surprise, Clement saw the silent brother turn round, 
gaze intently upon the pilgrim’s face, and then enter into an 
eager conversation with him. What was the subject of which 
they spoke he could not divine, or, rather, what was the secret 
by which the pilgrim had contrived to break the charmed 
taciturnity of silent brother Martin; and his curiosity was so 
much excited that he thought lit to cross over also, though 
with a slow and solemn step, in order to benefit by this rare 
accident. The small, clear, gray eye of brother Martin, how¬ 
ever, caught Clement’s movements in a moment, and laying 
his hand upon the sleeve of the pilgrim’s gown, he led him, 
with a quick step, through a small side door that opened into 
the cloister, and thence to his own cell, leaving the inquisitive 
monk, who did not choose to discompose his dignity or shake 
his fat sides by rapid motion, behind them in the church. 

_ What turn their communications took, "and whether the 
pilgrim discovered or not that brother Martin was addicted to 

I 
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the black art, Clement never learned, for the faithless visitor 
of the abbey totally forgot to fulfil his promise; and when, at 
the end of about two hours, he took his departure, it was by 
the back door leading from the cloister over the fields. The 
high road was at no great distance, and along it he trudged 
with a much more light and active step than that which had 
borne him into the village on his first appearance; so that, 
had good Dame Julian, the reeve’s wife, seen him as he went 
back, she might have been inclined to think that brother 
Martin had employed upon him some magical device, to 
change age into youth. 

About half a mile from Andover, the pilgrim turned a little 
from the road, and sitting down in a neighbouring field, took 
out of his wallet a large kerchief and an ordinary hood; then 
stripped off his brown gown and hat, laying them deliberately 
in the kerchief; and next divested himself of a quantity of 
white hair, which left him with a shock head of a lightish 
brown hue, a short tabard of blue cloth, a stout pair of riding 
boots, and a dagger at his girdle. 

“ So ends my pilgrimage!” said Ned Dyram, as he packed 
up his disguise in the napkin; “and, by my faith, 1 have 
brought home my wallet well stored. Out upon it! am 1 to 
labour thus always for others? No, by my faith! 1 will at 
least keep some of the crusts 1 have* got for myself; and if 
others want them they must pa)' for them. Let ine see; we 
will divide them fairly. Dame Julian and brother Clement 
in one lot; brother Martin in the other. That will do; and if 
aught be said about it hereafter, I will speak the truth, and 
avow that, had I been paid, I would have spoken. Alchemy 
is a great thing; without its aid I could never have transmuted 
brother Martin’s leaden silence into such golden loquacity. 
Why, I have taught the old man more in an hour than lie has 
learned in his life before; and he has given wheat for rye; so 
that we are even.” 

With these sage reflections, Ned Dyram put his packet 
under his arm, and walked on to Andover; where, at a little 
hostelry by the side of the river, he paused and called for his 
horse, which was soon brought. A cup of ale sufficed him 
for refreshment, and after he had drained it to the dregs, he 
trotted off upon the road to London; stilj meditating over all 
that he had learned at Abbot’s Ann and Dunbury Abbey, 
and somewhat hesitating as to the course which he had to 
pursue. 

It would afford little' either of instruction or amusement 
were I to trace all the reflections of a cunning but wayward 
mind; for such was that of Edward Dyram. Naturally pos¬ 
sessed of considerable abilities, quick in acquirements, reten¬ 
tive in memory, keen, observing, dexterous, he might have 
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risen to wealth, and perhaps distinction; for his were not 
talents of that kind which led some of the best scholars of 
that day to beg from door to door, with a certificate of their 
profound science from the chancellors of their universities, 
but of a much more serviceable and worthy kind. A certain 
degree of waywardness of mind and inconstancy of disposition, 
often approaching that touch of insanity which affected, or 
was affected by, those wise men the court fools of almost all 
epochs, and an nnscrupulousness in matters of principle, which 
left Ids conduct often in very doubtful balance between ho¬ 
nesty and knavery, had barred his advancement in all the, 
many walks he had tried. He had strong, and even un¬ 
governable animal impulses also, wliich had more than once 
led him into situations of difficult}", and between which and 
his natural ambition there was the same struggle that fre¬ 
quently took place between his good sense and his folly. He 
laboured hard, not perhaps to govern his passions, bnt rather 
to keep their gratification within safe limits; and he felt a sort 
of ill-will towards himself when they overcame him, which 
generated a cynical bitterness towards others. That bitter¬ 
ness was also increased by a consciousness of not having suc¬ 
ceeded in any course as much as the talents he knew himself 
to possess might have ensured; but it must not be supposed 
for one moment that Ned Dyram ever attributed tbe failure 
of his efforts for advancement to liimsclf. The injustice or 
lolly of others, he thought, or the concurrence of untoward 
circumstances, had alone kept hint in an interior situation. 
Though the king, on his accession to the throne, had extended 
to him greater favour than to any other of those who had 
participated in the wild exploits of his youth, simply because 
Ned Dyram had never prompted or led in any unjustifiable 
act, and bad not withheld the bitterness of bis tongue, even 
from the youthful follies of the prince, yet lie felt a rankling 
disappointment at not having been promoted and honoured, 
without ever suspecting that Henry might have seen in him 
faults or failings that would have rendered him a more dan¬ 
gerous servant to a sovereign than to a private individual. 
Yet such was the case, for that great prince’s eyes were clear¬ 
sighted and keen; and though he had not troubled liitnsclf to 
study all the intricacies of the man’s character, he had per¬ 
ceived many qualities which he believed might be amended 
by mingling with the world in an inferior station, but which 
unfitted the possessor at the time for close attendance upon a 
monarch. 

Ned Dyram, however, though affecting that bluntness 
which is so often mistaken for sincerity, was not without 
sufficient pliancy to conceal his mortification, and to perform 
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TO|CtVy •wVa.tmt task the lung imposed upon him. I do not 
say. indeed, that he proposed to perform it well, unless it 
suited his own views and wishes, lie did the monarch’s bid¬ 
ding with alacrity, because on that lie thought his future 
fortune might depend; but he did not make'up his mind to 
ensure success by diligence, activity, and zeal: satisfying him¬ 
self by saying that “the result must ever depend upon cir¬ 
cumstances;” and one of those circumstances was always, in 
this case, Ned Dyram’s own good-will. 

He had some hesitation, however, and some fear; for there 
was but one man in England whose displeasure he dreaded, 
and that man was the king. But yet 1 would not imply that 
it was his power he feared alone: he feared offending the 
man rather than the monarch, for Henry had acquired over 
him that influence which can be obtained only by a great and 
superior mind over one less large and comprehensive. It. was 
the majesty of that great prince's intellect of which he stood 
in awe, not the splendour of his throne; and perhaps he.inight 
have yielded to the impression, in the present instance, and 
done all that he ought to have done, had he not perceived too 
clearly the feelings which prompted him to do so; for as soon 
as he was conscious that dread of the king was operating to 
drive him in a certain direction, the dogged perversity of his 
nature rose up and dragged him to the contrary side. He 
ealled himself a “ cowed hound;” and, with all the obstinate 
vanity of a wrong-headed man, lie resolved to prove to himself 
that he had no fear, by acting in direct opposition to the dread 
of which he was conscious. 

As the best way of conquering all scruples, lie treated them 
lightly from that moment; quickened his horse’s pace, stopped 
to sup and sleep about fifteen miles from London, and pre¬ 
sented himself at the gates of the palace at an early hour 
next morning. There he was kept waiting for some time, as 
the king was at council; hut at length he was admitted to 
the monarch’s presence; and, in answer to questions which 
evidently showed that he had been sent into Hampshire to 
collect information of a more definite character than had pre¬ 
viously reached Henry’s ears, in regard to the death of 
Catherine Beauchamp, he gave his sovereign at full all the 
tidings he had gained from Dame Julian, the reeve’s wife, 
from brother Clement, and from two or three other persons, 
whom he had seen before he met with those I have mentioned. 
Of brother Martin, however, he said not a word; and Henry 
mused for several minutes without observation. 

“Well,” he said at length, “refresh yourself and your 
horse, Ned; and then go back and join your new lord, llere 
is largess for your service, though I am sorry you have been 
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able to gain no more clear intelligenceand at the same mo¬ 
ment he poured the contents of a small leathern purse, which 
had been lying on the table, into his hand. 

The amount was far larger than Ned Dyram had expected, 
for Henry was one of the most open-handed men on earth; 
and lie paused, looked from the gold to the monarch, and 
seemed about to speak. At that moment, however, the door 
of the room opened, and a young gentleman entered in haste. 
By the stern and somewhat contracted, hut high forehead, 
by the quick, keen eye, and by the compressed lips, Ned 
liyrum instantly recognised Prince John of Lancaster; and, 
at a sign trow the king, he bowed low and quitted the 
presence. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

TIIE NEW FRIENDS. 

Er.t. v BnrN'E sat on a stool at the feet of Mary Markham, on 
the day after Richard of Woodville’s departure from London; 
and certainly a more beautiful contrast was seldom seen than 
between the fair lady and the minstrel girl, as the one told, 
and the other listened to, the tale of the old man’s death, and 
all that had since occurred. The eyes of both were full of 
tears, which did not run over, indeed, but hung trembling on 
tiie eyelid, like drops of summer-dew in the cup of a flower; 
and Mary Markham, with the kind, familiar impulse of sym¬ 
pathy, stretched forth her fair hand twice, and pressed that' 
of her less fortunate companion, as she told tiie tale of her 
sorrows and her sufferings. The poor girl’s heart yearned 
towards her gentle friend, as she remarked her sympathy fot 
all she felt; her grief at the death of the poor old man, her 
pleasure at the conduct of Ella’s generous protector, her in¬ 
dignation at the persecution she had suffered from a man 
whom she herself scorned and despised. But one thing is fi 
be remarked: the name of Sir Simeon of Koydon, Ella spoke 
plainly, and repeated often, during her narrative; but that of 
Richard of Woodville, from some latent feeling in her own 
heart, she shrunk from pronouncing. It might be that the 
meaning looks and smiles of the people of the inn where she 
had visited him, made her believe that others would entertain 
the suspicions or fancies which she imagined that those looks 
implied. It might be that she doubted her own heart, or 
that she knew there really were therein sensations which she 
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dreaded to acknowledge to herself, and still more to expose 
to the eyes of others. Thus she gave him any other desig¬ 
nation than his own name. She called him “the noble 
gentleman who had befriended her,” “her protector,” “her 
benefactor;” everything, in short, but Ilichard of Woodvillc. 

Mary Markham observed this reserve; and as woman’s 
heart, even in the most simple and single-minded, is always 
learned in woman’s secrets, Mary judged, and judged rightly, 
that gratitude was growing up in Ella’s bosom into love. 
,She could very well understand that it should be so; she 
thought it natural; so natural that it could scarce be other¬ 
wise; and what she felt within herself would have made 
her very lenient to passion in others, even had she been more 
harsh and severe than she was. She took a deep interest in 
the poor girl and her whole history, and not less in her grate¬ 
ful love than in any other part thereof; so that she was 
anxious to learn who and what this unnamed benefactor was, 
in order that she might judge whether there was the least 
hope or chance of Ella’s tenderness meeting due return. 

“lie was a generous and noble-hearted knight, indeed,” 
she said; “ more like the ancient chivalry, my poor girl, than 
the heartless nobility of the present, day.” 

“ He is not a knight,” answered Ella, timidly; “ hut I am 
sure he soon will he, for he well deserves his spurs.” 

“And he is young and handsome, of course, Ella?” said 
Mary Markham, with a smile. 

The minstrel girl coloured, but answered nothing; and 
Mary went on, saying, “ But you must tell me his name, Ella; 
I would fain know who is this noble gentleman.” 

Thus plainly asked, Ella Ilrune could not refuse to answer; 
and bending down her bright eyes upon the ground, she said, 
“ His name is Richard of Woodville, lady.” 

She spoke in a tone so low, that the words might have 
been inaudible to any other ear than that of Mary Markham. 
The well-known sound, however, was instantly caught by her, 
producing emotions in her heart such as she had never felt 
before. Hervery breath seemed stopped; her bosom fluttered, 
as if there had been a caged bird within; her cheek turned 
very pale, and then flushed warm again, with the blood spread¬ 
ing in a brighter glow over her fair forehead and her blue- 
veined temples. Hers was not indeed a jealous disposition; 
her nature was too generous and frank to be suspicious 
or distrustful; but it is difficult for any woman’s ear to 
hear that he to whom her whole affections are given is loved 
bv another, and her heart not beat with emotions far from 
pleasurable. 

Yet Mary schooled herself for what she felt; for the slight 
touch of doubt towards Woodville, and of anger towards Ella, 
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•which crossed her bosom for a moment. “ It is not his fault,” 
she thought, “if the girl laves him; nor hers either to love 
him for acts of generous kindness. She is no more to blame 
for such feelings than myself; the same high qualities that 
won my regard might well gain hers. He is too noble, too; 
too true and faithful to trifle with her, or to forget me. Yet, 
would this had not happened! It is strange, too, that he did 
not mention all this to me!” 

But then she remembered how every hour he had spent 
with her had passed, how little time they had found to say 
all that two warm and tender hearts could prompt; how often 
they had been interrupted in the half-finished talc of love; 
how constantly it had been renewed whenever they were 
alone ; and then she thought it not extraordinary at all that 
he had spoken of nothing else. • 

Such thoughts, however, kept her mute, with her eyes 
gazing on the tapestry at the other side of the room; and she 
saw not that Ella, surprised at her silence, had now raised her 
look, and was reading in the countenance, with the skill which 
peril and misfortune soon acquire in this hard world, all that 
was passing in the heart beneath. The poor girl’s face was 
very pale, for she had her emotions too; but yet she was 
calmer than Mary Markham, ior one of the chief sources of 
agitation was wanting in her bosom. She was without hope; 
she might love, but it was love with no expectation. The 
future, which to Mary’s eyes was like the garden of the Iles- 
perides, all hanging with golden fruit, was a desert to poor 
EllaBrune. She had no fear, because she had no hope. She 
had no doubts, because she had no trust. She was externally 
calm, for though there were painful sensations, there was 
no internal contention. She, therefore, it was who spoke 
first. 

“ You know him, lady,” she said, in a sweet, gentle, humble 
tone; “ and if you know him, you love him.” 

“I do know him, answered Mary Markham, with a trem¬ 
bling voice and glowing cheek; “I have known him well for 
years.” 

She paused there; but the moment after, she thought, with 
that generous confidence so often misplaced, but which was 
not so in this instance, “It were better to tell her all, for her 
sake and for mine. If she be good and virtuous, as I think, 
it cannot but lead to good to let her know the whole truth.” 

“Ay, Ella,” she continued aloud, “and you are right: I 
do love him, and he loves me. We have plighted our faith 
to each other, and wait but the consent of others to be more 
happy than we are.” 

A tear trembled in the eye of Ella Brnne; but what were 
■the thoughts that flashed Eke lightning through her mind? 
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“’Hie lady loves him, and she sees I love him too. Jealonsy 
is a strange thing, and a sad pang! She may doubt him, even 
with such a friendless being as I am. I will sweep that doubt 
away;” and with a resigned but gentle smile, looking in 
Mary’s face, she said, “I was sure of it.” 

“Of what, Ella?” asked Mary Markham, with some sur¬ 
prise. 

“That he loved some one, and was beloved again,” replied 
the poor girl; and she repeated, “I was sure of it.” 

“What could make you sure?” asked the lady, gazing at 
her with a less embarrassed look. “He did not tell you, did 
he?" 

“Oh, no!” answered Ella Brune. “All he told me was, 
that he was going afar to Burgundy; and that as he could not 
give me any further protection himself, he would send one ot 
his men to inquire after me, that he might hear I was safe, 

and as happy as fate would let me he; but-” and she 

paused, as if she doubted whether to proceed or not. 

“But what, Ella?" demanded Mary. 

“Why, I was foolish, lady,” said the girl; “and perhaps 
you may think me wrong too, and bold. But when 1 heard 
that lie was going to Burgundy, I cried, ‘ Qh that I wore 
■going with you!’ And 1 told him that I had kinsfolk botli 
in Liege and in Peronne; and then I knew by liis look, and 
what he said, that there was some lady whom he loved, anti 
who loved him.” 

“ llow did that enlighten you?” inquired Mary Markham. 
“Did he refuse you? That were not courteous, 1 think.” 

“No, he did not actually refuse,” answered Ella Bruno, 
“but he said that it might hardly be; and 1 saw lie thought 
that his lady might be jealous; might suspect-” 

Marv Markham put her hand on Ella's with a warm smile, 
and said, “I will neither suspect him nor be jealous of you, 
Ella, though perhaps I might have been," she added; “yes, 
perhaps I might, if I had heard you were with him, and I had 
not known why. Yet I should have been very wrong. Out 
upon such doubts, I say, if they can prevent a true-hearted 
gentleman from doing an act of kindness to a poor girl in her 
need, lest a jealous heart should suspect him! But I will 
write to him, Ella: and yet it is now in vqin; for he has left 
Westminster.” 

Ella gazed at her, smiling. “We know not our own 
hearts,” she said; “and, perhaps, dear lady, you might be 
jealous yet.” 

“No, no!” cried Mary, with one of her own joyous laughs 
again. “Never, now. 1 am of a confiding nature, my poor 
girl; and I soon conquer those bitter enemies of peace called 
doubts." 
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Ella Brane gazed round tlie room. “If I had some instru¬ 
ment, I could sing to you on that theme,” she said. 

“Is'ay, you can sing without, Ella,” replied the lady. “I 
have none here, alas!” 

“Well, I will sing it, then,” answered Ella Brune; “’tia 
an old ditty, and a"simple one;” and leaning her hand oa 
Mary Markham's knee, she sang:— 


SONG. 


* Trust! trust! sweet lady, trust! 

’Tis a shield of seven-fold steel. 

Caros and sorrows, come they must; 

But sharper lar is doubt to feel. 

Trust ’ trust! sweet lady, trust! 

u If deceit must vex the heart, 

Wlio can pass through life without? 

B itter f ir to bear the smart 
Than to grind the soul with doubt. 
Trust! trust! sweet lady, trust! 

w Trust the lover, trust the friend; 

Heed not what old rhymers tell. 

Trust to Clod; and, in the end, 

Poubt not all will still be well. 

Trust! trust! sweet lady, trust! 

“ Love’s host, guide, and friendship’s stay, 
Trust, to innocence was given ; 

Tin doubt that paves the downward way, 
But trust unlocks the gates of heaven. 
Trust! trust', sweet lady, trust !’* 


. “And so I will, Ella,” cried the lady; “so have I ever 
done, and will do still; but uictliinks you have made the song 
to suit my car.” 

“Nay, in truth, dear lady, it is an ancient one!” replied 
Ella Brurie; but ere she could add more, old Sir Philip 
Beauchamp strode into the room, with an air hurried, yet not 
dissatisfied. 

“I have seen the king, Mary,” he said; “and, on my life, 
he is a noble youth, right kingly in his port and in his words. 
His brother John, who won his spurs under my pennon when 
but a boy, soon got me speech of him; and you are to go with 
me at once to his presence, pretty maid. Nay, do not look* 
downcast; he is no frightful tyrant, hut a man that lather 
eyes may look upon well pleased; and ’tis needful.for wut 
safety you should go.” 
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“Must she 50 alone, dear knight?” asked Mary Markham, 
with kind consideration for the girl’s fears. 

“Alone! no. I am to go with her, to be sure,” answered 
Sr Philip. “How, my fair Mary! you would fain go visit 
Henry too! What would Bichard of Woodville say?” • 

“ He would trust,” answered Mary Markham, giving a gay 
look to Ella. “However, I seek not to go, noble sir; but it 
would be better for this poor girl to have my maid, Maude, 
with her, for decency’s sake,” she continued, in a laughing 
tone; “you old knights arc sometimes too light and gallant, 
and I must protect her from your courteous speeches by the 
way. Come with me, Ella. I have a cloak in my chamber 
that will suit well with your hood, and cover you all, so that 
nothing will be seen but the edge of your wimple. Then will 
you and Sir Philip escape scandal, if you both walk soltly, 
and look demure, while Maude trips along beside you.” 

Though Mary Markham said no word of the minstrel girl's 
attire, and did not even glance her eye to the gold fringe 
upon her gown, yet Ella understood and was thankful tor 
her kind care, and mentally promised herself, that before that 
day was out she would provide herself with plainer weeds. 
In less than five minutes she and the maid were ready to 
depart; and, accompanied by Sir Philip, they soon crossed 
• the open ground before the Abbey and the Sanctuary, and 
entered the gates of the palace-yara. At the private door of 
the royal residence they received immediate admission, tor a 
page was waiting Sir Philip’s return; but he led them, not to 
the small chamber where Henry had received Ned Dyram in 
the morning, and Sir Philip shortly after. Following, on the 
contrary, the larger staircase, the boy conducted the little 
party to a hall, then used as an audience chamber; and when 
they entered they at once perceived the king at the farther 
end, surrounded by a gay and glittering throng, and listening, 
apparently with deep attention, to an old man dressed as a 
prelate of the church, who, with slow and measured accents, 
was delivering what seemed a somewhat long oration. “What¬ 
ever was the subject on which he spoke, it seemed to be one 
of much interest; for, ever and anon, the king bowed his 
head with a grave, approving motion, and a murmur of satis¬ 
faction rose from those around. 

Slowly and quietly the old knight and his companions drew 
near, and then found that the good bishop was arguing the 
king’s title, not alone to the duchies of Normandy, Aquitaine, 
and Anjou, which undoubtedly belonged of right to the 
English crown, but also to the whole of France, which as 
certainly belonged to another. Sir Philip Beauchamp marked 
well the monarch’s countenance as he listened, and perceived 
that, when the subject was the recovery of those territories 
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which had descended to the race of Plantagenct from William 
the Conqueror, Fulke of Anjou, and Eleanor of Aquitaine, 
one of those grave inclinations of the head which marked his 
approbation followed; but that when the claim to all France 
was considered, Henry paused, and seemed to meditate more 
on thoughts suggested by his own mind than on the mere 
words tliat struck his ear. The surrounding nobles, however, 
applauded all; and bright and beaming eyes were turned upon 
the prelate when he concluded his oration tvith the words— 
strange ones, indeed, in the mouth of a Christian bishop; 
“Wherefore, oh my lord the king! advance your banner, 
fight for your right, conquer your inheritance; spare not 
sword, blood, or fire; lor your war is just, your cause is good, 
your claim is true!”* 

“.Many thanks, my good lord!” replied the king; “we will 
with our council consider duly what you have advanced; and 
we beseech you to pray God on our behalf, that we be advised 
wisely. Fity it were, indeed, to shed Christian blood without 
due cause; and therefore, we shall first fairly and courteously 
require of our cousin the restitution of those territories un¬ 
deniably appertaining to our crown; with the which we may 
content ourselves, if granted frankly; but if they be refused, 
a greater claim may perchance grow out of the denial of the 
smaller one; and, at all events, we shall know how, with the 
sword, to do ourselves right when driven to draw it. We 
will then beseech farther communion with you on these 
weighty matters, and for the present, thank you much.” 

The bishop retired from the spot immediately facing the 
king; and Henry’s eye lighting on Sir Philip Beauchamp, he 
bowed his bead to him, saying, “Advance, my noble friend. 
Ha, you have brought the girl with you, as I said!” and his 
look fixed upon the countenance of poor Ella Brune, with a 
calm and scrutinizing gaze, not altogether free from wonder 
and admiration, to sec such delicate beauty in one of her de¬ 
gree, but without a touch of that coarse and gloating expression 
which had offended her in the stare of Sir Simeon of KoydoiT. 

“ Is the knight I sent for here?" demanded the king, turn¬ 
ing towards the page. 

“ Hot yet, sire,” answered the boy. 

“ Well, then,” said Henry, “though it is but fair that a man 
accused should hear the charge against him, we must proceed; 
and you lords will witness what this young woman says, that 
it may be repeated to him hereafter. How, maiden, wliat is 
this which the worthy knight, Sir Philip Beauchamp, has re¬ 
ported concerning you and Sir Simeon of Roydon?” 

To say that Ella Brune was not somewhat abashed would 


The recorded words of Henry Chichele?, Archbishop of Canterbury. 
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be false, for she did feci that she was in the presence of the 
most powerful king and the most chivalrous court hi Europe; 
she did feel that all eyes were turned upon her, every ear 
bent to catch her words. But there were truth and innocence 
at her heart: the-strongest of all supports. There was the 
sense of having been wronged also; and, perhaps, some feel¬ 
ing of scorn rather than shame was roused by the light smiles 
and busy whisper that ran round the lordly circle before 
which she stood; for there is nothing so contemptible in the 
eyes, even of the bumble, if they be wise and firm of heart, 
as the light and causeless, but oppressive, sneer of pride; 
whether that pride be based on station, fortune, courtliness, 
or aught else on earth; for the true nobility of mind, which 
sometimes impresses even pride with a faint mark of its own 
dignity, never treads upon the humble. 

Henry, however, heard the buzz, and felt offended at the 
light looks he saw. “ My lords!” he said, in a tone of surprise 
and displeasure; “ I beseech you, my good uncle of Exeter, 
warn those gentlemen of that which the king would not speak 
harshly. This is no jesting matter. Wrong has been done; 
I may say almost in our presence, so near has it been to our 
palace gates; and, by the Queen of Heaven, such things shall 
not escape punishment, while I wear the crown or bear the 
swohl! When I am powerless to defend tlie meanest of my 
subjects, may death give my sceptre to more mighty hands; 
when I am unwilling to do justice to any in the land, may my 
enemies take from me the power I have borne unworthily! 
Go on with your tale, maiden.” 

Ella Brunc obeyed the king’s order, with a voice that fal ¬ 
tered at first, but the' rich sweet tone of which soon called the 
attention of all to what she said; and, taking up her story from 
the beginning, she related the death of her old companion, the 
interview which she had first had with Sir Simeon of Rovdon, 
and the violent manner in which she had been carried off, as 
she was returning to the hostelry where she lodged. As she 
■poke she gained confidence; and though, ere she had pro¬ 
ceeded fir, the base knight himself entered the presence, and 
placed himself exactly opposite to her, glaring at her with 
fierce and menacing eyes, her tongue faltered no more; and 
she went on to speak of her second interview with him, telling 
how she had forced back the lock of the door with her dagger; 
how the servants of the knight had not ventured to seize 
her, under the belief that the dagger was poisoned; and how 
she had dropped from the great window at the end of the 
corridor into the lane below. 

As soon as she had done, Roydon stepped forward, as if to 
reply; but old Sir Philip Beauchamp, who stood by Ella’s side 
to give her support, waved his hand, saying, “ Sileaiie, boy, 
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till all be said against you; then speak if you list. As far as 
the carrying off of this poor little maid is concerned, a good 
woman of the neighbourhood saw the deed done, and can bear 
witness respecting it, if farther testimony is required. I saw 
the manner of her escape as she has told it, .and knocked down 
one of this knight's knaves just as he clutched her. So far 
her story is confirmed. What passed between him and her 
in private, they only know; but 1 would take her word against 
his in any town; for I know him to he a wondrous liar.” 

A laugh ran round the royal circle, and Sir Simeon of 
Roydon put his hand to his dagger; but the king turned to¬ 
wards him, saying, “ Now, sir, have you aught to answer? Is 
this story true or false?” 

“ Somewhat mixed, sire,” answered Simeon of Roydon, with 
a sneer upon liis lip. “ The young woman is rather faucitul. 
I will own, that because she has a pretty face, as you may 
see, and bright eyes, and a small foot, and rounded ankle, she 
pleased my fancy; and, although of somewhat low degree for 
such an honour, I thought to make her my paramour for a 
time, as many another man might do. Minstrel girls and' 
tomblestercs are not generally famed for chastity; and, by my 
faith! I thought I showed her favour when I told my servants 
to find her out and bring her to my lodging. If they used 
any violence, 'twa# not my fault, for I hade them treat her 
gently; and, as to her confinement at my house, that is pure 
limey; she might have gone whenever she chose.” 

“’Tis strange, then,” said the king, with a scornful smile, 
“ that she should take such means of going. People do not 
usually leap out of a window when they can walk through a 
door.” 

“ What made yon bellow after her, like a wild bull?” de¬ 
manded Sir Philip Beauchamp, turning to the culprit: “I 
heard you with my ears, and so did many more, shout to your 
knaves to follow her, lest she should to the king. I know 
your voice right well, sir knight, and will vouch for its sweet 
sounds.” 

“ Boating fool!” murmured Simeon of Roydon. 

' “Boating!” cried the old knight; “take care you don’t feel 
ray gauntlet in your face, lest 1 send you home as toothless 
us 1 sent your serviceable man. You will find that there is 
strength enough left to crush such a worm as you.” 

“Silence, Sir Philip!” said the king. “Sir Simeon of 
Roydon, according to your own account, you have committed 
an offence for which, if it had been done within the gates of 
our good city of Loudon, the sober citizens would, methinks, 
have set you on a horse’s back, with your face to the tail, and 
marched you in no pleasant procession. But, I must add, I 
do not believe your account; it seems to me to hear no cha- 
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racter of truth about it. Yet, that you may not stand upon 
my judgment alone, if there be one of these good lords here 
present who will say they do, upon their honour, believe that 
this poor maiden speaks falsely, and you tell the simple truth, 
you shall go free. What say you, lords? is the girl true, 
or he?” 

“The girl! the girl!” cried all the voices round. 

“However men may love leaping,” said John of Lancaster, 
“ they seek not to break their necks by springing from a win¬ 
dow, when the}' can help it." 

“Well, then,” continued Henry, “you must carry your 
aiborous violence to other lands, Sir Simeon of Iloydon. You 
have committed a discourteous and unknightly act, and must 
give us time to forget it. We will not touch you in person or 
in purse, in goods or lands; but we banish you for two years 
from the realm of England. Bestow yourself where you will, 
but be not found within these shores after one month from 
this day, which space we give you to prepare. Is this a just 
award, my lords?” 

The gentlemen round'bowed their heads; and Henry, turn¬ 
ing to the good old knight, added, with a gracious smile, “I 
thank you much, Sir Philip Beauchamp, for bringing this 
matter to my knowledge. These are deeds that I am resolved 
to check, with all the power that God entrusts to me.” 

“ Heaven bless your grace, and ever send us such a king!” 
replied the old knight; and, taking Ella by the hand, with a 
lowly reverence to the monarch, he led her from the hall. 

Henry, it would seem, dismissed his court at once; for 
before the minstrel girl and her companion had reached the 
bottom of the stairs, .they were surrounded by several of the 
younger nobles, who were all somewhat eager to say soft and 
flattering tilings to the fair object of the day’s interest, not¬ 
withstanding some rough reproof from good Sir Philip 
Beauchamp. But as he and his young charge were passing 
out with Wary Markham’s maiden, a low deep voice whis¬ 
pered in Ella’s car, “I swear, by Christ’s sepulchre, I will 
have revenge!” and the next moment Sir Simeon of Koydon 
passed them, mounted liis horse i T - tint palace-yard, and rode 
furiously away 
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CHAPTER XYH 

THE ntEVAR ATION. 

It was late in the evening of the same day of which we have 
just been speaking, when Ella Brune returned to her hostelry. 
She had gone back to thank fair Mary Markham for her kind¬ 
ness, intending only to stay for a few moments, but her new 
friend detained her till the sun was near his setting, and then 
oidy let her depart under t he escort of Hugh of Clatford and 
another yeoman, after extracting a promise from her that she 
would return on the following morning, after the sad ceremony 
of her grandsire’s funeral was over. And now Ella sat in her 
lonely little chamber, with the tears filling her bright eyes, 
which seemed fixed upon a spot of sunshine on the opposite 
wall of the court, but, in reality, saw nothing, or, at least, 
conveyed no impression to the mind. Why was it Ella wept? 
To say truth, Ella herself could not or would not tell. It 
was, perhaps, the crowding upon her of many sad sensations, 
the torrent swelled by many smaller rills, which caused those 
tears; and yet there was one predominant feeling, one that 
she wished not to acknowledge even to her own heart. What 
can I call it? flow shall 1 explain it? It. was not disappoint¬ 
ment ; for, as 1 have said before, she did not hope, she had 
never hoped. Iso; the best term for it is, love without hope; 
and oh! what a bitter thing that is! 

During the whole of that morning she had had no time to 
dwell upon it; she had been occupied, while shft. remained 
with Mary Markham, in struggling against her own sensa¬ 
tions, not examining them. But now she paused and pon¬ 
dered : in solitude and in silence, she gave way to bitter 
thought; but it was not with the weak and wavering irreso¬ 
lution of a feeble mind. On the contrary, though the anguish 
would have its tear, she regarded her present rate and future 
conduct with the firm and energetic purposes of a heart inured 
to sutt'er aud to decide. Her mind rested upon Richard of 
Woodville, upon his kindness, his generosity, his chivalrous 
protection of her who had never met with such protection 
before; and the first strong determination of her mind ex¬ 
pressed itself in the words she murmured to herself, “I will 
repay it I” 
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Then, again, she asked herself, ‘‘Why should I feel shame, 
or fear, or hesitation now, at the thought of following him 
through the world: of watching for the hour, for the moment, 
when (rod may grant me the grace to serve him? He loves 
another, and is loved by another! He can never be anything 
to me but the friend who stood forward to help me in the 
hotlr of need. What has sex or station to do with it? Why 
should I care more than if I were a man? and how often do 
the meanest, by watchful love, find an opportunity to deliver 
or to support the highest and the mightiest! Why should I 
think of what men may say or believe? True in my own 
heart, and conscious of my truth, I may well laugh at sus¬ 
picion, which follows such as I am, whatever course they 
take. How often have I been thought a ribald and a 3o; el, 
when I have guarded my words, and looks, and actions, most 
carefully! and now I will dare to do boldly what my heart 
tells me, knowing that it is right. Yet, poor thing!” she 
added, after a moment, “thou art beggar enough, I tear! 
Thou must husband thy little stove well. Let me see; I will 
count my treasure. There are the fifty half nobles scut me 
by the king, and those my dear protector gave me. Kow for 
the little store of the poor old manand drawing a key from 
her bosom, she crossed the room to where, upon a wiudow- 
■seat, there stood a small oaken coffer, containing her apparel 
and that of the poor old minstrel. After opening the box, 
and taking ont one or two instruments of music which lay at 
the top, she thrust her hand further down, and brought forth 
a small leathern pouch, fastened by a thong hound round it 
several times. It cost her some trouble to unloose it; but at 
length she spread out the mouth, and poured the contents 
upon the top of the clothes in the coffer. She had expected 
to see nothing but silver and copper; but amongst the rest 
were several pieces of gold; and besides these was a piece of 
parchment, tied up, with some writing upon it, and a gold 
ring set with a large precious stone. The former she exa¬ 
mined closely, and read the words with some difficulty; 
liar they were written by do very practised hand, in rough 
and scattered characters. She made it out at length, how¬ 
ever, to be merely, “My Ella’s dowry;” and a tear fell upon 
it as she read. She thought that the handwriting was her 
father’s. 

She then looked at the ring, and saw by its lustre that it 
must be of some value; but a strip of leather which was sewn 
round the gold caught' her eye, and she found it, too, traced 
with some rude characters. They only expressed a date, 
however, which was 21 July, 1403, and whitt it meant she 
knew not. Opentng the parchment packet, she then pro¬ 
ceeded to examine of wl;at her little dowry consisted; and to 
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her surprise and joy, she found forty broad pieces of gold. 

“Nay,” she exclaimed, “this is indeed wealth; why, I ana 
endowed like a knight’s daughter." And well might she say 
so; for when we remember the difference between the value ' 
of gold in that day and at present, the amount she now pos¬ 
sessed—what with the sum she had just found, and the 
penalty imposed by the king on Simeon of Boydon—was 
equal to some six or seven hundred pounds. 

“I shall have enough to follow him for ten years,” said 
Ella Brune, gazing on the gold, “ without being a charge to 
any one; and then there may still remain sufficient to gain 
me admission to a nunnery. But I will lay it by carefully;”' 
and placing all the gold she had, except the few pieces that’ 
had been loose in the pouch, in the parchment which had 
contained her dowry, she tied it up again carefully, and re¬ 
stored it to its place. 

“ Yet I will be avaricious,” she said. “ I will disencumber 
myself of everything I do not want, and change it into coin. 
Shall I sell this ring? No; it may mean something I do not 
know. ’Tis easily carried, and might create suspicion if I 
disposed of it here. Perhaps my cousin at Peronne can tell; 
me more about it. How shall I sell the other things? Nay, 

I will ask the hostess to do it for me. She will think of her 
own payment, and will do it well.” 

After carefully putting back the ring and the money, she 
opened the door of the room, and called down the staira, 

“ Hostess, hostess! Mistress Trenchard!” 

“Coining, coming, little maid!” said the good dame fromt 
below. “Do not be in haste; I am with you in a minute;”" 
and after keeping Ella waiting for a short time, more to make 
herself of importance than because she had anything else t<* 
do, she came panting up the stairs, closed the door, and seated 
herself on the side of a low bed. 

“ Well, my poor Ella!” she said, “ what want you with me?' 
Yours is a sad case, indeed, poor thing. My husband and E 
both said, when you and poor old Murdock Brune went away 
to foreign lands, leaving your own good country behind you, 
that harm would come of it.” 

“ And yet he died in England!" replied Ella, with a sigh; 
“but what you say is very true, hostess; no good has come 
of it; and we returned poorer than we went. I have where¬ 
withal to pay my score,” she added, seeing a slight cloud 
come over good Mistress Trenchard’s face; “but yet I shall 
want more for my necessity, and I would fain ask you a 
great favour.” 

“ What is that?” asked the hostess, someifhat drily. 

“ It is simply that you would sell for me a good many of 
these things that I do not want,” answered Ella. “ Hpre arer 



AGINCOUBT. 


346 

several instruments of music which I know cost much, and 
must produce something." 

•‘Oh, thatlwill, right willingly!” replied the hostess; “and 
’tis but right and fitting that you should trust such matters to 
one who is accustomed to buy and sell, than to do it yourself^ 
who know nothing of trade, God wot! 1 will have them to 
Westcheape, where there are plenty of fripperies; or carry 
them to the Lombards, who, perhaps, know more about such 
matters.” 

“I should think that the Lombards would purchase them 
best,” answered Ella; “for one of these instruments, the viol, 
was purchased out of Italy, when my grandfather was ehict 
minstrel to the great Earl of Northumberland.” 

“Ay, I remember the time well,” said Mistress Trcuchard. 
“Murdoch Brunc was a great man in those days, and rode 
upon a gray horse fit for a knight, lie used to pinch my 
cheek, and call me pretty Dolly Trenchant, till my husband 
was somewhat crusty: aud so the viol is valuable, you think?" 

“Yes, and the ribible, too,” answered Ella Brune; “lor 
they were cut by a great maker in Italy, and such are not to 
be found in England.” 

“I will take care, I will take care,” rejoined the hostess. 
“Gather them all together, and I will send up Tom, the 
drawer, for them, presently. To-morrow .1 will take them to 
the'Lombards; for it is somewhat late this evening.” 

“Nay, but I have other favours to ask of you, dame,” said 
Ella Brune. “To-morrow they bury the poor old man, and 
I must have a black gown of serge, aud a white wimple; 
and I would fain that you went with me to the burial, if you 
could steal away for an hour; for it will be a sad day for 
me.” 

“That will I do, poor maiden!” replied the hostess, readily; 
not. alone because she took a sincere interest in her fair guest, 
but because in those days, as in almost all others, people ot 
inferior minds found a strange pleasure in bearing part in any 
impressive ceremony, however melancholy. As so much ot 
her spare time was likely to be occupied on the morrow, she 
agreed to run up to Cheape that very night, before the watch 
was set, and to purchase for Ella Brune the mourning gar¬ 
ments which she required. The latter commission she per¬ 
formed fully to the poor girl’s satisfaction, returning with a 
loose gown of fine black serge, ready made, and a wimple and 
hood of dear lawn, little differing from that of a nun. 

Ella gazed on the dress with some emotion, murmuring td 
herself, “Ay, the cloister; it must end there at last! • Well, 
prayer and peace! ’Tis the calmest fate after all.” 

But the sale of the instruments of music, and several other 
small articles, was not executed quite as well. Men were 
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rogues in those times as at present, though, perhaps, in the 
improvement of nil things, roguery has not been neglected, 
and the good Lombards took care not to give more than half 
the value of the goods they purchased. Neither Ella nor 
good Mistress Trenchant herself knew any better, however; 
so that the latter thought she had made a very good bargain, 
and the former was content. Her store was by this means 
considerably increased; and a short time before the ap¬ 
pointed hour, Ella, with the hostess, set out towards the 
Hospital of St. James, for the sail task that was to be per¬ 
formed that day. 

I will not pause upon the hours that followed. Dark and 
sorrowful such hours must ever be; for the dim eyes of mor¬ 
tality sec the lamp of faith but faintly, and there is nought 
clse'to light our gaze through the obscure vault of death to 
the bright world of reunion. Put the holy promises to our 
heart as eagerly, as fondly as we will, how difficult is it to 
obtain a warm and living image of life beyond this life! How 
the clay clings to the clay! IIow the spirit cleaveth to the 
dust with which it hath borne companionship so long! Strange, 
too, to say, that we can better realise in our own case the idea 
of renewed existence, than in the case of those we love. It is 
comparatively easy to fancy that we who have lived to-day 
shall live to-morrow; that we, who lie down to rest ourselves 
in sleep and to rise refreshed, shall sleep in death and wake 
again renewed. There is in every man’s own heart a senti¬ 
ment of his immortality, which nothing can blot out but the 
vain pride of human intellect, the bitterest ashes of the for¬ 
bidden fruit. But when we sec the dearly-loved, the bright, 
the beautiful, the wise, the good, fall like a withered leaf into 
the, dark corruption of the tomb; the light go out like an ex¬ 
tinguished lamp; and all that is left, all that has been familiar 
to our living senses, drop into dust and mingle with its earth 
again, the Sadducean demon seizes on us; and it requires a 
mighty struggle of the spirit, prayer, patience, resignation, 
hope, and faith, to win our belief from the dark actuality be¬ 
fore us, and fix it on the distant splendour of a promised world 
to come. 

They were sad hours for poor Ella Bruno; and when they 
were over, the chambers of the heart felt too dark and lonely 
for her to admit any thoughts but those of the dead. She 
sent, therefore, to Mary Markham, to tell her that she was 
too woe-begone to come that day; and returning to her little 
chamber at the inn, she sat down to weep and pass the even¬ 
ing with her memories. . 

On the following morning early, she once more set out for 
Westminster,. and passed quietly along the road till she 
reached Charing; hut near tne hermitage and chapel of St. 
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Catherine, just opposite the cross, she perceived a man stand¬ 
ing gazing up the Strand, with the serpent embroidered on 
the black ground, which distinguished the followers of Sir 
Simeon of Roydon. Her fears might have betrayed her; for 
she forgot for a moment the complete change of her dress, 
and fancied that she must be instantly recognised; but the 
instant after, recovering her presence of mind, she drew the 
hood far over her face, and passed the man boldly, without 
his even turning to look at her. She then made her way on 
towards Tote Hill, and soon came to the gates of the house 
in which Sir Philip Beauchamp had taken up his temporary 
abode. 

Few but the higher nobility, or persons immediately attached 
to the court, indulged in those days in the luxury of a dwelling 
in London or the neighbouring city; and when business or 
pleasure called inferior personages to the capital, they either 
took up their dwelling at a hostel, or found lodging in the 
mansions of some of the great families to whom they were 
attached by friendship or relationship. Nor was such hospi¬ 
tality ever refused, so long as the house could contain more 
guests; for each man’s consequence, and sometimes his safety, 
depended upon the number of those whom he entertained; 
and even when the lord w r as absent from his own dwelling, 
the doors were always open to those who were known to be 
connected with him. Thus Sir Philip Beauchamp had found 
ready lodging in the house of one of the numerous family 01 
that name, the head of which was then the Earl of Warwick, 
though, ere many years had passed, an only daughter bore 
that glorious title into the house of Neville. 

When Ella reached the mansion, the porter, distinguished 
by the cognizance‘of the bear, was standing before the gates, 
talking with a young man, who seemed to have just dis¬ 
mounted from a tired horse, and held the bridle-rein cast over 
bis arm. 

In answer to Ella’s inquiry for the Lady Mary Markham, 
the old servant laughed, saying— 

“Here is another! If it goes on thus all day, there will be 
nothing else but the opening of gates for a pretty lady who is 
not here. She departed last night with Sir Philip, fair maid. 
They went in great haste; good sooth, I know not why; for 
’twas but two hours before, the sturdy*old knight told me he 
should stay three days; but they had letters by a messenger 
from the country, so perchance his daughter is ill.” 

“The Blessed Virgin give her deliverance 1” said Ella, turn¬ 
ing away with a disappointed look; and bending her steps 
back towards the city of London, she walked slovriy on along 
the dusty road, absorbed in no very cheerful thoughts, and 
marking little of what passed around her. But few’ people were 
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yet abroad between the two towns: the Strand was almost 
solitary; and she had nearly reached the wall of the garden 
of Durham House, which ran along to the Temple, when she 
heard a voice behind her exclaim, in a sharp tone, “ Why do 
you follow her, master knave V” 

“What is that to you, blue tabard?” replied another 
tongue. 

“ I will let you know right soon, if you do not desist,” an¬ 
swered the first. 

“ Whom do you serve?” asked the second. 

“ The king!” was the reply; “so away with you!” 

Ella looked round, and beheld the man whom she had found 
speaking with the porter a moment before, bending his brows 
sternly upon the servant of Sir Simeon of Roydon, whom she 
had seen watching near the hermitage of St. Catherine, as she 
passed up the Strand. The latter, however, seemed to be 
animated by no very pugnacious spirit, for he merely replied, 
“ Methinks one man has a right to walk the high road to 
London as well as another." 

But lie did not. proceed to enforce this right by following 
the course he had been pursuing; and crossing over from the 
south to the north side of the way, he was soon lost amongst 
the low shops and small houses which there occupied the 
middle of the road. 

“1 will ride along beside you, fair maiden,” said Nod Dy- 
ram, for it was he who had come up; “though I should not 
wonder, from wliat the porter told me just now, if you were 
the person 1 am looking for.” 

He spoke civilly and gravely; and Ella replied, with a 
bright smile— 

“Ha! perhaps it is so; for he said he would send. Whom 
do you come from?" 

“I' come from Richard of Woodville,” answered the man; 
“and I am sent to a maiden named Ella Brune, living not far 
up the new street, somewhat beyond the Old Temple, in an 
hostelry called the Falcon.” 

“ ’Tis I! ’tis I!" cried Ella. “Oh! I am glad to see you.” 

Her bright eyes lighted up, and her lair face glowed with 
an expression of joy and satisfaction, which added in no small 
degree to its loveliness; for, though we hear much of beauty 
in distress being heightened by tears, yet there is au inherent 
harmony between man’s heart and joy, which makes the ex¬ 
pression thereof always more pleasant to the eye than that of 
any other emotion. 

Ned Dyram gazed at her with admiration, but withdrew hia 
eyes the moment after, and resumed a more sober look. 

“I will give you all his messagesby-and-by,"he said, “for 
I shall lodge at the Falcon to-mglit, and have much to say. 
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But yet I may as well tell you a part as we go along,” he con¬ 
tinued, dismounting from his horse, and taking the bridle on 
his arm. “ First, lair maiden, I was to ask how you fared, 
and what you intended to do ?” 

“I have fared ill and well,” answered Ella Brune; ‘'but 
that is a long story, and I will relate it to you afterwards, for 
that I can talk of, though the people of tile house should lie- 
present; but what I am to do is a deeper question, and I know 
not well how to answer it. I have friends at the court of Bur¬ 
gundy-” 

“What! then are you of noble race, lady?” asked Ned 
Dyram, in an altered tone. 

“Oh, no!” replied Ella Brune, with a faint smile. “The 
cousin of whom I speak is but a goldsmith to the Count of 
Charolois. But ’tis a long journey for a woman to take alone, 
through foreign lands, and amongst a people somewhat un¬ 
ruly.” 

“Why not come with us?" inquired Ned Dyram. “We 
sail from Dover in three days, and our company will he 
your protection. Did not Childe Bichard tell you he was 
going?” 

“Yes,” answered Ella Brune, casting down her eyes; “but 
he did not seem to like the thought ol‘ having a woman in his 
company.” 

“Faith! that is courteous of the good youth,” cried Ned 
Dyram, with a low sharp laugh. “lie may win his spurs, but 
will not merit them, if he refuses protection to a lady.” 

“That, I am sure, he would not do,” replied Ella, gravely. 
“He has given me the noblest protection at my need; but he 
may not think it right.” 

“No, no; you have mistaken him,” said Ned Dyram. “He 
is courteous and kind, without a doubt. He might think it 
better for yourself to go to York, as he bade me toll you, and 
to see your friends there, and to claim your rights; hut if you 
judge fit to turn your steps to Burgundy instead, depend upon 
it he will freely give you aid and comfort on the way. 11' he 
did doubt,” adcled the man, “ ’twas but that he thought his 
lady-love might be jealous if she heard that he had so fair a 
maiden in his company; for you know he is a lover,” and he 
fixed his eyes inquiringly oa Ella’s face. 

“I know he is," she answered, calmly, and without a change 
of feature. “ I know the lady, too, but she is not unwilling 
that I should go; and I dread much to show myself in York.” 

“ Why so?” demanded- Ned Dyram. But Ella Brune was 
not sufficiently won by his countenance or manner to grant 
him the same confidence that she had reposed in Bichard of 
Woodville; and she replied, “For many reasons; but the first 
and strongest is, that there.are persons there who have seized 
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on that which should be mine. They are powerful, I am 
weak; and ’tis likely, as in such case often happens, that 
they would be willing to add wrong to wrong.” 

“ Not only often, but always,” replied Ned Dyram; “ there¬ 
fore I say, fair maiden, you had better come with us. Here’s 
one arm will strike a stroke for you, should need be; and 
there are plenty more amongst us who will do the like.” 

Ella answered him with a bright smile; but at that moment 
they were turning up the lane opposite the gate of the Temple, 
and she paused in her reply, willing to think farther and see 
more of her companion before she decided. 

“ Stay, fair maiden!” continued Ned Dyram, who well knew 
where the hostelry of the Falcon was situate; “it may be as 
well to keep our counsel, whatever it be, from host and 
hostess. Gossip is a part of their trade, and it is wise to 
avoid giving them occasion. I will give you, when we are 
within, a letter from my young lord, and read it to you, too, 
as perchance you cannot do that yourself; but it will let the 
people see that I am not without authority to hold converse 
with you which may be needful.” 

“Nay,” answered Ella, “1 can read it myself; for I have 
not been without such training.” 

“Ay, I forgot,” rejoined Ned Dyram, with one of his light 
sneers; “ had you been a princess you would not have been 
able to read. Such clerk-craft is only fit for citizens and 
monks. I wonder how Childe Richard learned to read and 
write. I tear it will spoil him for a soldier.” 

The satire was not altogether just; for, though it did not 
unfrequently happen that high nobles and celebrated warriors 
and statesmen were as illiterate as the merest boors, and in 
some instances (especially after the wars of the Boses had 
deluged the land with blood, and interrupted all the peaceful 
arts of life) the barons affected to treat with sovereign contempt 
the cultivation of the mind, yet such was not by any means 
so generally the case as the pride of modem civilization has 
been eager to show. We have proofs incontestable, that, in 
the reigns of Kichard II. Henry IY. and Henry V. men 
were by no means so generally ignorant as has been supposed. 
The house of Lancaster was proud of its patronage of litera¬ 
ture; and, though more than one valiant nobleman could not 
sign his own name, or could do so with difficulty, there is 
much reason to believe that the exceptions have been pointed 
out as the rule; for we know that many a citizen of London 
could not only maintain, without the aid of another hand, 
long and intricate correspondence with foreign merchant!, 
but also took delight iu the reading during winter nights of 
Chaucer and Gower, if not in studying secretly the writings 
of Wicliffe and his disciples. 
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Ella Brune replied not, but walked on into the house, call¬ 
ing the good hostess, who, in that day as in others, often 
supplied the place of both master and mistress in a house of 
public entertainment. Ned Dyram followed her with his eyes 
into the house, scrutinizing with keen and wondering glance 
the beauties of form which even the long loose robe of serge 
could not fully conceal. He marvelled at the grace he beheld, 
even more rare at that day amongst the sons and daughters 
of toil than at the present; and, although the pride of rank 
and station could not, in his case, suggest the bold disregard 
of all law and decency in seeking the gratification of passion, 
his feelings towards Ella Brune were not very far different 
from those of Sir Simeon of Roydon. He might have more 
respect for the opinion of the world, by which he hoped to 
rise; he might even have more respect for, and more belief 
in, virtue, for he was a wiser man; he might seek to obtain 
his ends by other means; he was even not incapable of love, 
strong, passionate, overpowering love: but the moving power 
was the same. It was all animal; for, strange to say, though 
his intellect was far superior to that of most men of his day; 
though he had far more mind than was needful, or even 
advantageous, in his commerce with the world of that age, 
'3ris impulses were all animal towards others. That which he 
cared for little in himself, he admired, he almost worshipped, 
in woman. It was beauty of form and features only that at¬ 
tracted him.. Mind he cared not for, he thought not of; nay, 
up to that moment, he perhaps either doubted whether it 
existed in the other sex, or thought it a disadvantage if it did. 
Even more, the heart itself he valued little; or, rather, that 
•triage and complex tissue of emotions, springing from what 
■source we know not, entwined with our mortal nature—by 
what delicate threads who can say?—which we are accustomed 
&o ascribe to the heart, he regarded but as an almost worthless 
adjunct. His was the eager love—forgive me if I profane 
<wnat should be a holy thing, rather than use a coarser term— 
of the wild beast; the appetite of the tiger, only tempered by 
the shrewdness of the fox. I mean not to say it always re¬ 
mained so; for, under the power of passion and circumstances, 
ithe human heart is tutored as a child. Neither would I say 
, that aught like love had yet touched his bosom for Ella Brune. 
I speak but of his ordinary feeling towards*woman; but feel¬ 
ings of that sort are sooner roused than those of a higher 
nature. He saw that she was very beautiful; more beautiful, 
lie thought, than any woman of nis own station that ever he 
had beheld; and that was enough to make him determine 
upon counteracting his master’s wishes and counsel, and per¬ 
suading Ella to turn her steps in the same course in which his 
own were directed. He knew not how willing she was to be 
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persuaded; be knew not that As was at heart already re¬ 
solved: but he managed skilfully, he watched shrewdly, 
through the whole of his after-communications with her dur¬ 
ing the day. He discovered much—he discovered all, indeed, 
but one deep secret, which might have been penetrated by a 
woman’s eyes, but which was hid from his, with all their 
keenness: the motive, the feeling, that led her so strongly in 
the very path he wished. He saw indeed that she was so 
inclined; he saw that there was a voice always seconding him 
in her heart, and he took especial care to furnish that voice 
with arguments which seemed irresistible. He contrived, too, 
to win upon her much; for there was in his conversation that 
mingling of frankness and flattering courtesy, of apparent care¬ 
lessness of pleasing, with all the arts of giving pleasure, and 
that range of desultory knowledge and tone of superior 
mind, with apparent simplicity of manner and contempt for 
assumption, which of all things are the most calculated to 
dazzle and impress for a time. ’Tis the lighter qualities that 
catch, the deeper ones that bind; and though, had there been 
a comparison drawn between him who was her companion 
ior a great part of that evening and 1 Li chard of Woodville, 
Ella Brune would have laughed in scorn, yet she listened, 
well pleased, to the varied conversation with which he whiled 
away the hours, when she could wean her thoughts irom 
dearer, though more painful themes; yielded to his argu¬ 
ments when they seconded the purposes of her own heart, 
and readily accepted his oifered service to aid her in execu¬ 
ting the plan she adopted. 
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CHAPTER XVHI. 

TIIE JOURNEY AND THE VOYAGE. 


The sun rose behind some light gray clouds, and the blue 
sky was veiled; but the birds made the welkin ring from 
amongst the young leaves of the April trees, and told of the 
coming brightness of the day. Why or wherefore, let men. 
of science say; but one thing is certain, the seasoire at that 
time were different from those at present. They were earlier, 
they were more di^inct; spring was spring, and summer was 
summer; and Winter, content with holding his own right 
stiffly, did not attempt to invade the rights of his brethren. 
Far in the north of England we had vines growing and bear¬ 
ing fruit in the open air. At Hexham there was a vineyard; 
and‘wine was made in more than one English county- not 
very good, it is to be supposed, but still good enough to be 
drunk, and to prove the longer and more geuial reign of 
summed in our island. Thus, though the morning was gray, 
as I have said, and April had not yet come to an'end, the air 
was as warm as it often now is in June, and every bank was 
already covered with" flowers. 

There were horses before the gate ol Richard of Wood- 
ville’s house, and men busily preparing them for a journey. 
There was the heavy charger or battle-horse, with tall and 
bony limbs, well fitted to bear up under the weight of a 
steel-covered rider; and the lighter, but still powerful pal¬ 
frey, somewhat of the size and make of a hunter of the pre¬ 
sent day, to carry the master along the road. Besides these 
appeared many another beast; horses for the yeomen and 
servants, and horses and mules for the baggage: the load of 
armour for himself and for his men which the young adven¬ 
turer carried with him requiring not a few of those service¬ 
able brutes which bow their heads to man’s will, in order to 
carry it to the sea-shore. At length all was prepared; the 
packs were put upon the beasts, the drivers were at tlieir 
heads, the yeomen by their saddles; and with ten stout men 
and two boys, fourteen horses, three mules, a plentiful store 
of arms, and all the money he could raise, in his wallet, 
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Iticliard of Woodville issued forth, gave his last commands 
to the old man and woman whom lie left behind.in the halt, 
and, springing into the saddle, began Ms journey towards 
Dover. 

It was not without a sigh that he set out, tor he was leaving 
the land in which Wary Markham dwelt; hut. yet he thought 
he was going to win honour ibr her sake, perchance to win 
herself: and all the bright hopes and expectations of youth 
soon gathered on his way, more vivid and more glowing 
in his case, than they coukl be in that of any youth of the 
present day, taking his departure ibr foreign lands. If at 
present each country knows but very little in reality of its 
neighbour; if England entertains false views and wild imagi¬ 
nations regarding Eranee and her people, and France has not 
the slightest particle of knowledge in regard to the feelings, 
character, and habits of thought of the English, how much 
more nyist such have been the case in ail age when communi¬ 
cation was rare, and then only or chiefly by word of mouth! 
It is true that the state ol' geographical knowledge was not so 
low as lias been generally supposed; for we are very apt to- 
look upon ourselves as wonderful people, and to imagine that 
nobody knew anything before ourselves; and the difference 
between former ages and the present is more in the general 
diffusion of knowledge than in its amount. In the very age 
of which we speak, the famous Henry of Yasco was pursuing 
his great project for reaching Lidia by passing rouud Africa, 
attempting to establish Portuguese stations oil the coast of 
that continent, and to communicate with the natives; “ t poi 
aver con essi loro comcrcio per l’onore e utiltii del regno.”* 
The highways of Europe were well known; for mercantile 
transactions between country and country were carried on 
upon a system so totally different from that existing at present, 
that multitudes of the citizens of every commercial state wore 
constantly wandering over the face of Europe, and bringing 
home anecdotes, if not much solid information, regarding the 
distant lands they had visited. The merchant frequently ac¬ 
companied his goods; and the smaller traders, especially from 
the cities of Italy, travelled every season from fair to fair and 
mart, to mart, throughout the whole of the civilized world. 
Besides the communications which thus took place, and the 
information thus diffused, intelligence of a different sort was 
carried by another class, who may have been said to have re¬ 
presented in that day the tourists of the present. Chivalry, 
indeed, bad greatly declined since the days of Bichard I. and 
even since the time of. the Black Prince; but still it was a- 
constant practice for young knights and nobles of every 


* Burras. Dec. i. lib. i, cap. 6. 
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country to visit the courts of foreign princes, in order either 
to acquire the warlike arts then practised, or to gain distinc¬ 
tion by feats of arms. Few books of travels were written, it 
is true, and fewer read; for the art of printing had not yet, 
by the easy multiplication of copies, placed the stores of learn¬ 
ing within the reach of the many; and one of the sources 
from which vast information might have been derived was cut 
off by the general abhorrence with which the ever-wandering 
tribes of Israel were regarded, and the habitual taciturnity 
which had thus been produced in a people naturally loqua¬ 
cious. 

Still a great deal of desultory and vague information con¬ 
cerning distant lands was floating about society. Strange tales 
were told, it is true, and truth was deformed by fiction ; but 
imagination had plenty of materials out of which to form 
splendid structures; and bright pictures of the far and the 
future certainly did present themselves to the glowing fancy 
of Richard of Woodvillc, as he rode on upon bis way. Know ¬ 
ing his own courage, his own skill, and bis own strength; 
energetic in character, resolute, and persevering; animated by 
love, and encouraged by hope, he might well look forward to 
the world as a harvest-field of glory, into which lie was about 
to put the sickle. Then came all the vague and misty repre¬ 
sentations that imagination could call up of distant courts and 
foreign princes, tilt and tournament, and high emprise; and 
the adventurous spirit ol' the times of old made his bosom 
thrill with dim visions of strange scenes and unknown places, 
accidents, difficulties, dangers, enterprises, the hard rough 
ore from which the gold of praise and renown was still to be 
extracted. 

Movement and exertion are the life-blood of youth; and as 
he rode on, the spirits of Richard of' Woodville rose higher 
and higher; expectation expanded; the regrets were left be¬ 
hind; and “Onward, onward!” was the cry of his heart, as 
the gray clouds broke into mottled flakes upon the sky, and 
gradually disappeared, as if absorbed by the blue heaven 
which they had previously covered. 

Through the rich wooded land of England he took his way 
for four days, contriving generally to make his resting-place 
for the night at some town which" possessed the advantage of 
an inn, or at the house of some old friend of his family, where 
he was sure of kind reception. In the day-time, however, 
many of his meals were eaten in the open field, af [under the 
broad shade of the trees; and as he sat, after partaking lightly 
of the food which had been brought with him, while the 
horses were finishing their provender, the birds singing in the 
trees above often brought back to his mind the words of the 
minstrel girl’s lay:— 
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The lark shall sing on high. 

Whatever shore thou rovest; 

The nightingale shall try 
To call up her thou lovest. 

For the true heart and kind, 
Its recompense shall find; 
Shall win praise. 

And golden days, 

And live in many a tale. 


It seemed like the song of hope, and rang in his ear, ming¬ 
ling with the notes of the blackbird, the thrush, and the 
wood-lark, and promising success and happiness. The words, 
too, called up the image of Mary Markham, as she lierseli 
would have wished, the end and object ot all his hopes and 
w ishes, the crowning reward of every deed he thought to do. 
It is true that, with her, still appeared to the eye of memory 
the form of poor Ella Brunt; but it was with very different 
sensations. lie l'elt grateful to her for that cheering song; 
and indeed, how often is it in life that a tew words of hope 
and encouragement are more valuable to us, are of more real 
and solid benefit, than a gift of gold and gems! for moral 
support to the heart of man, in the hour of difficulty,is worth 
all that the careless hand of wealth and power can bestow. 
But he felt no love: lie might admire her, he might think her 
beautiful, but it was with the cold admiration of taste, not 
with passion. Her loveliness to him was as that of a picture or 
statue, and the only warmer sensations that lie felt when ho 
thought of her were pity for her misfortunes, and interest in 
her late. Nor did this arise either from coldness of nature or 
the haughty pride of noble birth; hut love was with him, as 
it was with many in da 3 - s somewhat previous to his own, very 
different from the transitory and mutable passion which so 
generally bears that name. It was the absorbing principle ol 
his whole nature, the ruling power of his heart, concentrated 
all in one, indivisible, unchangeable: a spirit in his spirit, a 
devotion, almost a worship. 1 say not that in former times, 
before he had felt that passion, he might not have lived as 
others lived, that he might not have trifled with the fair and 
bright, wherever he found them, that the fiery eagerness of 
youthful blood might not have carried him to folly and to 
wrong; but from the moment he had learned to love Mary 
Markham, his heart had been for her alone, and the gate ot 
his affections was closed against all others. Thus, could she 
have seen his inmost thoughts, she would have found how 
fully justified was her confidence, and might, perhaps, have 
blushed to recollect that one doubt had ever crossed her 
bosom. 

It was about three o'clock on the evening of the fourth day, 



that Richard of Woodville, passing along by the priory and 
Waving the church of bt. Mary to the left, with the towers of 
the old castle frowning from the steep above, on one side, and 
the round chapel of the ancient Temple Mouse peeping over 
the hill upon the other, entered the small town of Dover, and 
approached the sea-shore, which in those days, unencumbered 
by the immense masses of shingle that have since been rolled 
along the coast, extended but a short distance li'oin the base 
of the primeval cliffs. Thus the town was then thrust into 
the narrow valley at the foot of the two hills; and the mo¬ 
ment that the houses were passed, the wide scene of the sea, 
with a number of small vessels lying almost close to the shore, 


broke upon the eye. 

The associations of the people naturally give to the prin¬ 
cipal hostelry of the place a similar name to that which it 
has ever since home. Though very differently situated and 
rtaaintained, the chief place of public reception in the town of 
Dover was then called the Bark, as it is now called the Ship; 
and although that port was not the principal place through 
which the communication between England and France took 
place, yet ever since Calais had been an English possession, a 
great traffic had been carried on by Dover, so that the hos¬ 
telry of the Bark was one of tlie most comfortable and best 
appointed in the kingdom. 

As every man of wealth and consequence who landed at, 
or embarked from, that port, brought his horses with him, 
numerous ostlers and stable boys were always ready to take 
charge of the guests’ steeds; and as soon as a gentleman’s 
train was seen coming down the street, loud shouts from the 
host called forth a crowd of expectant faces and ready hands 
to give assistance to -the arriving guests. 

The first amongst those who appeared was Ned Dvram, in 
his blue tabard; and although he did not condescend to hold 


his master’s stirrup, but left that task to others, yet he ad¬ 
vanced to the young gentleman’s side, with some pride in the 
numbers and gallant appearance of the train, and informed 
him as he dismounted that he had performed his errand in 
London; and also the charge which he had received for Dover, 
having engaged a large hark, named the Lucy Neville, to 
carry his master, with horses and attendants, to the small 
town of Nieuport, on the Flemish coast. • 

“ The tide will serve at five o’clock, sir,” he said. “There 
is time to embark the horses and baggage, if you will, while 
you and the men sup. We have plenty of hands here to help, 
and I will sec it all done safely. If not, we must stop till 
to-morrow.” 


The host put in his word, however, observing, “ that the 
young lord might be tired with a long journey, that it were 



AGESTCOUKT. IW 

better to wait and part with the morning tide, and that it was 
Friday, an inauspicious day to put to sea/’ 

But the surface of the water was calm; the sky was bright 
and clear; and it was the last day of the period which Wood- 
villc had fixed, in his communication with the king, for his stay 
in England. He therefore determined to follow the opinion 
of Ned Dyram, instead of that of the host, which there was 
no absolute impossibility to prevent him from supposing in¬ 
terested; and ordering his horses and luggage to be em¬ 
barked, with manifold charges to his skilful attendant to look 
well to the safety of the chargers, lie sat down to the ample 
supper which was soon after on the board, proposing to be 
down ou the beach before his orders regarding the horses 
were put in execution. 

The master and the man, in those more simple days, sat 
at the same board in the inn, iind often at the castle; and as 
he knew that his own rising would bo a signal for the rest to 
cease their meal, Iiichard of Woodville remained for several 
minutes, to allow the more slow and deliberate to accomplish . 
the great function of the mindless. At length, however, he 
rose, discharged his score, added largess to payment, and' 
then, with the “Fair voyage, noble sir!” of the host, and the 
good wishes of drawers and ostlers, proceeded to the shore, 
where he fully expected to find Ned Dyram busily engaged 
in shipping his baggage. 

No one was there, however, but two or three of the horse¬ 
boys of the hotel, who saluted him with the tidings that all 
was on hoard. As he cast his eyes seaward, lie saw a large 
boat returning from a ship at some small distance from the 
shore, with Ned Dyram in the stern; and in a few minutes 
after, the active superintendent of the embarkation jumped 
’■ashore, with a laugn, saying, “Ah, sir! so you could not trust 
me! But all is safe, no hide rubbed off, no knees broken, no 
shoulder shaken; and if they do not kick themselves to pieces 
before we reach Nieuport, you will have as stout chargers to 
ride as any in Burgundy. But you are not going to embark 
yet? The tide will not serve for half an hour; and I have 
left my saddle-bags at the hostel.” 

“Well, run quick and get them,” replied his master. “I 
would fain see how all is stowed before we sail.” 

“And know little about it when you do see,” answered Ned 
Dyram, with his usual rude bluntness, or that which appeared 
to be such. 

Iiichard of Woodville might feel a little angry at his saucy 
tone; but it was only a passing emotion, easily extinguished. 
“I certainly know little of stowing slups, my good friend,” he 
answered, “seeing that I never was in one in my life; but 
common sense is a great thing, Master Dyram; and I am not 
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likely to be mistaken as to whether the horses are so placed 
■ as to run the least chance of hurting themselves or each other. 
Back to the hostel, then, as I ordered, with all speed; and do 
not let me have to wait for you.” 

The last words were spoken in a tone of command, which 
did not much please the nearer; but there were certain feel¬ 
ings' in his breast that rendered him unwilling to offend a 
master on whom he had no tie of old sen-ices; and he there¬ 
fore hurried his pace away, as long as he was within sight. 
He contrived to keep Woodville waiting, however, for at least 
twenty minutes; and as the young gentleman gazed towards 
the ship, he saw the large and cumbersome sails slowly un~ 
forled, and preparations of various kinds made i'or putting to 
sea. His patience was well nigh exhausted, and lie had already 
taken his place in the boat, intending to bid the men pull 
away, when Ned Dyram appeared, coming down from the inn, 
and carrying his saddle-bags over his arm, while a man fol¬ 
lowed bearing a heavy come. 

Bichard of Woodville smiled, saying to his yeoman of the 
stirrup, “ I knew not our friend Ned had such a mass of bag¬ 
gage, or I would have given him further time.” 

“He has got his tools there, I doubt,” observed the old 
armourer; “ for he is a famous workman, both in steel and 
gilding, though somewhat newfangled in his notions.” 

The minute after Ned Dyram was seated in the boat, the 
men gave way, and over the calm waters of a sea just rippled 
by a soft but favourable breeze she flew towards the ship. 
All on board were in the bustle of departure; and before 
Bichard of Woodville had examined the horses, and satisfied 
himself that everything had been carefully and thoughtfully 
arranged for their safety, the bark was under way. lie 
looked round for Ned Dyram, willing to make up, by some* 
praise of his attention and judgment, for any sharpness of 
speech on the shore; but the yeomen told him that their com¬ 
rade had gone below, saying that he was always sick at sea; 
and the young gentleman, escaping from the crowd and con¬ 
fusion which existed amongst horses and men in the fore part 
of the vessel, retired to the stern, and took his position near 
the steersman, while the cliffs of England, and the tall towers 
of the castle, with the churches and houses below, slowly 
diminished, as, moving heavily through the water, the bark 
lay her course for the town of Nieuport. 

The bustle soon ceased upon the deck; some of the yeomen 
laid themselves down to sleep, if sleep they might—the rest 
were down below; the mariners who remained on deck 
proceeded with their ordinary tasks in silence; the wind 
wafted them gently along with a soft and easy motion; and 
the sun, declining in the sky, shone along the bosom of the 
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aea as if laying down a golden path, midway between Franca 
and England. 

The feeling of parting from home was renewed in the 
bosom of Richard of Woodville, as he gazed back at the 
slowly-waning shores of his native land, leaning his arms, 
folded on his chest, upon the bulwark Of the stern. He felt 
no inclination to converse; and the man at the huge tiller 
seemed little disposed to speak. All was silent, except an 
occasional snatch of a rude song, with which one of the sea¬ 
men cheered his idleness from time to time; till at length a 
sweeter voice was heard singing in low and almost plaintive 
tones; and turning suddenly round, Woodville beheld a 
female figure, clothed in black, leaning upon the opposite 
side of the vessel, and gazing, like himself, upon the receding 
cliffs of England. He listened as she sang; but the first 
stanza of her lay was done before he could catch the words. 


SONG. 


Ob, leave longing! dream no more 
Of sunny hours to come; 

Dreams that fade like that loved shore 
Where once we made our home. 

Farewell; and sing lullabie 
To all the joys that pass ns by 
They go to sleep, 

Though we may weep, 

And never come again.—Nennie. 

Oh, leave sighing ! thought is vain 
Of all the treasures past; 

Hope and fear, delight and pain, 

Arc clay, and cannot last. 

Farewell; and sing lullabie 
To all the things that pass us by. 

They go to sleep, 

Though we may weep, 

And never come again.—Nennie, 

Oh, leave looking on the wave 
That dances in the ray 
See! now it curls its crest so brave^ 

And now it melts away. 

Farewell; and sing lullabie 
To it and all that passes by. 

They go to sleep, 

Though we may weep, 

And never come again.—Nennie; 

The voice wss so sweet, the music was bo plaintive, that, 
without knowing it, and though she sang in a low and sub¬ 
dued time, the smger had every ear turned to listen. Richard 

i 
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Richard ofWoodville that there was any feeling in her bosom 
towards him but deep gratitude and perfect confidence. She 
dwelt then upon her he loved, as if the subject were as pleas¬ 
ing to her as to himself; and though she spoke gaily, some¬ 
times almost in a jesting tone, yet there were touches of deep 
feeling mingled every now and then with all she said, which 
made him perceive that she herself had told him the light¬ 
ness was in manner alone, and not in the mind. 

At all events, her conduct had one effect which she could 
have desired: it removed all doubt and hesitation from the 
mind of Richard of Woodville, if any such remained, in re¬ 
gard to his behaviour towards her: it did away all scruple as 
to guarding and protecting her on the way, as far as their 
roads lay together. 

One point, indeed, in her account puzzled him, and exerted 
his curiosity, which was the sudden departure of his uncle 
and Mary lrom Westminster. “Well,” he thought, “i never 
loved the task of discovering mysteries, and have ever been 
willing to leave time to solve tfiem, else I should have trou¬ 
bled my brain somewhat more about my sweet Mary’s fate and 
history than I have doneand after pondering for a few mo¬ 
ments more, he turned again to other subjects with Ella Ifruue. 
Pleased and entertained by her conversation, he scarcely 
turned his eyes back towards the coast of England till the 
cliffs had become faint and gray, like a cloud upon the edge 
Of the sky, while the sun setting over the waters seemed to 
change them into liquid fire. In the mean time, watted oil by 
the light breeze, the ship continued her slow way; and as the 
.orb of day sank below the horizon, the moon, which had been 
np for some little time, poured her silver light upon the water, 
no longer outshone by the brighter beams. The sky remained 
pure and blue; the stars appeared faint amidst the lustre shed 
by the queen of night; and the water, dashing from the stern, 
looked like waves of molten silver as they flowed away. No¬ 
thing could be more calm, more grand, more beautitul, than 
the scene, with the wide expanse of heaven, and the wide ex¬ 
panse of sea, and the pure lights above and the glistening 
ripple below, and the curtain of darkness hanging round the 
verge of all things, like the deep veil of a past and future 
eternity. 

Neither Ella Brune nor Richard of Woodville could help 
feeling the influence of the hour, for the grand things of nature 
raise and elevate the human heart, whether man will or not. 
They lived in a rude age, it is true, but the spirit of each was 
high and fine, and their conversation gradually took its tone 
from the scene that met their eyes on all sides. They might 
not know that those stars were unnumbered suns, or wander¬ 
ing planets, like their own; they might not know that the 
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bright broad orb that spread her light upon the waves was an 
attendant world, wheeling through space around that in which 
they lived; they had no skill to people the immensity with 
miracles of creative power; but they knew that all they beheld 
was the handiwork of God, and they felt that it was very beau¬ 
tiful and very good. Their souls were naturally led up to the 
contemplation of things above the earth; and while Richard 
of Woodvillc learned hope and confidence in Him who had 
spread the heaven with stars and clothed the earth in loveli¬ 
ness, Ella Brune took to her heart, from the same source, the 
lesson of firmness and resignation. 

They gazed, they wondered, they adored; and each spoke 
to the other some of the feelings which were in their hearts; 
but some only, tor there were many that they could not 
speak. 

“ f remember,” said Ella, at length, in a low' voice, “when 
I was at. a town called Innspruck, in the midst of beautiful 
mountains, hearing the nnns chant a hymn, which 1 caught 
up by car; and the poor old man and 1 turned it, as best we 
might, into English, and used often in our wanderings to con¬ 
sole ourselves with singing it, when little else had we to con¬ 
sole us. It comes into my mind to-night more than ever.” 

“ Let me hear it, then, Ella,” said Richard of Woodvillc; 
“I love all music.” 

“ I will sing it.” replied Ella; “but you must not hear it 
only. You must join in heart, if not in voice. 


HYMN. 

Oh glorious, oh mighty Lord God of Salvation! 

Tliy name let us praise from the depth of the heart; 
Let tongue sing to tongue, nnd nation to nation, 

And in the glad hymn all thy works bear a part. 

The tops of the mountains with praises are ringing, 
The depths of the valleys re-echo the cry; 

The waves of the ocean thy glories are singing. 

The clouds and the winds find a voice as they fly; 
The weakest, the strongest, the lowly, the glorious, 

The living on earth, and the dead in the grave l 
' for the arm of thy Son over death is victorious. 

With power to redeem, and with mercy to s&v*. 

Oh glorious, oh mighty Lord God of Salvation! 

To thee let us sing from the depth of the heart; 

Let tongue tell to tongue, and nation to nation. 

How bountiful, gracious, and holy thou art.” 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THE FOREIGN LAND. 

The night had fallen nearly an hour ere Richard of Wood- 
ville, Ella Brunc, and the young Englishman’s attendants, 
were seated for the first time round the table of a small 
Flemish inn, on the day after they had left the shores of 
their native land. Strange as it may seem, that with a wind 
not unfavourable, somewhat more than twenty-four hours 
should be occupied by a voyage of less than sixty miles, yet 
such had been the case between Dover and Nieuport; for it 
was more than five hours past noon, on the evening following 
that on which they set sail, when the bark that bore Richard 
of Woodville entered the mouth of the little river on which 
that port is situated. But the art of navigation was little 
known in those times; and the wind, which, though directly 
fair at first, was never strong enough to give the ship much 
way through the water, veered round soon after midnight, not 
to a point exactly contrary, hut to one which favoured the 
course of the voyagers very little; so that if it had not again 
changed before night, another twelve hours might have been 
passed upon the sea. At length, however, the land, which 
had been for some time in sight, grew clear and more strongly 
marked; the towers of village churches were seen distinct; 
and anchoring as near the town as possible, the disembarka¬ 
tion was commenced without delay, in order, to accomplish the 
task before nightfall. Nevertheless, ere horses and baggage 
were all safely on the shore, the day had well nigh come to an 
end; so that, as I have said, it was dark before the young 
Englishman, Ella Brune, and his attendants, were seated 
round the table of the poor hostel which was the only place 
of entertainment that the town afforded. 

Here first the services of the poor minstrel girl became 
really valuable to her protector; for notwithstanding the 
proximity of the English coast, not a soul in the hostel could 
speak aught else but tiie Flemish tongue. There were evi¬ 
dently numerous other guests, all requiring entertainment; 
though with a strange exclusiveness, hardly known in those 
days, they kept themselves closely shut up in the rooms which 
had been retained for their own accommodation; and as nei- 
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ther Woodville nor any of fiis train, not even excepting the 
learned Ned Dyram, knew one word of the language, the whole 
party would have fared ill had not Ella, in tones which ren¬ 
dered even that harsh jargon sweet, given, in the quality of 
interpreter, the necessary orders for all that was required. 

The greatest difficulty seemed to be in obtaining chambers 
in which the somewhat numerous party of the young cavalier 
could find repose. The stable and the adjoining barn were 
already full of horses and mules, even to overflowing, other¬ 
wise they might have afforded accommodation to men who 
were accustomed in their own country to lie hard, and yet 
sleep lightly; and only one room of any size was vacant, with 
a small closet hard by, containing a low pallet. The latter, 
Richard of Woodville at once assigned to Ella Brunc; the 
former he reserved for himself and three of his men, of whom 
Ned Dyram was one; and it was finally arranged that the 
rest should be provided with dry hay, mown from the neigh¬ 
bouring sandy ground, in the hall where they supped. 

As soon as the meal was over, the board was cleared, the hay 
brought in, Ella retired to her pallet, Richard of Woodville 
to his; straw was laid across his door for the three men, and 
the whole party were soon in the arms of slumber. Richard 
of Woodville dreamed, however, with visions coming thick 
and fast, and changing as they came, like the figures in a 
phantasmagoria. Now he was in the king’s court, defying 
Simeon of Roydon to battle; now at the old hall at Dutibnry, 
with Isabel, and Dacre, and Mary, and poor Catherine Beau¬ 
champ herself. Then suddenly the scene changed, and he 
was by the moonlight stream near Abbot’s Ann, with Hal of 
Hadnock. lie heard a voice call to him from the water: 
“Richard! Richard!’’ it seemed to cry, “save me! Revenge 
me! Richard, Richard of Woodville!” 

He started suddenly up; but the voice still rang in his ears: 
“Richard of Woodville!” it said, or seemed to say. 

“ I hear,” he exclaims. “ Who callsV” 

“What maiden is this thou hast with thee?” asked the 
voice. “Beware! Beware! Love will not be lightlied.” 

“Who is it that speaks?” demanded Richard of Woodville, 
rubbing his eyes in surprise and bewilderment. But no one' 
answered, and all was silence. “Surely some one spoke,” 
said the young gentleman; “if so, let him speak again.” 

There was no reply, and Woodville was inclined to believe 
that his dream had been prolonged after he had fancied him¬ 
self awake; but as he sat up and listened, he heard the move¬ 
ment of some one amongst the straw at the end of the room; 
and well aware that, if any of the men were watchful, it must 
he lie who had the most mind, he exclaimed, “Ned Dyram! 
Are you asleep?” 
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“No, sir,” replied the man; “ I have been awake these ten 
minutes.” 

“ Did you hear any one speak just now?” demanded Wood- 
ville. 

“ To be sure I did,” answered Dyram. “ Some one called 
yon by your name: it was that which roused me. They asked 
about the maiden Ella, and bade you beware. Foul fall them! 
■we have witches near.” 

Richard of Woodville instantly sprang from his bed, and ad¬ 
vanced towards the casement. The moon was still shining; 
but when the young gentleman gazed forth, all without was 
in the still quiet of midnight, lie could see the court ol the 
hostel and the angle of the building, lormed by a sort jf wing 
which projected from the rest, close to where he stood; but 
all was calm, and not a creature seemed stirring. He looked 
up to the windows in the wing, but there was no light in any. 

“Whence did the sound seem to come, Ned?” he asked. 

“ It seemed in the room,” replied the man. “ Shall I strike 
a light? I have always wherewithal about me.” 

Richard of Woodvilfe hade him do so, and a lamp was soon 
lighted. But Ned Dyram and his master searched the room 
in vain; and the other tw'o inhabitants of the chamber slept 
soundly through all, At length, puzzled and disappointed, 
Woodville retired to bed again and the light was extinguished, 
but the young gentleman did not sleep for some hours, lis¬ 
tening eagerly for any sound. None made itself heard through 
the rest of the night hut the hard breathing of the sleeping 
yeomen; and after watching till near morning, slumber once 
more fell upon Woodville’s eyes, and lie did not wake till the 
sun bad been up an hour. The yeomen had already quitted 
the room without his having perceived it; and, dressing him- 
selfin haste, he proceeded to inquire of the host what strangers 
had lodged in his house during the preceding night besides 
himself and his own attendants. 

“ None but a party of monks and nuns,” the man replied, 
through the interpretation of Ella Brune, whom Woodville 
had called to his aid. 

“Ask him, Ella, of what country they were?’ said Richard 
of Woodville. But the man replied to Ella’s question that 
they were aft Hainaulters, except two who came from Fries¬ 
land, and that they were going ou a pilgrimage to Rome. 

Richard of Woodville w r as more puzzled than ever. For 
ft moment he suspected that Ned Dyram might have played 
apme trick upon him; for, notwithstanding tne bluntness ot 
tjhat worthy personage, a doubt of his being really as honest 
-and straightforward as the king believed him had entered into 
Woodville’s mind, he knew not well why. Reflecting, how¬ 
ever, on the feet of Ned DyTam having encouraged Ella Brune 
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to accompany them to the Continent, notwithstanding the op¬ 
posite advice given by his master, the young gentleman soon 
rejected' that suspicion, and remained as much troubled to ac¬ 
count for what had occurred as before. 

No further information was to be obtained; and as soon as 
his men and horses were prepared, llicliard of Woodville com¬ 
menced his journey towards Ghent, directing his steps in the 
first instance to Gliistel, through a country which presented, 
at that period, nothing but wide uncultivated plains and salt 
marshes, with here and there a village raised on any little 
eminence, or a feudal castle near the shore, from which, even 
in those days, and still more in the times preceding, numerous 
bands ot pirates were sent forth, sweeping the sea, and occa¬ 
sionally entering the mouths of the English rivers. The in¬ 
habitants of the whole tract from Ostend to the Aa were no¬ 
torious for their savage and bloodthirsty character; so much 
so, indeed, a9 to have obtained the name of the Scythians of 
the North; and Ella Brune, as she rode beside liichard ot 
Woodville, on one of the mules which he had brought with 
him, and which had been freed from its share of the baggage 
to bear her lighter weight, warned her companion to be upon 
his guard, as the passage through that part of the country was 
still considered unsafe, notwithstanding some improvement in 
the manners of the people. 

At first Woodville only smiled,, replying that he thought a 
party of eleven stout Englishmen were sufficient to deal with 
any troop of rude Flemings who might come against them. 
But she went on to give him many anecdotes of brutal out¬ 
rages that had been committed within a very few years, which 
somewhat changed his opinion; and the appearance of a body 
of five or six horsemen, seemingly watching the advance of 
his little force, induced him to take some precautions. Halting 
within sight of the church of Lombard’s Hede, he caused his 
archers to put on the cuirasses and salades with which they 
were provided for active service, and ordered them to have 
their bows ready for action at a moment’s notice. He also 
partly armed himaeli, and directed the two pages to follow 
him close by with his casque, shield, and lance; and thus, 
keeping a firm array, the party moved forward to Gliistel, 
watched all the way along the road by the party they had at 
first observed, but without any attack being made. Their 
military display, indeed, proved in some degree detrimental 
to them; for that small town had been surrounded by ram¬ 
parts some sixty or seventy years before, and the party ot 
strangers was refused admission at the gates. On the offer 
of payment, however, some of the inhabitants readily enough 
brought forth corn and water for the horses, and food and 
hydromel for the men. One or two of them could speak 
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French also, and from them Richard of Woodville obtained 
clear directions for pursuing his way towards Ghent. He now 
found that he had already somewhat deviated from the right 
track in coming to Ghistel at all; but as he was there, the men 
said that the best course for him to follow was to cross the 
country direct by Erneghem, and thence march through the 
forest of Winendale, along the high raised causeway .which 
commenced at the gates of Ghistel. 

As no likelihood of obtaining any nearer place of repose 
presented itself, the young Englishman proceeded to follow 
these directions, and towards three o’clock of the same day 
reached the village of Erneghem. Much to his disappoint¬ 
ment, however, he found no place of entertainment there. 
The inhabitants were mostly in the fields, and but little food 
was to be obtained for man or horse. On bis own account, 
Richard of Woodville cared little; nor did he much heed his 
men being broken into privations, which jie well knew must 
often befall them; but for Ella Brune he was more anxious, 
and expressed to her kindly his fears lest she should suffer 
from hunger and fatigue. But Ella laughed lightly, replying, 
“I am more accustomed to it than any of you.” 

Onward from that place, the march of the travellers was 
through the deep green wood, which, at that time, extended 
from a few miles to the south of Thorout, almost to the gates 
of Bruges. The soil was marshy, the road heavy, and full of 
sand; but the weather was still beautifully clear, the sun 
shone bright and warm, a thousand wild flowers grew up under 
the shade, and the leafy branches of the forest offered no 
unpleasant canopy, even at that early period of the year. 
Neither village, nor house, nor woodman’s hut, nor castle 
tower, presented itself for several miles; and as they ap- 

E roached a spot where the road divided into two, with no 
•iendly indication to the weary traveller of the place to 
•which cither tended, Richard of Woodville turned towards 
Ella, asking: “Which, think you, I ought to follow, my fair 
maid? or had I better, like the knight-errant of old, give the 
choice up to my horse, and see what his sagacity will do, 
where my own entirely fails me?’’ 

“ AVhat little I have,” replied Ella, “ would he of no good 
here; but I think the best road to choose would be the most 
beaten one." 

“Often the safest, Ella,” replied Richard, with a smile. 
“Yet not always the most pleasant,” answered Ella Brune. 
But as she spoke a human figure came in sight, the first that 
they had seen since they had left Erneghem. It was that of 
a stout monk, in a gray gown, with a large straw hat upon 
his head, tied with a riband under his beard. lie was mounted 
upon a tall, powerful ass, which was ambling along with him 
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at a good pace; and though he pulled up when he saw the 
large party of strangers pausing at the separation of the two 
roads, he came forward at a slower pace the next moment, 
and after a careful inspection of the young leader’s person, 
saluted him courteously in the French tongue. “Give you 
good day, and bcncdicite, my son!” he exclaimed, bowing his 
head. “You seem embarrassed about your way. Can Ihelp 
you?” 

‘‘Infinitely, good father,” replied Richard of Woodville, 
“if you can direct me on the road. I am going to Ghent.” 

“ Why, you can never reach Ghent to-night, my son!” ex¬ 
claimed the monk; “and you will find but poor lodging till 
you get to Thielt, which you will not reach till midnight, 
unless you ride hard.” 

“We shall want both food and lodging long ere that, good 
father,” said Richard of Woodville. “ Whither docs this road 
you have just come up lead?” 

“To Aetrick,” replied the monk; “but you will get neither 
food nor beds there, my son, lor so large a troop. ’Xis a poor 
place, and the priest is a poor man, who would lodge a single 
traveller willingly enough, but lias no room for more, nor 
bread to give them; but your best plan will be to come with 
me to Thorout. ’Tis a little out of your way to Ghent; but 
yet you can reach that city to-morrow, if you will, though 
’tis a long day’s journey: well nigh ten leagues." 

“ Is there a hostel in Thorout, good father?” asked Richard 
of Woodville. 

“ One of the most miserable in Flanders, Hginault, or Bra¬ 
bant,” answered the monk, laughing; “but we have a priory 
there, where we arc always willing to lodge strangers, and let 
them taste of our refectory. We are a poor order,” he con¬ 
tinued, with a sly smile, “but yet we live in a rich country, 
and the people are benevolent to us, so that our board is not 
ill supplied; and strangers who visit us always remember our 
noverty.” 

“That we will do most willingly,” said Richard of Wood¬ 
ville, “to the best of our ability, good father. But you see 
we have a lady with us. Now, 1 have heard that m some 
orders.-” 

“Ay, ay!” replied the monk, laughing, “where the bro¬ 
therhood are in sad doubt of their own virtue; bnt we are 
all grave and sober men, and fear not to see a fair sister 
amongst us; as a visitor—as a visitor, .of course. It would be 
a want of Christian charity to send a fair lady from the gate, 
when she was in need of food and lodging. But come on, sir, 
if you will come; for wc have still near a league to go, and 
'tis well nigh the hour of supper, which this pious beast of 
mine knows right well. 1 had to drub him all the way to 
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Aetrick, because he thought I had ought to be at vespers in 

S e convent; and now he ambles me well nigh three leagues 
the hour, because he knows that I ought to be back again. 
Oh, he has as much care of my conscience as a lady’s father- 
director has of hers! Come, my son, if you be coming;” and 
therewith he put his ass once more into a quick pace, and 
took the road to the right. 

In little more than half-an-hour the whole party stood 
before the gates of a large, heavy building, enclosed within 
high walls, situated at a short distance from the town of 
Thorout; and the good monk, leaving his new friends with¬ 
out, went in to speak with the prior in regard to the recep¬ 
tion. No great difficulty seemed to be made; and the prior 
himself, a white-bearded, fresh-complexioned old man, with 
a watery blue eye, well set in fat, came out to the door to 
welcome them. His air was benevolent; and his look, though 
somewhat more joyous than was perhaps quite in harmony 
with his vows, was by no means so unusual in his class as to 
call for any particular observation on the part of the young 
Englishman. 

Far from displaying any scruples in regard to receiving 
Ella within those holy walls, he was the first to show himself 
busy, perhaps somewhat more than needful, in assisting her 
to dismount. It was evident that he was a great admirer of 
beauty in the other sex; but there were other objects for 
which he had an extreme regard; and one of those, in the 
form of the supper of the monastery, was already being placed 
upon the table of the refectory; so that there was no other 
course for him to pursue than to hasten the whole party in, 
to partake of the meal, only pausing to ask Richard ofAVood- 
ville, with a glance at the black robe of serge and the white 
wimple of Ella Brune, whether she was a sister of some Eng¬ 
lish order? 

Woodville simply replied that she was not, but merely' a 
young maiden who was placed under his charge, to escort 
safely to Peronne, or perhaps Dijon, if she did not find her 
relations, who were attached to the Court of Burgundy, at 
the former place. 

The good prior was satisfied for the time, and led the way 
on to the refectory', where about twenty brethren were assem¬ 
bled, waiting with as eager looks for the commencement of 
the meal as if they had been fasting for at least four-and- 
twenty hours. To judge, however, from the viands to which 
they Soon sat down, no such abstinence W'as usually' prac¬ 
tised; and capons, and roe-deer, and wild-boar pork, were in 
as great plenty on the table of the refectory as in the hall of 
a high English baron. Some distinction of rank, too, was 
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here observed;* and the attendants of Richard of Woodville 
were left to sup with the servants of the convent, somewhat 
to their surprise and displeasure. The monks in general 
seemed a cheerful and well-contented race, fond of good cheer 
and rich wine; and all but one or two seemed to vie with each 
other in showing very courteous attention to poor Ella Brune, 
in which course the prior himself, and the brother qiiestor, 
who had been Woodville’s guide thither, particularly distin¬ 
guished themselves. 

There was one saturnine man, indeed, seated somewhat far 
down the table, with his head bent, over his platter, who 
seemed to take little share in the hilarity of the others. From 
time to time he gave a side-long look towards Ella, but it 
was evidently not one of love or admiration; and Richard of 
Woodville was easily led to imagine that the good brother 
was somewhat scandalised at the presence of a woman in the 
convent. lie asked the questor, who sat next to him, how¬ 
ever, in a low voice, who that silent brother was; and it 
needed no liirther explanation to make the monk understand 
whom he meant. 

“lie is a Kill-joy,’’ replied the questor, with a significant 
look; “but lie is none of our own people, though one of the 
order, from the abbey at Liege, lie departs soon, God be 
praised! ibr he has done nothing hut censure ns since he 
came hither. His abbot sent him away upon a visitation, to 
get rid of him, I believe; for he was unruly there, too, and 
declared that widgeons could not be eaten on even an or¬ 
dinary fast day without sin, though we all know the con¬ 
trary.” 

“lie is not orthodox in that, at least,” answered Richard 
of AVoodville, with a smile. “Doubtless he thinks it highly 
improper lor a lady to have shelter here.” 

“For that very reason,” said the questor, in the same low 
tone in which their conversation had been hitherto carried on, 
“the prior will have to lodge you in the visitors’ lodging, 
which you saw just by the gate; lor he fears the reports of 
brother Paul. Otherwise he would have put you in the sub- 
prior’s room, he being absent. But see, now he has done 
hiraseJf, how brother Paul watches every mouthful that goes 
■down the throats of others!” The questor sank his voice to 
» whisper, adding, in a solemn tone, “He drinks no wine; 
nothing but water wets his Hpsl Is not that a sin?—a dis¬ 
paraging of the gifts of God?" 

* In many countries, the distinction of lUtion, if not of birth, mu wry 
strictly enforced, especially at meals; and I think it is Meyrick who mentions 
■the ordinance of some foreign prince, by which no one under the grade of chi- 
«al*y was permitted to sit at the table with a knight, unless he were a cross¬ 
bowman, the son of a knight. 



AGINCOTJKT. 


174 

“It is, certainly, not using them discreetly,” answered 
Bichard of Woodville; “and, methinks, in these low lands, 
a cup of generous wine, such as this is, must be even more 
necessary to a reverend monk, who spends’ half his time in 
prayer, than to a busy creature of the world, who has plenty 
of exercise to keep his blood flowing.” 

“To be sure it is!” replied the questor, who approved the 
doctrine highly; and thereupon he filled Woodville’s can 
again, with a “ Benedicite, noble sir.” 

When the meal was over, the young Englishman remarked, 
that this grim brother Paul, of whom they had been speaking, 
took advantage of the little interval which usually succeeds 
the pleasant occupation of eating, to draw the prior aside, and 
whisper to him for several minutes. The face of the latter 
betrayed impatience and displeasure, and he turned from him, 
with a somewhat mocking air, saying aloud, “ You are mis¬ 
taken, my brother, and not charitable, as you will soon see. 
Hark! there is the bell for complines. Do you attend the 
service, sir?” 

The last words were addressed to Richard of Woodville, 
who bowed his head, and answered, “ Gladly I will." 

“ Oh, yes!” cried Ella, with a joyful look; “I shall be so 
pleased if I may find a place in the chapel. I have not had 
the opportunity of hearing any service since I left London.” 

“Assuredly, my daughter!” said the prior, with a gracious 
look; “tne chapel is open to all. *We have our own place; 
but every day we have the villagers and townsfolk to hear 
our chanting, which we are somewhat vain of. You shall be 
shown how to reach it with your friends.” 

The monks took their way to the chapel by a private door 
from the refectory; and Richard of Woodville, with Ella, 
was led by a lay brother of the monastery through the court. 
Two or three women and one old man were in the chapel, and 
the short evening service began and ended, the sweet voice of 
Ella Brune mingling sounds with the choir, which, well I wot, 
the place had not often heard before. At the close, Richard 
of Woodville moved towards the door; but Ella besought him 
to stay one moment, and advancing to the shrine of Our Lady, 
knelt down and prayed devoutly, with her beads in her hand, 
perhaps she might ask for a prosperous journey, and tor 
deliverance from danger; or she might entreat support and 
guidance ia an undertaking that occupied the dearest thoughts 
of an enthusiastic heart; nor will there be many iound to 
blame her, even if the higher aspirations, the holier and purer 
impulses that separate the spirit from the earth and lead the 
soul to heaven, were mingled with the mortal affections that 
cling around us to the end. so long as we are bondsmen of the 
clay. 
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■' While she yet prayed, and while the monks were wending 
away through their own particular entrance, the old prior 
advanced to Wood vide, who was standing near the door, and 
remarked, “Our liiir sister seems of a devout and catholic 
spirit. These are bad days, and there are many that swerve 
from the true faith.” 

At these words a conviction, very near the truth, broke 
upon Woodville’s mind, as he recollected what Ella had told 
him of the opinions of old 3V1 itrdock lirunc and of his relations 
in Liege, and combined her account with the whispering of 
brother Taul, a monk from that very city. It was a sudden 
flash of perception, rather than the light of cold consideration; 
and lie replied, without a moment’s pause, “She is indeed, a 
sincere and pious child of the holy Homan catholic church; 
and she has been much tried, as you would soon perceive, 
reverend sir, if you knew all; for she has relations who have 
long since abandoned the faith of their fathers, and would fain 
have persuaded her to adopt their own vain and heretical 
opinions; but she has been firm and constant, even to her own 
injury in their esteem, poor maiden!” 

“Av, 1. thought so, i thought so!" replied the fat prior, 
rubbing bis lat white hands. “See how she prays to the 
Blessed Virgin; and the Queen of Heaven will hear her 
prayers. She always has especial grace tor those who kneel 
at that altar. Good night, brother; goodnight! The (pastor 
and (he refectioner will show you your lodging, and give you 
the sleeping cup. To-morrow 1 will see you ere you depart.. 
God's blessing upon you, daughter,” he added, as Ella ap¬ 
proached. “I must away, for that lather Paul has us all up 
to matins.” 

Thus saying, the old monk retired; and in the court 
Woodviilo found his friend the questor, and another brother, 
who led him and his attendants to what was called the visitors’ 
lodging, where, with a more comfortable bed than the night 
before, he slept soundly, only waking for a few moments as 
the matin bell rang, and then dropping asleep again, to waken 
shortly after daylight and prepare for his journey onward. 

When he came to depart, however, there was one drawback 
to the remembrance of the pleasant evening he had passed in 
the monastery. A stout mule was saddled in the court, and 
the prior besought him, in courteous terms, to give the advan¬ 
tage^ of his escort to lather Paul, who was about to set out 
likewise for Ghent. Kichard of Woodville could not well 
refuse, though not particularly pleased, and placing a liberal 
return for his entertainment in the box of the convent, he 
began his journey, resolved to make the best of a companion* 
ship which he could not avoid. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE NEW ACQUAINTANCES. 


'An, was bustle in the good old town of Ghent, as Richard of 
Woodville and his train rode in. It was at all times a gay 
and busy place; and even now, when much of its commerce 
{has passed away from it, what a cheerful and lively scene docs 
its market-place present on a summer’s day, with the tall 
houses rising around, and breaking the line of the sunshine 
into fantastic forms, and the innumerable groups of men and 
women standing to gossip or to traffic, or moving about in 
many-coloured raiment! On that day, however, military 
display was added to the usual gaiety of the scene, and to 
'the ordinary municipal pageants of the time. Horsemen in 
arms were riding through the streets, lances were seen here 
and' there, and pennons fluttered on the wind, while every 
now and then, attendants in gay dresses, with the arms of 
Burgundy embroidered upon breast and back, passed along 
with busy looks and an important air. 

The young Englishman took his way under the direction of 
brother Paul, who had shown himself upon the journey more 
courteous and conversible than had been expected, towards 
the principal hostelry of the place, and Ghent at that time 
possessed many; but he was twice forced to stop in his advance 
by the crowds, who seemed to take little notice of him and 
his train, so fully occupied were they with some other event 
of the day. The first interruption was caused by a long train 
of priests and monks going to some church, with all the 
splendid array of the Rftman Catholic clergy, followed by an 
immense multitude of idle gazers; and hardly had they 
passed, when the procession of the trades, walking on foot, 
with bannevs'displayed, and guards in armour, and ensigns of 
the different companies, crossed the path of the travellers, 
causing them to halt for a full quarter of an hour, while the 
long line moved slowly, on. 

“Is this any day of peculiar festival, brother Paul?” de¬ 
manded Richard of Woodville; “the good citizens of Ghent 
seem in' holiday.” 

“ None that I know of," replied the monk, “ but I will ask 
and, pushing on his mule to the side of one of the more re- 
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speetable artisans, he inquired the cause of the procession of 
the trades. 

“They are going to compliment the Count de Charolois,” 
answered the man, ‘‘ and to ask his recognition of their charters 
and privileges, lie arrived only this morning." 

“That is fortunate, Ella,” said Woodville, as soon as he was 
informed of this reply, “both for you and for me. Youy 
father’s cousin will, most likely, be with him; and 1 seek the 
count myself.” 

Brother Paul seemed to listen attentively to what his com¬ 
panions said, but he made no remark; and as soon as the 
procession had passed, they rode on, and were soon housed 
comfortably for the night. The monk left them at the inn 
door, thanking the young English gentleman for his escort, 
and retired to the abbey of St. Bavon. 

The hour of the day was somewhat late for Richard of 
Woodville to present himself before* the Count de Charoiois, 
and he also judged that it might be more prudent to visit in 
the first place the agent of the king of England: the well- 
known diplomatist of that day, Sir Philip Morgan, or de 
Morgan—if it should chance that he had accompanied the 
count to Ghent. That he had done so, indeed, seemed by no 
means improbable, as Woodville had learned since his arrival 
in Flanders, that the Duke of Burgundy himself was absent 
in the French capital, and that the chief rule of his Flemish 
territory was entrusted to his son. The host of the inn, how¬ 
ever, could tell him nothing about the matter; all he knew 
was, that the count had arrived that morning unexpectedly, 
accompanied by a large train, and that instead of taking up 
liis abode in the Cour des Princes, which had of late years 
become the residence of the Counts of Flanders, he had ^one 
to what was called the Vieux Bourg, or Old Castle, of the 
Flemish princes. He offered to send a man to inquire if a 
person bearing the hard name which his English guest had 
pronounced was with the count’s company; and Richard of 
Woodville had just got through the arrangements of a first 
arrival, and was taking a hasty meal, when the messenger 
returned, saying that Sir Philip de Morgan was with the 
count, and was lodged in the left gate tower entering from 
the court. 

“I will go to him at once, Ella," he said; “and before mjr 
return you had better bethink you of what course you will 
pursue, in case your kinsman should not be with the count. 
I will leave you for the present under the charge of Ned Dy- 
ram here, who will see that no harm happens to you in this 
strange town." 

“Oli! it is not strange to me,” replied Ella Brune. “M r e 
once stayed here for a month,.noble sir; . nl as to bethinking 

M 



178 AGiMCotrnT. 

me of what I shall do, I have bethought me already, but will 
not stay you to speak about it now.” 

Thus saying, she suffered him to depart, without giving 
him any charge to inquire after her kinsman, being somewhat 
Siiore rfh- T! indifferent, to say the truth, as to whether Richard 
of Woodville found him or not. When the young gentleman 
had departed and the meal was concluded, Ned Dyram, though 
he hau'taken care to show no great pleasure at the task which 
his master had given him to execute, besought his fair compa¬ 
nion- to walk forth with him into the town, and urged her still, 
7«:twiff;ftanding the plea of weariness which she offered lor 
retiring to her own chamber. 

- U JL wish to purchase some goods,” he said; “and shall, 
never make myself understood, fair Ella, unless 1 have you 
with me.” 

“Oh! every one in this town speaks French,” replied Ella 
Brune; “ for since the country fell to one of the royal family 
of France, that tongue has become the fashion amongst the 
nobles; and the traders are obliged to learn it, to speak with 
them.” 

“ But I must not go out and leave you,” replied Ned Dy- 
ram, “after the charge my young lord has laid upon me;” 
and.as he still pressed her to accompany him, Ella, who felt 
that she owed him some gratitude for having forwarded her 
schemes so far, at length consented; and they issued forth 
■together into the streets of Ghent. 

As soon as they were free from the presence of the other 
attendants of Richard of Woodvilfe, the manner of her com¬ 
panion towards Ella became very different. There was a 
tenderness in his topes and hi his words, an expression of ad¬ 
miration in his countenance, which he had carefully avoided 
displaying before others; and the poor girl felt somewhat 
grieved and annoyed, although, as there was nothing coarse 
or familiar in his demeanour, she felt that she had no right to 
be displeased. 

“The lowliest may love the highest,” she thought; “ and 
in station he is better than I am. Why, then, should I feel 
angry V And yet I wish this had not been; it may mar all 
my plans. How can 1 check it V And if I do, may he not 
divine all the rest, and, in his anger ; do what he can to 
thwart me ? I will treat it lightly. Heaven pardon me if I 
dissemble!” 

. “What are you thinking of so deeply, fair maiden?” asked 
Ned Dyram, marking the reverie into which she had fallen. 
“You do not ieem to listen to what I say.” 

“As much as it is worth, Master Dyrarn,” replied Elk, in 
a gay tone. : “But I must check you; you are too rapid in 
your sweet speeches. Do you not know, that he who would 
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become a true servant to a lady must have long patience, and 
go discreetly to work? Oh! I am not to be won more easily 
than my betters. Poor as I am, 1 am as proud as any lady of 
high degree, and will have slow courtship and humble suit 
before I am won.” 

“Yon shall have all that you wish, fair Ella,” answered 
Ned Dyram, “if you will but smile upon my suit!” 

“Smile!” exclaimed Ella, with the same light manner., 
“Did ever man dream of such a thing so soon? Why, you 
may think yourself highly favoured if you get a smile within 
three months. The first moon is all sighing; the next is all 
beseeching; the next, hoping and fearing; and then, perchance, 
a smile may come, to give hope encouragement. A kind word 
may follow at the end of the fourth month, and so on. But the 
lady who could be wholly won before three years is unworthy 
of regard. However, Master Dyram,” she continued in a 
graver tone, “you must make haste to purchase what you 
want., for 1 am over-weary to walk farther over these rough 
stones." 

Just as she spoke, brother Paul passed them, in company 
with a secular priest; and although he took no notice of his 
fellow-travellers, walking on as if lie did not see them, the 
tpiick eye of Ned Dyram oerceived with a glance that the 
priest and the monk bad stopped, and were gazing hack, talk* 
ing earnestly together. 

“That dull shaveling loves us not, fair Ella," said Ned 
Dyram. “ He is one of your haters of all men, I should 
think.” 

“T have seen his face somewhere before,” answered Ella 
Bmne; “ but I know not well where. , 'J'is not a pleasant 
picture to look upon, certainly; but he may be a good tnaa 
ibr all that. Come, Master Dyram! what is it you want to 
buy? Here are stalls enough around us now; and if you do 
not choose speedily, I must torn back to the inn, and leave 
you to find your way through Ghent alone.” 

“Then, first,” said Ned Dyram, “I would buy a clasp to 
fasten the hood round your fair face.” 

“What!” exclaimed Ella, in a tone of merry anger; “accept 
a present within a week of having seen you first! Nay, nay, 
servant of mine, that is a grace you must not expect for months 
to come. No! if that be all you want, I shall turn back," and 
she did so accordingly. But Ned Dyram had accomplished 
as much of his object as he had hoped or expected, for that 
day at least. He had spoken of love with Ella Brune; and, 
although what a great seer of the human heart has said, that 
“talking of love is not making it,” may be true, yet it is un¬ 
doubtedly a very great step to that pleasant consummation. 
But Ned Dyram had done more: he had overstepped the first 
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great barrieT; and Ella now knew that he loved her. He 
trusted to time and opportunity for the rest; and he was not 
one to doubt his skill in deriving the greatest advantage from 
both. 

The foolish and obtuse are often deceived by others; the 
shrewd and quick are often deceived by themselves. Without 
that best of all qualities of the mind, strong common sense, 
there is little to choose between the two; for if the dull man 
has in the world to contend with a thousand knaves, the 
quick one has in his own heart to contend with a thousand 
passions, and perhaps the domestic cheats are the most dan¬ 
gerous after all. There iB not so great a fool on the earth as 
a clever man, when he is one; and Ned Dyram was one of 
that class, so frequently to be found in all ages, whose abili¬ 
ties are sometimes serviceable to others, but are rarely, if 
ever, found serviceable to themselves. 

Ella had used but little art towards him bub that which all 
women use, or would use, under such circumstances. Her 
first great thought was to conceal the love she felt; and where, 
when it becomes necessary to do so, is there a woman who will 
not find a thousand disguises to hide it from all eyes? But to 
him especially she was anxious to suffer no feeling of her bosom 
to qppear; for she had speedily discovered, by a sort of intui¬ 
tion rather than observation, or perhaps by a quickness in the 
perception of small traits which often seems like intuition, that 
be was keen and cunning beyond his seeming; and now she 
had a double motive for burying every secret deep in her own 
heart. She laid out no plan, indeed, for her future conduct 
towards him; she thought not what she would say, or what 
she would do; and i£ in her after course, she employed aught 
like wile against his wiles, it was done on the impulse of the 
momeHt, qnd not on any predetermined scheme. 

Ned Dyram had remarked his master’s conduct well since 
Ella had been their companion. He had seen that Woodville 
had been sincere in the opinion he had expressed, that it 
would be better for her to remain in England; and the very 
calm indifference which he had displayed on finding her in 
the ship with himself had proved to him, both that there had 
never been any love passages between them ere he knew 
either, as he had imagined when first he was sent to London, 
and that there was no chance of the "young gentleman’s 
kindly sympathy for the fair girl he protected growing into a 
warmer feeling. He read the unaffected conduct of his mas¬ 
ter aright; but to that of Ella Brune he had been more blind, 
partly because he was deceived by his own passions, partly 
because, in this instance, he had a much deeper and less 
legible book to read—a woman’s heart: and, though natu¬ 
rally of a clear-sighted and even susnicious mind, he aaw 
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not, in the slightest degree, the real impulses on which she 
acted. 

Contented, therefore, with the progress he had made, he 
purchased some articles of small value at one of the stalls 
which they passed, and returned to the inn with his fair com¬ 
panion, who at once sought her chamber, and retired to rest, 
without waiting for Richard of WoodviUe’s return. Then 
sitting down in a dark corner of the hall, in which several ot 
his companions were playing at tables, and two or three other 
guests listening to a talc in broad Flemish, delivered by the 
host, Dyram turned in his mind all that had passed between 
him and 1511a, and, with vanity to aid him, easily persuaded 
himself that his suit would find favour in her eyes. He saw, 
indeed, that the rash and licentious thoughts which he had at 
one time entertained in regard to her when he found her poor, 
solitary, and unprotected, at a hostel in the liberties of the 
city, were injurious to her; but as his character w r as one of 
those too ordinary and debased ones, which value all things 
by the difficulty of attainment, he felt the more eagerly in¬ 
clined to seek her, and to take any means to make her his, 
because lie found her less easy to he obtained than he had at 
first imagined. 


CHAPTER XXI. 

THE EXILE. 

At one side of a small square or open space, in the town of 
Ghent, rose a large pile of very ancient architecture, called 
the Graevensteen, for many centuries the residence of the 
Counts of Flanders. Covering a wide extent of ground with 
its walls and towers, the building ran back almost to the banks 
of the Lieve, over which a bridge was thrown, communicating 
with the castle on one side and the suburbs on the other. In 
front, towards the square, and projecting far before the rest 
of the pile, was a massive castellated gate of stone, flanked by 
high towers rising to a considerable height. The aspect of 
the whole was gloomy and stern; but the gay scene before the 
gates; the guards, the attendants, the pages in the bright- 
coloured and splendid costumes particularly affected by the 
house of Burgundy, relieved the forbidding aspect of the dark 
portal, contrasting brilliantly, though strangely, with its 
sombre and prison-like air. 

At a small light wicket, in a sort of balustrade, or screen, 
of richly-sculptured stone, which separated the palace front 
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the rest of the square, stood two or three persons, some ot" 
them in arms, others dressed in the garb of peace; and 
Kiehard ol' Woodville, with his guide, approaching one who 
seemed to be the porter, inquired if Sir Philip de Morgan 
could be spoken with. 

“Pass in,” was the brief reply: “the door in the court, on 
the left of the gateand walking on, they took their way 
wider the deep arch, and found in one of the towers a small 
low door of massive oak, studded with huge bosses of iron. 
No one was in attendance; and this door, being partially open, 
was pushed back by Kiehard of Woodville, who bade the 
guide wait below, while he mounted the narrow stairs, the 
foot of which was seen before him. At the first story another 
open door presented itself, displaying a little ante-room, with 
two or three servants seated round a table, playing at cross 
and pile, a game which, by this time, had descended from 
kings to lacqueys. Entering at once, the young gentleman, 
using the French tongue, demanded to speak with Sir Philip 
de Morgan; but the servants continued their game, with that 
sort of cold indifference which Englishmen of an inferior class 
have, in all ages, been accustomed to show towards foreigners: 
one of them replying, in very bad French, and hardly biting 
his bead from the game, “ He can’t be spoken with, he is 
busy!” adding in English to his fellow, “Play on, Wilfred!” 

“How now, knave!” exclaimed Kiehard of Woodville in his 
own tongue; “methinks you are saucy! llise this moment, 
and inform your master that a gentleman from the king of 
England desires to speak with him.” 

The man instantly started up, replying, “I beg your par¬ 
don, sir. I did not know you. I thought it was some of those 
Flemish hogs come to speak about the vellum.” 

“Learn to be civil to all men, sir,” replied Richard of 
Woodville; “and that a serving-man is as much below an 
honest trader as the trader is below liis lord. Go and do as I 
have told you.” 

The lacquey retired by a door opposite, leaving a smile 
upon the faces of Ms fellows at the lecture he had received; 
and after being absent not more than a minute, he re-opened 
the door, saying, “Follow me, noble sir; Sir Philip will see 
you.” 

Passing through another small chamber, in which a pale 
thin man in a black robe, with a shaven crown, was sitting, 
busijy copying some papers, Kiehard of Woodville was ushered 
into a larger room, poorly furnished. At a table in the midst 
was seated a corpulent, middle-aged personage, with a coun¬ 
tenance which at first sight seemed dull and heavy. The 
nose, the cheeks, the lips, were iat and protruding; and the 
thick shaggy eyebrows hung so for over the eves as almost to 
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conceal them. The forehead, however, was large and fine, 
somewhat prominent just about the brow and over the nose; 
and when the eye could be seen, though small and gray, there 
was a bright and piercing light in it, which frequently accom¬ 
panies high intellect. lie was dressed in the plainest manner, 
and in dark colours, with a furred gown over his shoulders, 
and a small black velvet cap upon his head; nor would it 
have been easy for any one unacquainted with his real cha¬ 
racter to divine that in that coarse and somewhat repulsive 
form was to be found one of the greatest diplomatists of his 
age. 

Sir Philip de Morgan rose as soon as Richard of Woodville 
entered, bowing his head with a courtly inclination, and de¬ 
siring his visitor to be seated. As soon as the servant had 
closed the door, he began the conversation himself, saying— 

“My knave tells me, sir, that you come from the king. It 
might have been more prudent not to say so.” 

“Why, good faith, Sir Philip,” replied Woodville, “with¬ 
out saying so, there was but little chance of seeing you; for 
you have some saucy vermin here, who thought fit to pay but 
little attention to my first words; and moreover, as I have 
letters from the king for the Count de Charolois, which must 
he publicly delivered, concealment was of little use, and could 
last but a short time." 

“That alters the case,” answered Sir Philip de Morgan. 
“As to my knaves, they must be taught to use their eyes, 
though a little insolence is not altogether objectionable; but 
you mentioned letters for the count: I presume you have 
some for me?” 

“ I have,” answered Richard of Woodville, putting his hand 
into the gibecierc, or pouch, which was slung over his right 
shoulder and under his left arm, by' an embroidered baud. 
“This from the king, sir;” and he placed Henry’s letter in 
the envoy’s hand. 

Sir Philip de Morgan took it, cut the silk with his dagger, 
and drew forth the two sheets which it contained. The first 
which he looked at was brief; and the second, which was 
folded and sealed, with two words written in the corner, he 
did not open, hut laid aside. 

“So, Master Woodville,” he said, after this examination, 
“I find you have come to win your golden spurs in Bur¬ 
gundy. What lies in me to help you I will do. To-morrow 
I will make you known to the Count de Charolois. I was 
well acquainted with your good father, and your lady mother, 
too. She was- the sister, if I recollect, of the good knight of 
1)unbury, a very noble gentleman;” and then, turning from 
the subject, he proceeded, with quiet and seemingly unim¬ 
portant questions, to gain all the knowledge that .he could 
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from Richard of Woodville, regarding the court of England, 
and the character, conduct, and popularity of the young king. 
But his visitor, as the reader may have seen in the earlier 
parts of this true history, though frank and free in his own 
case, and where no deep interests were concerned, was cau¬ 
tious and on his guard in matters of greater moment. He was 
not sent thither to babble of the king’s affairs; and though he 
truly represented his sovereign as highly popular with all 
classes, and deservedly so, Sir Philip de Morgan gained little 
further information from him on any of the many points in 
regard to which the diplomatist would fain have penetrated 
the monarch's designs before he thought fit to communicate 
them. 

The high terms in which Ilenry had been pleased to speak 
of the gentleman who bore his letter, naturally induced the 
envoy to set down his silence to discretion, rather than to want 
of knowledge; and he observed, after his inquiries had been 
parried more than once: 

“You are, I see, prudent and reserved in your intelligence, 
Master Woodville.” 

“It is easy to be so, fair sir,” answered his visitor, “when 
one has nothing to communicate. Doubtless the king has told 
you all, without leaving any part of his will for me to expound. 
At least, if he did, he informed me not of it; and I have no¬ 
thing more to relate.” 

“What! not one word of France?” asked the knight, with 
a smile. 

“Not one!” replied Woodville, calmly. 

The envoy smiled again. “Well,” he said, “then, to¬ 
morrow at noon I will go with you to the count, if you will 
he here. Doubtless we shall hear more of your errand from 
the letters you bear to that noble prince.” 

“I do not know,” replied Woodville, rising; “but at the 
same time, I would ask you to send some one with me to 
find out the dwelling of one Sir John Grey, if he be now in 
Ghent.” 

“Sir John Grey!" said De Morgan, musing, as if he had 
never heard the name before. “I really cannot tell you 
where to find such a person: there is none of that name here. 
Is he a friend of your own ?” 

“No,” answered Richard of Woodville; “I never saw 
him.” 

“Then you have letters for him, I presume?” rejoined lie 
other. “ What says the superscription? Docs it not give 
you more clearly his place of abode? This town contains 
many a street and lane. I have only been here these eight 
hours since several years, and he may well be in the place 
and I not know it." 
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V. 

Woodville drew forth the king’s letter, and gazed at the 
writing on the back; while Sir Philip de Morgan, who had 
risen likewise, took a silent step round, and glanced over his 
arm. “Ha! the king’s own writing!’’he said. “Sir John 
Grey! I remember; there is, I believe, an old countryman of 
ours living near what is called the Sas de Gand, of the name 
of Mortimer. He has been here some years; and if there be 
a man in Ghent who can tell you where to find this Sir John 
Grey, ’tis he. Nay, 1 think you may well trust the letter in 
his hands to deliver. Stay! I will send one of my knaves 
with you, who knows the language and the manners of this 
people well.” 

“ I thank you, noble sir,” replied his visitor; “but I have 
a man waiting for me, who will conduct me, if you will but 
repeat the direction that you gave: near the Sas de Gand, I 
think you said?" 

“Just so,” replied Sir Philip de Morgan, drily; “but not 
quite so far. It is a house called the house of Waeerschoot: 
but it is growing late; in less than an hour it shall be dark. 
You had better delay your visit till to-morrow, when you 
will be more sure of admission; for he is of a moody and 
somewhat strange phastasy, and not always to be seen.” 

“I will try, at all events, to-night," replied Richard of 
Woodville. “ I can but go back to-morrow if I fail. Fare¬ 
well, Sir Philip; I will be with you at noon;” and after all 
the somewhat formal courtesies and leave-takings of the day, 
he retired from the chamber of the king’s envoy, and sought 
the guide who had conducted him thither. 

The man was soon found, talking to one of the inferior 
attendants of the Count of Charolois; and, calling him away, 
Ricbard of Woodville directed him to lead to the house which 
Sir Philip de Morgan had indicated. The guide replied, in 
a somewhat dissatisfied tone, that it was a long way off; but 
a word about his reward soon quickened his movements, and 
issuing through the gates of the city, they followed a lane 
through the suburbs on the northern side of the Lys. 

A number of fine houses were built at that time beyond the 
actual walls of Ghent; for the frequent commotions which 
took place in the town, and the little ceremony with which 
the citizens were accustomed to take the life of any one against 
whom popular wrath had been excited, rendered it expedient 
in the eyes of many of the nobles of Flanders to lodge beyond 
the dangerous fortifications, which were as often used to keep 
in an enemy as to keep one out. Many of these were modern 
buildings, but others were of a far more ancient date; and at 
length, as it was growing dusk, the young Englishman’s guide 
stopped at the gate of one of the oldest houses they had yet 
seen, and struck two or three hard blows upon the large heavy 
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door. For seiae time nothing hnf r hollow d made an¬ 
swer; and, looking up, Richard of Woodvii. ::;mi;;ed tin. 
mansion, which scorned going fast into (ice;; It had once 

been one of the strong hattlenientcd dwelling some feudal 
lord; and heavy towers and numberless ui < seemed t.c 
show tlr.it the date of its first erection went back to a rime 
when the city of Ghent, confined to its own walls, had left the 
houses which were built beyond them surrounded only by the 
uncultivated fields and pastures watered by the Scheldt, tile 
Lys. :u;d the Lieve. The walls still remained solid, though 
the sharp cutting of the round arches had mouldered away in 
the damp atmosphere: and the casements above (for exter¬ 
nally there were none on the lower story) were, in many in¬ 
stances, destitute of even the small lozenges of glass, which 
in those davs were all that even princely mansions could 
boast. 

After waiting more than a reasonable time, the guide 
knocked loudly again, and, looking round tor a bell, at length 
found a rope banging under the arch, which he pulled vio¬ 
lently. While it \uis still in bis band, a stout Flemish wench 
appeared, and demanded what they wanted that they made 
so much noise. Her words, indeed, were unintelligible to the 
young Englishman; but, guessing their import, lie directed 
t Lie-guide to impure if an Englishman, of the name ofiUorii- 
mer, lived there. A nod of the head, which accompanied her 
reply, showed him that, it was in the aliimiative; mel lie then, 
by the same intervention, told her to let her master know that 
a gentleman from England wished to see him. 

The girl laughed and shook her head, sating something 
which, when it came to be translated, proved*to be, that si.e 
knew he would not sec any one ol‘ the kind, but, though it 
was of no use, she would go and inquire; ami away she con¬ 
sequently ran with good-humoured .‘■peed, slowing as she 
went a pair of tat white legs, with no other covering than that 
with which nature had furnished them. 

Nhe returned in a minute, with a look of surprise, and 
hade the strangers lbllow her, which they did, into the court. 
There, however, Woodvillc again directed .his guide to wait, 
and, under the pilotage of the Flemish maid, entered upon a 
sea of passages, till at length, catching him familiarly by the 
hand to guide him in the darkness tliat reigned within, she 
led him to a flight 01 stairs, and opened a door at the top. 
Before him lay’ a small room, ornamented with richly-carved 
oak, the lines and angles of which caught faintly the light 
proceeding from a lamp upon the table; and, standing in the 
midst of the room, with a look ot eager impatience, was a man 
somewhat advanced in life, though younger than Woodvillc 
had expected to see. His hair, it is true, was white, and his 
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beard, which he wore Ions':, was nearly so likewise; but he 
was upright, and seemingly firm in limb and muscle.'* His 
lace had furrows on it too, hut they seemed more those of 
care and thought than age; and his eye was clear, uiidimmcd, 
and flashing. 

11 Well, sir! well!" he said, in English, as soon as Richard 
of Woodville entered; “ what news? Why has she not come 
herself?" 

“ Yon are, I fear, under a mistake,” replied the young 
Englishman. “1 came to you for information, not to give 

any.” 

The other east himself hack into his scat, and covered his 
eyes with his hands, as Woodvillc spoke. The next moment 
he withdrew his hands, and the whole expression of his 
countenance was altered. Nothing appeared lmt a look of 
dull and thoughtful reserve, with a slight touch of disap¬ 
pointment. 

As lie spoke not, Richard of Woodville went on to say: 
“.Sir J’hiiipde Morgan directed me, sir-” 

“ Ay! Iso has his eye user upon me," exclaimed the other, 
interrupting him. “ Wiiat does he seek? what is there now 
to blamt V” 

“Nothing that I nm aware of,” answered Woodville: “it 
is oil my own business he directed me here, not on yours 

or his.” 

“ indeed!" said the other, with a softened look. “And what 
is there for your pleasure, sir?" 

“ He informed me.” replied his visitor, “that if there he a 
man in (incut, it is yourself, who can tell me where to find, 
one Sir John Grey, an English knight, supposed to be resi¬ 
dent here.” 

“ And may I ask your business with him?” inquired Mor¬ 
timer, coldly. 

“ Nay," answered Woodville, “ that will be communicated 
to himself. I cannot see how it would stead you to know 
aught concerning it.” 

“No!” replied Mortimer; “but it might stead him. A good 
friend, sir, to a man in danger, may stand like a barbican, as 
it were, before a fortress, encountering the first attack of the 
enemy. 1 say not that I know where Sir John Grey is to be 
found; but 1 do say, and at once, that I would not tell, if I 
did, till J had heard the motive of him who seeks him. lie 
lias been a wronged and persecuted man, sir; and it is fit that 
no indiscretion should lay him open to further injury.” 

Woodville fixed Ms eyes intently upon his companion’s 

* Hia after advancement to the Earldom of Tankervillo was won by deeds of 
arms, wi)H‘h shows that he must have been still hale and robust at this time. 
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door. For some time nothin" but a hollow pound made an¬ 
swer: aiul. looking up, Richard ol’ Woonviile examined the 
mansion, which seemed going fast into decor. It had once 
been one ol‘the strong battlcmcnted dwellings of some feudal 
lord: and heavy towers and numberless turrets seemed to 
show that the nate of its first erection went hack to a time 
when the city of Ghent, confined to its own walls, had left the 
houses which were built beyond them surrounded only by the 
uncultivated fields and pastures watered by the Scheldt, tire 
Lys, and the Libve. The walls still remained solid, though 
tlic sharp cutting of the round arches had mouldered away in 
the damp atmosphere;, and the easement- above (tor exter¬ 
nally there were none on the lower story) were, in many in¬ 
stances, destitute of even the small lozenges of glass, which 
in those days were all that even princely mansions could 
boast. 

After waiting more than a reasonable time, the guide 
knocked loudly again, and, looking round for a bell, at length 
found a rope 'hanging under the arch, which lie pulled vio¬ 
lently. While it wa.-, still in his hand, a stout Flemish vouch 
appeared, and demanded what they wanted that they made 
so much noise. Her words, indeed, were unintelligible to the 
young Englishman; but, guessing tlieir import, lie directed 
the guide to impure if an Englishman, of the name of Morti¬ 
mer, lived there. A liod of the head, which accompanied her 
reply, showed him that it was in the affirmative: and he thin, 
by die same intervention, told her to let her master know that 
a gentleman from England wished to see him. 

The girl laughed and shook her head, sating something 
■which, when it came'to be translated, proved to be. that she 
knew he would not see any one of the kind., hut, though it 
was of no use, she would go and impure; and away she con¬ 
sequently ran with good-humoured speed, showing as she 
went a pair of fat white legs, with no other covering than that 
with which natirne had furnished them. 

She returned in a minute, with a look of surprise, and 
hade the strangers follow her, which they did, into the court. 
There, however, Woodville again directed his guide to wait, 
and, under the pilotage of the Flemish maid, entered upon a 
sea of passages, till at length, catching him familiarly by the 
hand to guide him in the darkness that reigned within, she 
led him to a flight or stairs, and opened a door at the top. 
Before him lay a small room, ornamented with richly-carved 
oak, the lines and angles of which caught faintly the light 
proceeding from a lamp upon the table; and, standing in the 
midst of the room, with a look ot eager impatience, was a man 
somewhat advanced in life, though younger than Woodville 
had expected to see. His hair, it is true, was white, and his 
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beard, which he wore long, was nearly so likewise; hut he 
was upright, and seemingly firm in limb and muscle.* Ilia 
face had furrows on it too, hut they seemed more those of 
care and thought than age; and his eye was clear, undimmed, 
and flashing. 

“Well, sir! well!' 1 he said, in English, as soon as Richard 
ol‘ Woodvillc entered; “ what news? Why has she not come 

herself?” 

“ You are, I fear, under a mistake,” replied the young 
Englishman. “I came to you for information, not to give 
any.” 

The other east himself back into his scat, and covered his 
eyes with his hands, as Woodville spoke. The next moment 
he withdrew his hands, and the whole expression of his 
countenance was altered. Nothing appeared hut a look ol 
dull and thoughtful reserve, with a slight touch of disap¬ 
pointment. 

As lie spoke not, Richard of Woodvillc went on to say. 
“Sir Philipde Morgan directed me, sir-” 

“Ay! he has his eye ever upon me,” exclaimed the other, 
interrupting him. “ What does he seek? what is there now 
to blame?'" 

“-Nothing that I am aware of.” answered Woodvillc: “it 
is on my own business he directed me here, not on yours 

or his.”" 

“ Indeed !” said the otiier. w'th a softened look. “And what 
is there lor your pleasure, sir?” 

“ lie informed me,” replied his visitor, “that if there be a 
mmi in Ghent, it is yourself, who can tell me where to find 
one Sir dolm Grey, an English knight, supposed to lie resi¬ 
dent. here.” * 

“ And may I ask your business with him?” inquired Mor¬ 
timer, coldly. 

“ Nay,” answered Woodvillc, “ that will be communicated 
to himself. I cannot see how it would stead you to know 
aught concerning it.” 

“No!” replied Mortimer; “but it might stead him. A good 
friend, sir, to a man in danger, may stand like a barbican, as 
it were, before a fortress, encountering the first attack of the 
enemy. I say not that I know where Sir John Grey is to be 
found; but I do say, and at once, that .1 would not. tell, if I 
did, till 1 had heard the motive of him who seeks him. He 
has been a wronged and persecuted man, sir; and it is fit that 
no indiscretion should lay him open to further injury.” 

Woodville fixed Ids eyes intently upon his companion’s 


* His after advancement to the Earldom of Tankervillc was won hy deeds of 
arms, which shows that he must have been still hale and robust at this time. 
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countenance, and after a moment’s pause he said, in an assured 
tone, “ I speak to Sir John Grey even now. Concealment is 
vain, sir, and needless; for I do but bring you a letter from, 
the young king of England, which 1 promised to deliver with 
all speed; and if things be as I think, it will not prove so un¬ 
grateful to you as yon may expect. Am I not right? tor I 
must have your own admission ere I give the letter.” 

“The letter!” repeated the other; and again a look of 
eagerness came over his countenance. “You bear a letter, 
then? You arc keen, young man,” he added; “but yet you 
look honest.” 

“ I do assure you, sir,” replied Woodvillc, “ that I have no 
end or object on earth but to give the letter with which 1 am 
charged to Sir John Grey himself. I am anxious, moreover, 
to do it speedily, for so I was directed; and I have therefore 
come to-night without waiting for repose. If you be he. as I 
do believe, you may toll me so in saiety, and rest upon the 
honour of an English gentleman.” 

“ Honour!” said his companion, with a sad and hitter shake 
of the head. “1 have no cause to trust in honour: it has 
become but a mere name, the meaning of which has been lost 
long ago, and each man interprets it as be likes best. In for¬ 
mer times honour was a thing as immutable as the diamond, 
which nought could change to any other form. ’Twas truth, 
’twas right, ’twas the pure gold of the high heart. Now, alas! 
men have devised alloy; and the metal, be it as base as cop¬ 
per, passes current lor the value that is stamped upon it by 
society. Honour is no longer independent of man’s will; ’tia 
that which people call it, and no more. The liar who, with a 
smooth lace, wrongs his friend in the most tender point, is 
still a man of honour with the world; the traitor, who betrays 
his country or his king, so that it be for passion, and not gold, 
is still a nian of honour, and will cut your throat if you deny 
it; the calumniator, who blasts another’s reputation with a 
sneer, is still a man of honour if he’s brave. Honour's a name 
that changes colour, like the Indian beast, according to the 
light it is viewed in. Now it is courage: now it is rank; now 
it is riches; now it is fine raiment or a swaggering air. Once 
it was truth, young sir.” 

“And is ever so in reality,” replied Richard of Woodville; 
“the rest are all counterfeits, which only pass with men who 
know no better. It is of this honour that I speak, sir. How¬ 
ever, as you know me not, I cannot expect you to attribute to 
me qualities that are indeed now rare; yet, holding myself 
bound by that very honour which we speak of to deliver the 
letter that I bear to no one but him for whom it was destined, 
unless you tell me you arc indeed that person 1 must carry it 
back with me.” 
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“Stay! IVhat is your name?” demanded the other; “that 
may give me light.” 

“My name is Richard of Woodville,” answered his visitor. 

“Ha! Richard of Woodville!” cried the stranger, with a 
look of joy, grasping his hand warmly. “Give it me—give it 
me quick! 1 am Sir .John Grey! How lares she? Where 
is she V Why did she not come ?” 

“ 1 know not of whom you speak,” replied Woodville, 
“ this letter is from the kingand drawing it forth he put. it 
into his companion's hand. 

“From the king!” exclaimed Sir John Grey—“from the 
king!—a letter to me!”—and he held the packet to the lamp 
and gazed on the superscription attentively. “ True, indeed!” 
he said at length, cutting the silk. “ ‘ Our trusty and well- 
beloved !’ a style I have not heard for years; and bending his 
head over it, he perused the contents, which were somewhat 
long. 

Woodville gazed at his face while he read, and marked the 
light and shade of many varied emotions come across it. Now 
the eye strained eagerly at the first line, and the brow knit; 
now a proud smile curled the lip; and now the eyelids showed 
a tear. Hut presently, as he proceeded, all haughtiness passed 
away from his look, he raised his eyes to heaven, as if in 
thankfulness; and at the end let fall the paper on the table, 
and clasped his hands together, exclaiming, “ Praise to thy 
name. Most Merciful! The dark hour has come to an end!’’ 

Then stretching forth his open arms to Richard of Wood¬ 
ville, be said, “ Let me take you to my heart, messenger of 
joy ! you have brought me life 1” 

“1 am overjoyed to be that messenger, Sir John,” replied 
Woodville; “but in truth I was ignorant of what I carried. 
1 did but guess, indeed, from my knowledge of the king’* 
great soul, that he would not be so eager that this should 
reach you soon, if the tidings it contained were evil.” 

“ They are home to the exile,” replied the knight; “wealth 
to the beggar; grace and station to the disgraced and fallen; 
the reversal of all his father’s bitter acts; the generous out¬ 
pouring of a true royal heart! Noble, noble prince! God 
requite me with misery eternal if I do not devote every mo¬ 
ment that remains of this short life to do you signal service! 
And you, too, my friend," he continued, taking his visitor’s 
hand; “ so you are the man who, choosing by the heart alone, 
setting rank, and wealth, and name aside, looking but to love¬ 
liness and worth, sought the hand of a poor and portionless 
girl, the daughter of a proscribed and banished fugitive?" 

“Good faith, Sir John!” replied the young gentleman, 
gazing upon him with a look of no small surprise and plea¬ 
sure. ‘I begin .to see light; but 1 have been so long ia 



ACiWCOORT. 


190 

darkness that my eyes are dazzled. Can it he that I see. my 
fair Mary’s father, the father of Mary Markham, in Sir .John 
< irey ?” 

Hut the knight’s attention had lieen turned hack to the let¬ 
ter, with that abrupt transition which the mind is subject to 
when suddenly moved by joy so unexpected as almost to he 
rendered doubtful by its very intensity. “ I cannot believe 
it,” he said; “yet who should deceive me? It is royal, too, 
in every word.” 

“ It is the king's own hand that wrote it,” replied Richard 
of Woodville; “and if there be aught that is high ana gene¬ 
rous therein—aught that speaks a soul above the ordinary 
crowd—aught that is marked as lit ting for a king who values 
royalty hut lor extended power to do good and redress wrong— 
set it down with full assurance as a proof that it is Henry’s 
own. lint you have not answered me as to that, dear lady.” 

“ She is my child, Richard,” said Sir John (irey ; “ and if 
you are worthy, as 1 believe you. she shall be your w ife. You 
chose her in lowliness and poverty; she shall he yours in 
wealth and honour. But tell me more about her. When did 
you see her? Why has she not come?” 

“The last question 1 cannot answer,” replied Richard of 
Woodville; “lor though I heard her father had sent for her, 
I knew not who that lather was, or where; hut ——” 

“ So, then, she never told you?" asked the knight. 

“ Never,” answered Woodville, “nor my good uncle either; 
but I saw her some eight, or nine days since in Westminster, 
well and happy. 1 have heard since, however, by a servant 
whom I sent up, that she and Siv Philip had returned in haste 
to Dtmbnry, upon some sudden news.” 

“Ay! so then they have missed the men T sent,” replied Sir 
John Grey. “ I despatched a servant, the only one 1 had, 
three weeks since, together with some merchants who were 
going to trade in London, and who promised on their return, 
which was to be without delay, to bring her with them.” 

“ Stay!” exclaimed Woodville. “Had they not a freight of 
velvets and stuffs of gold?” 

“ The same,” answered the knight. “ What of them?” 

“ They were taken by pirates in the mouth of the Thames,” 
replied Ilichard of Woodville, “ I heard, the news in Win¬ 
chester, when I was purchasing housings lor my horses. But 
be not alarmed lor your dear child. She is safe. I saw her 
afterwards; and good Sir Philip seemed to marvel much why 
some persons whom he expected had not yet arrived. Had 
he told me more 1 could have given him tidings of them; put 
your mind at ease on her account, for she is still with Sir 
Philip.” 

“ But that poor fellow, the servant!” answered the -might, 
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sadly; “my heart is ill at rest lor him. Misfortune teaches 
us to value things more justly than prosperity. A true and 
faithiUl lriend, whatever he his station, is a treasure indeed, 
■not to he lost without a hitter pang. I must thank God that 
my dear child is safe; yet I cannot forget him.” 

“They will put him to ransom with the rest,” replied 
Richard of Woodvillc. “I heard they had carried the mer¬ 
chants and their vessel to some port in the north, and doubt¬ 
less you will soon hear of hint. 1 did not learn that there waa 
any violence committed; for though they are usually hard and 
cruel men, they are even more avaricious than bloodthirsty.” 

“ (rod send i:!” exclaimed Sir .John Grey. “ I wonder that 
your noble kinsman, when he heard that you were about to 
cross the sea, did not charge you with Mary's guidance hither. 
It would have been more sale.” 

•• But yon forget,'’ replied Woodvillc, “that 1 was ignorant 
of all concerning her. I thought she was an orphan till within 
the last ten days, or, perhaps, not so well piaeed as that. Be¬ 
sides, my uncle would not countenance our love; and, indeed, 
that, was his reason; for I remember be said that be wished 
we had not been such Idols as to be caught by one another’s 
eyes: that it would have saved him much embarrassment.” 

Sir John Grey smiled, saying—“ That is so much the man 
i left. He had even then outlived the memory of his own 
voting days, when lady’s love was all his thought but arms, and 
be looked upon everything but that lofty arid more shadowy 
devotion to the lair, which was the soul of olden chivalry, as 
little better than youthful idleness. lie kept you, then, even 
tn the last, without knowledge of her fate and history? He 
did well, too, lor so 1 wished it.; lmt l will now tell you all, 
and there is not, indeed, much to say. I raised my lance with 
the rest for my sovereign, Kiug Richard; was taken and par¬ 
doned; but swore no allegiance to one whom I could not but 
hold as an usurper. When occasion served again I was not 
slack to do the same once move, and with my friends fought 
the lost battle ol' Shrewsbury. My life was saved by a poor, 
faithful fellow of our army, who gave his own I fear lor mine; 
and flying, more fortunately than others, I escaped to this land. 
Here I soon heard that l was proclaimed a traitor, iny estate 
seized, my name attainted, and my child sought for to make 
her a w ard of the crown, and-to give her and the fortune which 
her mother inherited to some minion of the court. She was 
then a mere child, and by your uncle’s kindly care was taken 
first to Males, and thence brought to his own house, where he 
bus ever treated her as a daughter. I lingered on in this and 
other lauds from year to year, and many an effort was made 
to entrap or drive me back into the net. The King of France 
was instigated to expel me irom lus dominions; the Duke ot 
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Burgundy was moved to follow his example, but would not so 
debase himself to any king on earth. But why should I tell 
all that I have suffered? Every art was used, and every 
means of persecution tried, till at length, taking refuge in 
this town of Ghent, under a false name, I have known a short 
period of tranquillity. Then came the thought of my child 
upon me: it grew like a thirst, till I could bear no more, and 
I sent for her. I knew not then that the late king was dead, 
or I might have waited to see the result; for often, when 
this prince was but a child, I have had him on my knee, and 
I too taught him to handle the bow when he was seven years 
old; for till his lather stretched a hand towards the crown, 
he was my friend, and Harry of Hereford and John Grey 
were sworn brothers.” 

“ ‘The more the friendship once, the more the hate,’ ” re¬ 
plied Richard of AVoodville; “so says the old song, noble 
knight; but now that enmity is over, I trust, for ever. The 
Earl of March, the only well-founded obstacle in the way of 
Henry’s rights, acknowledges them fully.’ 

“And if he did not,”answered Sir John Grey,with a stem 
brow, “ 1 would never draw my sword for him. The Earl of 
March—J mean the old Earl—by tame acquiescence in the 
deeds of Henry of Bolingbroke, set aside his title. lie held 
out no hand to help his falling kinsman Richard; and if the 
crown was to be given away, it was the peers and commons 
ot England had the right to give it; and they rightly gave it 
to the brave and wise, rather than to the feeble and the timid. 
It was Richard IMantagcnet was my king, and not the Earl 
01 March. To the one I swore allegiance, and owed much; 
to the other I had no duty, and owed nothing. I did not 
wrangle which son of a king should succeed, hut J upheld 
the monarch who was upon the throne. Neither did T ever, 
my young friend, regard the Duke of Lancaster with private 
enmity, as you seem to think. He was ambitious, he usurped 
his cousin's throne, and 1 drew the sword against, him because 
he did so; but 1 will acknowledge that, if there was one man 
in England fitted to fill that throne with dignity, lie was the 
man. lie, on the contrary, hated me, because liis own con¬ 
duct had changed a friend into an enemy; and so it is ever in 
this world. But who is it rings the bell so fiercely? Ilark! 
perhaps it is my child!” ami opening the door, he turned 
his head eagerly to listen to the sounds that rose from 
below. 

Richard of Woodville also gave ear, for a word is sufficient 
to make hopes, however improbable, rise up like young plants 
in a spring shower, at least in our early days. But the next 
moment, the steps of two persons sounded in the passage, and 
one of the servants, whom AVoodville had secu in the ante- 
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chamber of Sir Philip dc Morgan, appeared, guided by the 
Flemish maid. 

“ My master greets yon well, sir,” he said, addressing Sir 
John Grey, “ and has sent you, by the king’s order, some of 
the money belonging to you, for your present needand thus 
saying, he laid a heavy bag of what appeared to be coin upon 
the table. 11 He bids me say," continued the man, “that 
the rest of the money will arrive soon, and that you had 
better appear at the court of my Lord Count as early as 
may be, that all the world may know you have the king’s 
protection.” 

Sir John Grev gazed at the hag of money with a mournful 
smile, “llow ready men are,” lie said, “when fortune fa¬ 
vours! How far and how long might I have sought this 
when 1 was in distress!” and untying the hag, he took out a 
large piece of silver, saying to the servant, “There, my friend, 
is largess. Tell your master I will follow counsel. He has 
heard of this, Richard; you bore him letters, 1 suppose;” he 
added, as the man quitted the room, with thanks for his 
bounty. “ Well, ’tis no use to expect of men more tiian 
they judge their duty; yet. this knight was the instrument 
who willingly urged the fluke of Burgundy to drive me forth 


CHAPTER XXII. 

TTIE COUNT OF C1IAKOI.OI8. 

Clothed in the most splendid array with which he had been 
able to provide himself, his tight-fitting hose displaying to the 
highest advantage his graceful yet powerful limbs, with the 
coat of black silk, spotted with flowers of gold, cut wide, hut 
gathered into numerous plaits or folds round the collar and 
the waist, and confined by a rich girdle to the form, while the 
sleeves, fashioned to the shape of the arm, and fastened at 
the wrist, showed the strong contour of the swelling muscles, 
Richard of Woodvillc stood before the door of the inn, as 
handsome and princely a man in his appearance as ever graced 
a royal court. Over liis shoulders lie wore a short mantle of 
embroidered cloth, trimmed with costly fur, the sleeves of 
which, according to the custom of the day, were slashed down 
the inner side so as to suffer the arm to be thrust out from 
them, while they, more for ornament than use, hung down t c 
the bend of the knee. On his feet he wore the riding boots 
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of the time, thrust down to the ankle; and, in accordance with 
a custom then new in the courts of France and Burgundy, 
but which ere long found its way to England, his heavy sword 
had been laid aside, and his only arm was a rich-hilted dagger, 
suspended by a gold ring from the clasp of his girdle. liis 
head was covered with a small bonnet, or velvet cap, orna¬ 
mented by a single long white feather, showing that lie had 
3»ot yet reached knightly rank; and round it curled in large 
masses his glossy dark-brown hair. 

Likewise arrayed with all the splendour that the young 
gentleman's purse had permitted him to procure, six of his 
sol vents stood ready by their horses’ .-.ides to accompany him 
to the dwelling of the Count of Charoiois; And a glittering 
train they ibrmed, well fitted to do honour to Old England in 
the eyes of a foreign court, ft was evident enough that they 
were all well pleased with themselves; but their self-satis¬ 
faction was of the cool and haughty kind so common to our 
countrymen, partaking more of pride than vanity. They 
looked down upon others more than they admired themselves; 
and, unlike the French or the Burgundians, seemed to care 
little what others thought of them, quite contented with feel¬ 
ing that their garb became thorn, and that, should need be, 
they could give a stroke or bide a bullet with the best. 

The horse of Richard ofWoodvillc—not the one which bad 
borne him from the coast, but a liner and more powerful ani¬ 
mal— was brought round; and turning for a moment to Ella 
Bruno, who stood with a number of other gazers at the door 
of the inn, the young Englishman said, “ I will not be so 
careless and forgetful to-day, Ella, but will bring you back 
tidings of your kinsman, without further fault.'’ 

Then springing on his charger’s hack he rode lightly away, 
while the poor girl gazed after him, with a deep sigh strug¬ 
gling at her heart, and suppressed with pain, as she thought 
of the many eyes around her. 

At the gate of the Graevenstecn, orders had been already 
given to admit the young Englishman into the inner court; 
and, riding on, Richard of AVoodvillc dismounted near fhe 
door which led to the apartments of Sir Philip de Morgan. 
A man who was waiting tit the foot of the stairs rati up them 
as soon ns he saw the train, and before AA'oodville could bil¬ 
low, the envoy of the King of England came down, followed 
by a page, lie greeted liis young countryman with even 
marked courtesy, suffered liis eye to rest with evident pleasure 
upon his goodly train, and then turning with a smile to AFood- 
ville, he inquired, “Do men in England now gild the bits and 
chains of their horses?” 

“ It is a new custom, I believe,” replied the young gentle¬ 
man. “I gave little heed to it, but told the people to give 
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me those things that would not discredit my race and country 
at the court of Burgundy.’’ 

“ Well, let us go thither," replied Sir Philip; “or at least 
to such part of it as is here in Ghent. I have already advised, 
the count, that you are coming, and lie is willing to show you 
all favour.” 

The envoy accordingly led the way across the wide court 
which separated the old gate, with its gloomy towers, from 
the stem and still more ibrhidding fortress of the ancient 
Counts of Flanders; anil passing first through a narrow 
chamber, in which were sitting some half-dozen armed guards, 
and tlicii through a wide hall, where a greater number of 
gentlemen were assembled in their garb of peace, the two 
F.ngiishmen approached a flight of stops at the iiirther end. 
There a middle-aged man, with a gold chain round his ricek, 
advanced, and addressing Sir Philip de Morgan, inipiired if 
the count, was aware of their visit. 

The diplomatist replied that they were expected at that 
hour; and the other, pushing open the door at the top of the 
steps, called loudly to an attendant within to usher the visi¬ 
tors to ills hud's presence. After a few more ceremonies of 
the same kind, Wooilville and his companion were introduced 
into tiie small cabinet in which the Count of Charolois was 
seated. lie was not alone; for two personages, having the 
appearance of men of some rank, hut hooted anil spurred as 
if for a journey, were standing before him, in the act of taking 
their leave; and Bicliard of Wooilville had an opportunity of 
examining briefly the countenance of the prince, known after¬ 
wards as Philip the Good, 

lie was then in the brightness of early youth; and seldom 
lias there been seen a face more indebted to expression for 
the beauty which all men agreed to admire. Taken sepa¬ 
rately, perhaps,none of the leatuves were actually fine except 
the eyes; but there was a look of generous kindness, a soil¬ 
ness brightened by a quick and intelligent glance, a benignity 
rather heightened than diminished by certain firmness of 
character in the mouth and jaw, which was inexpressibly 
pleasing to the eye. There were lines of deep thought, too, 
about the brow-, which eoM'-rsted strangely with the smooth 
soft skin of youth, and with the rounded checks without a 
furrow or hollow, and the eyelids as unwrinkled and full as 
those of careless infancy. 

The count had evidently been speaking on matters of grave 
moment; lor there was a seriousness even in his smile, as, 
rising lor an instant, while the others bowed and retired, be 
wished them a prosperous journey. He was above the middle 
height, but not very tall; and tbougb in alter years he became 
somewhat corpulent, he was now very slight in form and 
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graceful in his movements, which all displayed, even at the 
early age of seventeen, that dignity never lost, even after the 
symmetry of youth was gone. 

As the two gentlemen who took their leave were quitting 
the room, the comit turned to Sir Philip de Morgan, bowing 
rather stiffly, and noticing Woodville with a slight inclination 
of the head. 

“Tin's is, I suppose, the gentleman yon mentioned. Sir 
Philip,” he said, “whohas brought me letters from my royal 
cousin of England?” 

“The same, fair sir,” replied the envoy. “Allow me to 
make known to you Master Richard of Woodville, allied to 
the noble family of Beauchamp, one of the first in onr poor 
island.” 

“lie is welcome to Ghent,” replied the count. But Wood- 
ville remarked that he did not demand the letters which lie 
bore; and he was hesitating whether he should present the 
one addressed to him, when the prince inquired, in an easy 
tone, whether he had had a prosperous journey; following up 
the question with so many others of small importance, that 
the young Englishman judged there was something assumed 
in his eager but insignificant interrogatory. 

He knew not, indeed, what was the motive: lmt his com¬ 
panion, too well accustomed to the ways of courts not to 
translate correctly a hint of the kind, whether he chose to 
apply it or not, took occasion, at the very lirst pause, to say, 
“Having now had the honour of introducing this young gen¬ 
tleman, I will leave him with you, my lord count, as I have 
important letters to write on the subject of our conversation 
this morning.” 

“Ho so, sir knight," replied the prince; and he took a step 
towards the door, as if to honour his departing visitor. 

“Now, Master Richard of Woodville,” he continued, as 
soon as the other was gone, “let us speak of your journey 
hither; but first, if you please, let me see the letter which 
you bring, and which may, perhaps, render further explana¬ 
tion unnecessary." 

Richard of Woodville immediately presented the king’s 
epistle to the Count of Charolois, who read the contents with 
attention, and then gazed at the bearer with an earnest 
glance. “I have heard of you before, sir,” he said, with a 
gracious smile, “and am most willing to retain you on the 
part of Burgundy. Such a letter as this from my royal cousin 
could not be written in favour of one who did not merit high 
honour; and unhappily, in these days, there are but too 
many occasions of gaining renown in arms. May I ask what 
payment you require for the services of yourself and your 
men?" 
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“None, noble prince,” replied Richard of Woodville: “I 
come but to seek honour. If my sendees be good, you or 
your father will recompense them as you think meet. In the 
mean time, all that 1 require is entertainment for myself and 
followers at the court of Burgundy, wherever it may be, and 
the discharge of my actual expenses in time of war, or when 
1 am employed in any enterprise you may think fit to entrust 
to me." 

-“1 see, sir, that you are of the olden chivalry,” said the 
count, giving him his hand. “You are from this moment a 
retainer of our house; and I am glad,” he continued, “that 
1 have spoken with you alone; for good Sir Philip de Mor¬ 
gan loves none to bring letters from his king but himself. 1 
may have cause to call upon you soon. Even now, indeed 
——- hut of that hereafter. How many have you with you:”' 

“Ten stout archers,” answered the young Englishman, 
“who will do their duty in whatever field they may be called 
to. and myself. That is my only force, but it may go far; 
for we are well horsed and armed, and most of us have seen 
blood drawn in our own land. You said, my lord count, 
that even now an occasion might offer: at least, so I under¬ 
stood you. Now, I am somewhat impatient of fortune’s tar¬ 
diness. and would not miss her favours, as soon as her hand 
is Open.” 

The count mused for a moment, and then looked up, 
laughing. “Well,” he said, “perhaps my mother may call 
me a rash hoy in trusting to such new acquaintance; but yet 
I will confide in you to justify me. There may be an occa¬ 
sion very soon, and if there he, I will let you have your part. 
I. alas! must not go; hut at all events, have everything ready 
to set out at a moment’s notice, and you may chance to ride 
far before many days he over. Now let us speak of other 
tilings and he proceeded to ask his visitor numerous ques¬ 
tions regarding the English court, its habits, customs, and the 
characters of the principal nobles that distinguished it. 

Richard of Woodville answered his inquiries more frankly 
than he had done those of Sir Philip de Morgan, and the 
count seemed well pleased with all he heard. Gradually 
tlicir conversation lost the stiffness of first acquaintance; and 
the young prince, throwing off the restraint of ceremony, 
gave way to the candid spirit of youth, spoke of his own 
father and of his dangerous position at the court of France, 
expressed his longing desire to take an active part in the 
busy deeds that were doing, touched with some bitterness 
upon the conduct of the dauphin towards his sister, and 
added, with a flushed cheek, “Would my father suffer it, I 
would force him, lance to lance, if not to cast away his painted 
paramour, at least to do justice to his neglected wife. She 
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is more fair and bright than any French harlot; and it must 
be a studied purpose to insult her race that makes him treat 
her thus.” 

“’Perhaps not, noble count,” replied Richard of Woodvillc: 
“there is nothing so capricious on this earth as the pampered, 
heart of greatness. Do we not daily sec men of all ranks 
east away from them tilings of real value to please the mo¬ 
ment with some empty trifle.V and the spoilt children of for¬ 
tune—1 mean princes and kings—may well be supposed 
to do the same. God, when he puts a crown upon their 
heads, leaves them to cnricli it with jewels if they will; hut, 
alas! too often they content themselves with meaner things, 
and think the crown enough.” 

The prince smiled, with a thoughtful look, and gared for a 
moment in Woodvillc’s face ere he replied. “Yon speak not 
the same language as Sir Philip dc Morgan,” he said at 
length : “his talk is ever of insult and injury to the house of 
Burgundy. He can find no excuse for the house of Valois.” 

“He speaks as a politician, my lord count,” replied Wood- 
ville: “would that 1 might say, I speak as a friend, though a 
bold one! I know not. what are his views and purposes; hut 
when you mention aught to me, 1 must answer frankly, if I 
answer at all; and in this case I can easily believe that the 
dauphin, in the wild heat of youth, perhaps nurtured in vice 
and licentiousness, and, at all events, taught early to think 
that his will must have no control, may neglect a sweet lady 
for a trumpery leman, without meaning any insult to your 
noble race. Bad as such conduct is, it were needless to ag¬ 
gravate it by imaginary wrongs.” 

The count looked down in thought, and then, raising his 
head with a warm smile, he answered, “You speak nobly, 
sir, and yon may say you arc my friend; for the man who 
would temper a prince’s passion, without any private motive, 
is well worthy of the character here written;” and lie laid 
his hand upon Henry’s letter, which he had placed upon the 
table. 

“I trust, my lord count,” replied Woodvillc, “that you 
will never have cause to say, in any case where my allegiance 
to my own sovereign is not concerned, that I do net espouse 
your real interests as warmly as I would oppose any passion, 
even of your own, which 1 thought contrary to them. 1 am 
not a courtier, fair sir, and may express myself somewhat 
rudely; but 1 will trust to your own discernment to judge, in 
all instances, of the motive rather than the manner.” 

“I shall remember more of what you have said than you 
perhaps imagine,” answered the young count. “You gave 
me a lesson, my noble friend—and henceforth I will call you 
by that name—in regard to those spoilt children of fortune, as 
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you tenn them, princes; and I will try not to let a high sta¬ 
tion pamper me into deeds like those which I myself condemn, 
lint there are many persons here, in the good town of Ghent, 
to whom I must make you known, as they will be your com¬ 
panions for the future; and before night, such arrangements 
shall be made for your lodging and accommodation as will 
permit of your taking up your abode in the old castle here. 
There is but one warning 1 will give you,” be continued: “Sir 
Philip de Morgan is a shrewd and clever man; very zealous 
in the cause of his king, but somewhat jealous of all other in¬ 
fluence. My father esteems him highly, though he is not 
always ready to follow whither lie would lead. You had 
better be bis friend than his enemy; and yet, when there is 
anything to he done, communicate with me direct, and not 
through him.” 

“1 will follow your advice, sir, as far as may he,” replied 
Voodville; “but I do not think there is any great chance of 
Sir Philip de Morgan and myself interfering with each other. 
3 am a soldier; he is a statesman. I will not meddle with his 
trade, and I think he is not likely to envy me mine. He was 
a good man-at-arms, J hear, in his early days; hut 1 fancy he 
will not easily enclose himself in plate again.” 

“Good faith!” exclaimed the young count, laughing, “his 
cuirass would need be shaped like a how, and have as much 
iron about it as the great bombard of Oudenarde, which our 
good folks of Ghent call Mad Meg.* No, no! I do not think 
that he will ever couch a lance again. But come, my friend, 
let us to the hall, where we shall find some of the nobles of 
Burgundy and Flanders waiting for us. Then we will ride to 
my mother’s, where 1 will make you known to her fair ladies. 
1 have no further business for the day; but yet I must not be 
absent from my post, as every hour I expect tidings which 
may require a sudden resolution.” 

The prince then led the way into the large hall, through 
which ltichard of Woodville had passed about half an hour 
beiore; and there was instantly surrounded by a number of 
gentlemen, to whom he'introduced his new retainer. Many 
a noble name which the young Englishman had often heard of 
was metjfioned: Croys, Van Heydes, St. Pauls and Boyes, 
Lalains, and Lignes; and from all, as might he expected 
under the circumstances in which he was introduced to them, 
he received a courteous reception. It must not he denied, 
however, that although chivalrous customs required a friendly 
welcome to every adventurous gentleman seeking service at 

* Dulie Crite.—This great cannon, or bombard, was forged for the siege of 
Oudenarde in 13«2, find la nearly twenty feet long, and about eleven in circum¬ 
ference. 
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a foreign court, human nature, the same in all ages, left room 
for jealousy of any one who might aspire to share the favour 
which each desired to monopolize. Thus, though every one 
was, as I have said, courteous in demeanour to Richard of 
Woodville, it was all cold and formal; and many a whispered 
observation on his appearance and manners, on the accent in 
which he spoke the language, and on the slight difference of 
his dress from that of the Burgundian court, marked a wil¬ 
lingness to find fault wherever it was possible. For his part, 
he took little notice of these things, well knowing what he 
had to expect; and aware that friendship could not be gained 
at once, he treated all with perfect good humour and civility, 
in the hope that those who were worthy of any further con¬ 
sideration would learn in time to esteem him, and to cast 
away any needless jealousy. 

After passing about half-an-hour in the hall, the young 
count selected some five or six of the gentlemen present to 
accompany him on his visit to his mother, who was lodged in 
the new palace, called the Cour des Princes; and as soon as 
his horses were brought round, he descended with the young 
Englishman and the rest into the court of the castle. He 
paused for a moment where, ranged in a line by their horses’ 
sides, he saw the stout yeomen who had accompanied Richard 
of Woodville thither; and as, with an eye not unskilful even 
then in judging of thews and sinews, he marked their light 
yet powerful limbs with an approving smile, he turned to 
his new friend, saying in a low voice, “Serviceable stuff 
there, in the day of need, I doubt not!” 

“I have every hope they will prove so, my good lord,” 
replied Woodville; and giving them a sign, each man sprang 
at once into the saddle, except the one who had led forward 
his young master's horse, and held the stirrup while he 
mounted. 

As the gay party rode along through the streets of Ghent, 
the inconstant people, so often in open rebellion against their 
sovereigns, shouted loud acclamations on the path of the 
young and graceful prince, who, in return, bowed low his 
head, or nodded familiarly to those he knew in the crowd. 
The distance was but short; but the count took the oppor¬ 
tunity of passing through some of the principal streets of the 
town, to show the splendour of the greatest manufacturing 
city at that time in the world to the young Englishman; and 
frequently he turned and asked his opinion of this or that as 
they passed, or pointed out to him the magnificent shops and 
vast fabrics which lined their road on either side. 

There was certainly much to admire; and Richard of 
Woodville, not insensible of the high importance of the arts, 
praised, with perhaps a better judgment than most of the 
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haughty nobility of the day would hare displayed, the indica¬ 
tions of that high commercial prosperity which the courtiers 
affected to hold in contempt. He would not miss the oppor¬ 
tunity, however, ol' learning something of the kinsman of 
Ella Brune; and after answering one of the observations of 
the prince, he added: “But as 1 came from my hostel this 
morning, sir, 1 perceived that you have other arts carried to a 
notable height in the good city of Ghent besides that of the 
weavers. 1 passed by many a lair stall of goldsmiths’ work, 
which seemed to me to display several pieces of fine and 
Curious workmanship.” 

“t>h! that we have, amongst the best in the world,” re¬ 
plied the count; “though, to sat' sooth, when we gave you a 
number of our weavers to teach you Englishmen that art, we 
borrowed from you in return much of our skill in working the 
precious metals. Many of our best goldsmiths, even now, 
are either Englishmen or the descendants of those who first 
came over. I had one right dexterous artificer, who used to 
dwell with my household, and who is still my servant; but 
my mother’s confessor suspected him of a leaning towards 
heresy, and exacted that he should he sent forth out of the 
castle. ’Twas but tor a jest at our good father the Pope; but 
poor Brune made it worse by saying, wlte;’ questioned, that 
as there are three Popes, all living, the confessor might place 
it on the shoulders of him he liked. Many a grave man, I 
have remarked, will bear anything rather than a jest; and 
father Claude, from that moment, would not be satisfied till 
Nicholas Brune w as gone.*’ 

“ Poor fellow! And wliat became of him?” asked Bichard 
of Woodvillc; “ I have known some of his family in England.” 

“ Oh! he is in a shop at the corner of the market, close to 
the castle gate,” replied the prince, “and drives a thriving 
trade; so that he has gained by the exchange, I hope, both 
in pocket and in prudence. I have not heard an}’ charge 
against him lately: and I do believe it w r as but a silly jest, 
which none but an Englishman W'ould have ventured.” 

Eichard of Woodvillc smiled, but made no reply; and in a 
few minutes after, they reached the gates of the palace, from 
which he followed the Count of Charolois straight to the pre¬ 
sence of Margaret of Bavaria, Duchess of Burgundy, whom 
they found in an inner chamber, surrounded by a small party 
of young dames and elderly knights, devising, as the term 
was in those days, upon some motto w’hich had been laid be¬ 
fore them. 

Amongst faint traces of what had once been great beauty, 
the countenance of the princess displayed deep lines of thought 
aud anxiety. She smiled kindly upon the young stranger, 
and seemed to him to examine his face with more attention 
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than was ordinary, or, perhaps, altogether pleasant. She 
made no remark, however, hut spoke of the court of England 
with (letter information than her son had displayed, and. some¬ 
what to the surprise of the young Englishman, evinced some 
knowledge of his own family and history; for although the 
court of Burgundy, at this time, held the place which that of 
the Count of Foix had formerly filled, and was the centre of 
all the news, and, we may say, of all the gossip in Europe; 
though its heralds and its minstrels made it their business, 
day and night, to collect all the tales, anecdotes, and rumours 
of every eminent person throughout the chivalrous world, 
Richard of Woodville was not aware of ever having done any¬ 
thing to merit such sort of notice. 

The conversation was soon turned to other subjects, and 
the duchess was in the act of giving her son an account, in a 
jesting tone, of some visits which she had made that morning 
to several of the religious institutions of the town, when a 
page entered hastily, hearing a packet in his hand. Ap¬ 
proaching direct to the Count, of Charolois, he presented it 
on his knee, saying, “From my lord the duke. 'The mes¬ 
senger sought you at thexastle, sir, in haste, and then came 
hither.” 

The prince took it with an eager and anxious look, tore off 
the silk and seal without stopping to cut the cord that hound 
it, and then read the contents, with a countenance which 
expressed rather preconceived apprehension, perhaps, than 
emotion caused by the intelligence which the dispatch con¬ 
tained. The Duchess of Burgundy remained seated, hut 
gazed upon her son’s face with a look more sad than alarmed; 
and it seemed to Richard of Woodville that, internally, she 
was meditating on the future course of that fair and noble 
youth, amidst all the many perils, cares, and griefs which 
surrounded in those days the paths of princes, rather than 
even on the present dangers which might affect her hus¬ 
band. 

There is a tender timidity in the love of woman for her 
offspring, which is generated by none of the other relations 
of life. The husband, or the brother, or the father, is her 
stay and support: he is there to protect and to defend; and 
though she may tremble at his danger, or weep for his mis¬ 
fortune, there may be, and often is, some shade of selfish 
feeling in the dread and in the sorrow. Such is not the case 
with the child: it is for him she fears, not for herself: for 
him entirely, with emotions unmixed, with devotion unal¬ 
loyed. To save any other dear one she might readily sacri¬ 
fice life, from duty, from enthusiasm, from love. But it 
would still lie a sacrifice, in any other case than that of her 
child: to save him, it would be an impulse. 
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The duchess then gazed upon the young count’s face with 
calm hut sad consideration; and perhaps her own memories 
supplied somewhat too abundantly the materials lor fancy to 
raise up, without aid, a sad model of the future. She knew 
that honour, or goodness, or even courage, cannot bring 
security; that innocence cannot escape malice; that virtue 
cannot insure peace; that wealth, and power, and a high name, 
are but as butts whereon to hang the targets at which the 
arrows of the world are aimed; and she feared for her son, 
seeing, with prophetic eye, the life of turmoil and contention 
and peril that lay before him. 

As soon as he had read the letter, the count suffered his 
hand to drop by his side, and gazed upward for a moment or 
two in thought; then, turning gracefully to his mother, he 
took her hand with a smile, from which was banished every 
trace or indication of the thoughts that lie did not choose 
to communicate to those around, and saying, “Dear lady 
mother, we must take counsel,” he led her away through a 
door which those who-were acquainted with the palace knew 
must conduct them to the private cabinet, of the duchess. 

The party which remained behind was soon separated into 
different groups, some of the young nobles who had accom¬ 
panied the count hiking advantage of the absence of the per¬ 
sons to whom they owed most reverence, for the purpose of 
saying sweet whispered things to the fair dames of the court; 
some gathering together to inquire of ea h other, and conjec¬ 
ture amongst themselves, what might be the nature of the 
tidings received; and two or three others, of either kinder or 
more pliant dispositions than the rest, seizing the opportunity 
of cultivating the friendship of the young Englishman. No 
great, time was spent on these occupations, however; for be¬ 
fore the duchess and her son had been gone more than five 
minutes, the count returned, and, looking round the circle, 
said, •' Had tidings scatter good company, my lords. I must 
ride this very night towards Lille. We will not strip our 
mother’s court here of all her gallant knights and gentlemen, 
especially in this wise but somewhat turbulent city of Ghent. 
You, therefore, my lords of Groy, .Toigny, St. George, Thyan, 
and Yergier, with what men are most ready of your trains, I 
beseech you to give me your fair company ere four of the 
clock; and you, Master Kiehard of Woodville, my good 
triend, if you he so minded, hasten your preparation, and join 
me at the castle at that hour. You may have occasion,” he 
continued, in a low tone, taking the young Englishman by 
the arm, “to win the golden spurs of which we have heard 
you were disappointed, by no fault of your own, at the battle 
of Uramham Moor. We shall be hack in Ghent before the 
week be out; so you can leave your baggage here, if yon so 
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please. Away then, noble lords! away! for we have a long 
inarch before ns, and, perhaps, a busy day to-morrow.” 

All was in a moment the bustle and confusion of departure. 
The young count turned and went back to the cabinet of his 
mother, as soon as he had spoken; the ladies of the duchess 
rose; and, though sonic of them paused for an instant, to 
speak a word in private to those who were about to leave 
them, retired one by one. The old knights, and those who 
were to remain in Ghent, walked out to see their friends and 
comrades mount; and in less than five minutes the hall was 
cleared and the court-yard nearly vacant. 


CHATTER XXIII. 

Til IS DKPAKTUKE. 

“We must to horse without delay, Ned,” said Richard of 
Woodville, as he entered the inn. 

“ Why, you have been to horse already, master of mine,” 
replied Neil Dyram, in a somewhat sullen tone. 

“ And must mount again, ere two hours be over," rejoined 
Woodville; “but where and how can I leave the baggageV” 

“ Ay, who can tell that?” said the other. “ See wliat it is 
to march loaded like a carrier’s pack-liorse, with more things 
than you can carry! You arc coining back soon, then, to 
Ghent?” 

“Ere the week he out,” answered his lord; “so the count 
tells me.” 

“Pray, sir, never mind what counts tell you!” exclaimed 
Ned Dyram. “Mind wliat your own senses tell you. 11 
you know where you are going, you can judge as well as a 
king when you may be bacK.” 

“ But that 1 do not know,” replied Woodville, somewhat 
impatiently'. “No more words, Master Dyram; hut gather 
everything together into one chamber, and I will speak to the 
host as to its security.” 

“Little security for a traveller’s baggage in a foreign 
hotel,” rejoined Ned Dyram, “ unless some one stays to take 
charge of it.” 

“Then, by my honour, yon shall he the man to do so!” 
cried his master, thinking, by leaving him behind when activity 
and enterprise were before him, to punish him sufficiently for 
his saucy tone. 

But Ned Dyram seemed not at all disappointed, and re- 
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plied with an indifferent air, “I am very willing to stay. I 
am one who does not love journeys I know not whither, and 
expeditions I know not for what.” 

“ Well, then, you remain,” answered his master. “ Gather 
the things together, as I have said, and you shall be left, like 
a trader’s drudge, to look after the goods. Where is Ella 
JtruneY” 

“In her own chamber, T fancy,” replied Ned Uyram. 
“ She has shut herself up there, ever since you were gone, 
like a nun.” 

“ Call her down hither to the eating-room,” was his lord’s 
reply: and Ned 1 tyrant hastened away. 

The fair girl did not make her young protector wait long; 
and ere he had finished his directions to his train, to prepare 
all tilings for immediate departure, she was by his side. 
Taking her hand kindly, he led her into the common hall of 
the inn, and told her what lie had discovered regarding her 
kinsman, adding, that as lie was about to set out in a few 
hours with the young Count dc Charolois, he would at once 
accompany her to the house of Nicholas Prune, in order to 
ascertain if she could have shelter and protection there. 

“ I know not, 1113 ' poor Ella,” he said, “ whether that dwel¬ 
ling may he one where yon can safely and happily stop long; 
for this good man has been somewhat rash in his words, and 
is under suspicion of leaning to those heretical notions that 
are so rife; but 1 shall be back in a week, or less, and- then 
you can tell me all that you think of the matter. You would 
not wish, 1 know, to remain with people who would seek to 
pervert you from the true catholic faith.” 

“ And yon are sure to return in a week?” asked the poor 
girl; her cheek, which had turned somewhat pale before, re¬ 
suming its warm hue. 

“So the count assures ntc,” answered Woodvillc, “and I 
doubt it not, Ella; hut, at all events, I will care for you, be 
assured, poor thing!” 

“You tell me to put all the baggage in one room,” said Ned 
Dyram, thrusting in his head; “and the men tell me that 
they are to have each his harness, and you yours. Two con¬ 
trary orders, master of mine! Which is to be obeyed?” 

“ Your wit is strangely baiting just now, Ned,” answered 
his master. “ Put all, but what I have ordered to he taken, 
into the room, and see that it be arranged rightly, and 
quickly too. Now, Ella, cast something over your head, and 
come with me to your kinsman's shot). What wait you for, 
sir?” 

“ To know which suit you are pleased to have,” replied Ned 
Ityram; while Ella passed him to seek the wimple which she 
had cast off in the house. 
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“ I have given orders on that score to others,’’ answered 
liis master; and as the man retired, he murmured to himself, 
“I shall have to send that fellow back to the king. lie docs 
not please me.” 

With a rapid step Richard of Woodville led the way, as 
soon as Ella joined him, to the wide open spe.ee which thou, 
as since, w r as used as a market, before the old castle of the 
Counts of Flanders; and as none of the shops or stalls Imre 
their masters’ names inscribed, he entered the first, they came 
to, and inquired which was the house of Nicholas Brittle. 

“ ilis house,” replied the man, to whom he had addressed 
himself in French, “is at the other end of the town; hut his 
ehop is yonder,” and he pointed with his hand from the door 
to one of the projecting cases, covered with a net-work ot 
iron wire, under which the goldsmiths of Ghent at that period 
exposed some of their larger goods lor sale. “ The last stall 
but one,” added the trader; and Woodville and his fair com¬ 
panion sped on towards the spot. 

At the unglazed window behind this booth stood a man of 
middle age, gray-headed, hut with afresh and cheerful coun¬ 
tenance, who, as soon as he saw the two approach, demanded, 
in the common terms of the day, what they sought in his 
trade. The next instant, however, his eye rested upon Ella's 
face, which wore a faint smile, and he exclaimed in his native 
tongue, “Mesaunter! if there be not my cousin Ella! Mow 
art thou, lass? Welcome to < ilient! What news of the good 
old titan? My dame will be right glad to see you both 
again.” 

“ She will never sec him more!” replied Ella Brunc, in a 
sad tone; “hut of that I will tell you hereafter, kinsman; lor 
I must not stay this noble gentleman, who has befriended me 
on the way. What 1 seek to know is, if you can give me 
shelter tit your dwelling for a week, till I can look around 
me? I will pay for my abiding, Nicholas,” she added, per¬ 
haps knowing that her cousin, dealing in gold, had somewhat 
too great a loudness for the pure metal. 

But Nicholas Brnne was in a generous mood; and he re¬ 
plied, “ Shelter sbalt thou have, fair Ella, and meat and drink, 
with right good will, for a week and a day, without cost or 
payment. If thou stayest with us longer, which God send! we 
will talk about purveyance. In the mean time I will thank 
this gentleman for his goodness to you. Why, by my tongs, 
I think I saw him riding this morning with my noble lord the 
count!” 

You did, most likely,” replied Richard of Woodville, “for 
we passed by your door; but T have farther to ride to-night. 
Master Nicholas; and now, having seen this lair maiden safe 
under your protection, i will leave her here. But you had 
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better send up some of your lads with speed to my hostel for 
the coffer that we brought, as perch'tnce Ned Dyram would 
not let you have it, Ella, when I am gone.” 

Ella Bruno smiled, with an eflbrt to keep up the light 
cheerfulness which she had lately assumed, and replied— 

“I think, noble sir, that Master Dyram is not a carl to re¬ 
fuse me aught I ask him; but yet, if my kinsman can spare a 
boy, he had better go at once.” 

“ I will soon iind one,' 1 answered the stout goldsmith; and 
turning to a furnace-room, which lay behind his shop, he 
called one of his men forth, and bade him follow the gentle- 
matt back. 

The parting then came between Ella Brune and Bichard 
of Woodville, and bitter was the moment to the poor min¬ 
strel girl. She had learned a world of new sensations since 
she first saw him: that clinging attachment which made her 
long never to he absent from his side for a whole day; that 
tender regard which made iter dread to see him depart, lest 
evil should befall him by the way; that love which is full ot 
tears fiir the beloved that wc never l’eel lor ourselves. But 
no one could have told that there were any emotions in her 
bosom but respect- and gratitude, unless the transitory look of 
deep grief that crossed her face, as she bent down her head 
to kiss the hand he gave her, could have been seen, ft was 
goue as soon as she raised her eyes again ; and her counte¬ 
nance was bright and cheerful, when he said— 


“Again my will although I wende, 

1 ma.v not alway <i welkin here, 
for everything shall have an endc, 

And livuUes are not ay ilbre:" 

and, skilled in all the lore of old ballads almost as much as 
himself, she answered at once, from that beautiful song of the 
days of the Black Prince— 


“ For friendship and for giftis goode. 

For mote* and drink so grot' 1 plenlie. 
That Lord that raught was on the roodc, 
Ho kepe the ooinoll com panic. 

On sea or lando whore that ye U\ 

He governs you witbouten greve ; 

So good disport ye ban made me. 

Again my will 1 take my lcve.” 


And after again kissing his hand, she let him depart, keeping 
down by a great effort the tears that struggled to rite up into 
her eyes. But she would not for the world have suffered one 



AG1JJC0TTRT. 


£08 

weak emotion to appear before ber kinsman, whose character 
she knew right, well, and over whom she proposed at once to 
assume an influence, which could only be gained by the dis¬ 
play of a firm and superior mind. 

“And who may that young lord be, pretty Ella?” asked 
Nicholas Brune. “ He seems to take great heed of you, dear 
kinswoman, and is evidently too high a bird to mate with one 
of our leather.” 

“ Mate with me!” answered Ella, in a scornful tone. “ Oh, 
no! cousin mine. He will mate ere long with one of the 
sweetest ladies within the shores of merry England, who has 
been most kind to me too. He is a friend of the king; and 
when poor old Murdock Brune, my grandsire and your uncle, 
was killed by a fiend of a courtier trampling him under his 
horse’s feet, that gentleman, who saw the deed, threw the 
monster back from his horse, and afterwards represented my 
case to the king, who punished the man-slayer and sent me 
fifty half-nobles.” 

Nicholas Brune was affected in two very opposite ways by 
Ella’s words. “My uncle killed by a courtier!” lie exclaimed 
at first, with his eyes flashing fire. “ W’hat was his name, 
maiden? what was his name?” 

“Sir Simeon of Koydon,” answered Ella Brune; and seek¬ 
ing a scrap of parchment and a reed pen, the goldsmith wrote 
down the name, as if to prevent it from escaping his memory. 
But the moment after, his mind reverted to another part of 
Ella’s speech. 

“Fifty half-nobles!” he exclaimed, taking a piece of gold 
out of a drawer, and looking at it. “That was a princely gift, 
indeed, Ella, and you owe the young gentleman much grati¬ 
tude for getting it for you.” 

“I owe him and his fair lady-love more than T can ever 
repay, for many an act beside,” answered Ella Brune; “hut 
I am resolved, my good kinsman, that I will discharge part of 
the debt of gratitude, if not the whole. 1 have a plan in my 
head, cousin; 1 have a plan which I know not whether I will 
tell you or not,” 

“Take counsel! always take counsel!” answered the gold¬ 
smith. 

“I want none, fair kinsman,” replied Ella. “I need neither 
counsel nor help. My own wit shall be my counsellor; and 
as I am rich now, I can always get aid when I want it.*’ 

“ Rich 1” said Nicholas;” what! with fifty half-nobles, pretty 
maid? It is a heavy sum, truly, hut soon spent.” 

“Were that all,” rejoined Ella, “I should not count myself 
very rich; but I have more than that, cousin; enough to dower 
me to as gay a citizen as any in Ghent, But here seem a 
number of gallants gathering round the gate of the Graeven- 
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etecn. I will back into the far part of the shop, and we will 
talk more hereafter.” 

While this conversation had been going on between Nicholas 
and Ella Brnne, Richard of Woodville, followed by the gold¬ 
smith’s man, had hurried back to the inn, and directed Ned 
I)yram to deliver over the coffer belonging to the minstrel 
girl, which had been brought, not without some inconvenience, 
on the back of one of the mules that carried his own baggage. 
The young gentleman did not remark that, in executing this 
order, Ned Byram questioned the lad cunningly; and busy, 
to say sooth, in paying his score to the host and making his 
final preparations for departure, he forgot tor the time his fair 
companion of the way, quite satisfied that she was safe and 
comfortable under the roof of her kinsman. 

Some time before the hour appointed, Woodville was in the 
court of the old eastle, with his men armed and mounted, in 
very different guise from tlicir peaceful habiliments of the 
morning, lie contented himself with sending in a page to 
inform the count that he was ready, and remained standing 
by his horse’s side; while several of those who had been 
chosen by tbe young Burgundian prince as his companions 
entered through tbe old gate, and paused to admire, with 
open eyes, the splendid array of the English band, each man 
armed in plate of the newest -and most approved form, ac¬ 
cording to his degree, and each bearing, slung over his 
shoulder, the green quiver, filled with tbe fatal English 
arrows, which turned so often the tide of battle in the olden 
time. ( 

After having waited for about ten minutes, the page whom 
Woodville had sent came back, and conducted him into the 
castle, where, in a suite of rooms occupying the basement 
story of one of the towers, he found the young count armed 
and ready to mount. “ Here is your lodging after our return,” 
said the prince, rapidly. “ I wished to show it to you ere we 
set out: these four chambers, and one above. Your horses 
must be quartered out. And now, my friend, let us to the 
saddle: the rest have come, 1 think.” And speeding through 
the passages to the court-yard, he welcomed gracefully the 
gentlemen assembled, sprang upon his horse’s back, and, fol¬ 
lowed by his train, rode out over the private bridge belong¬ 
ing to the castle, bending his steps upon the road to the 
French frontier. 

The count himselt, and the small body that accompanied 
him, amounting in all to about a hundred men, were all armed 
after the heavy and cumbersome fashion of those days; and 
each of the several parties of which the troop was composed 
had with them one or two led horses or mules, loaded with 
spare arms and clothing. Considering weight and incum- 

o 
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brances, they moved forward at a very rapid rate, certainly 
not less than seven miles an hour; and pausing nowhere Imt 
to give water to the horses, they had advanced nearly eight 
leagues on their wav' ere nightfall. A few minutes after, 
through the iiiint twilight which remained in the sky. Richard 
of YVoodville perceived some spires and towers rising at a 
short distance over the fat country before them; ami, on his 
asking one of the gentlemen, with whom he had held a good 
deal of conversation during their journey, what, town it was 
that they were approaching, the reply was, “ (kmrtrav.'’ 

Here the (louut of (’harolois stopped lor about an hour; 
but, while the horses and most of his attendants contrived to 
obtain some very tolerable food, the young prince m itbor ate 
nor drank; hut, with a mind evidently anxious and disturbed, 
walked up and down the liall, occasionally talking to Richard 
of YVoodville, the only one who exercised the same absti¬ 
nence, hut never mentioning either the end or object of their 
journey. 

A little after eight o'clock the whole party were in the 
saddle once more, and judging from the direction which they 
took as they issued firth from the gates of Cmirtrav, the 
g-julieman, who had been the young Englishman's principal 
companion on the road, informed him that they must he going 
to-laile. To about two hours and a half more, that city was 
seen by the light of the moon: and alter causing the gates to 
he opened, the count took his way through the streets, hut 
did not direct his course to the chateau usually inhabited by 
the Flemish cmrits. Ah fitting at the principal hostelry of 
the place, he turned to tile gentlemen who followed, saying, 
“ Mere we must wait for the first news that, to-morrow may 
bring. Make yourselves at ease, noble lords. I atu tired, 
a’.cl will to bed.’’ 

Without further explanation, he retired at once with his 
personal attendants; and his followers proceeded to amuse 
themselves as best they might. Richard of YVoodville re¬ 
mained with his comrades of the road for about an hour, and 
during that time much of the rough asperity ol fresh ac¬ 
quaintance was brushed away. He then followed the ex¬ 
ample of the young count, in order to rise refreshed the next 
morning. 
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CHAPTER XXTV. 

those v.'::■ > wuuk i.u"' behind. 

Tttf morning after the departure of Richard of Woodville 
dawned dear and bright upon the city of Ghent, and the hour 
of seven fount! a small party assembled in a neat, wooden 
house, not many yards within the lirabaiit gate, at. the cheer¬ 
ful meal of breakfast. With dagger in hand and hearty good 
will, Nicholas Brune was hewing away at a huge capon, 
which, with a pickled boar's head, formed the staple of the 
meal, helping his good Imxom dame and Ella Brune to what 
he considered choice pieces, and praising the lure with more 
exuberance than modesty, considering that he was the lord of 
flic least. 

JIadame Brune, as we should call her in the present day, 
hut known in Ghent by a more homely' appellation, which 
may be translated “ Wife Prune,” was a native of the good 
city: and by his marriage with tier, Nicholas had not only 
obtained a considerable sum of money, but also various ad¬ 
vantages. which placed him nearly, if not altogether, on a 
footing with the horn citizens; so that for his fair hotter half' 
he had great respect, and devotion, as in duty bound. For 
Ella his reverence had been greatly increased by finding that 
she was endowed with a quality'very engaging in his opinion: 
namely, wealth; for the sum which she possessed, though but 
a trille in our eyes, was in those days no inconsiderable for¬ 
tune, as I have already taken the liberty of hinting. 

1 must, not, however, do the worthy goldsmith injustice, and 
suffer the reader to believe that, had Ella appeared poor and 
friendless, as he had last seen her, Nicholas Brune would have 
shown her aught but kindness, for he was a good-hearted and 
right-minded man: but it is not attributing too much to the 
influence of the precious metals in which he worked to admit 
that, certainly, he always took them into account in computing 
the degree of respect which he was bound to pay to others. 
He would not have done any dishonest or evil act to obtain a 
whole Peruvian mine, if such a thing had been within the 
sphere of his imagination j hut still the possession of such a 
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mine would have greatly enhanced, in the eyes of Nicholas 
Brane, the qualities of any one who might chance to be its 
proprietor. The only thing, indeed, which puzzled him in 
the present instance was, how his old uncle could assume the 
garb of a wandering and not generally respected race, when 
he had by him a sum which set him above all chance of want. 
At first he fancied that the old man’s love of music, which 
was to him, who did not know one note from another, a sepa¬ 
rate marvel, might have been the motive; the ruling passion 
strong in death. But then he thought that good old Murdock 
might have made sweet melody just as well in his own house 
as in wandering from court to court and fair to fiiir; but im¬ 
mediately after, remembering the old man’s peculiar religious 
notions, with which he was well acquainted, he concluded that 
zeal, in which he could fully sympathise, must have been the 
cause of conduct that seemed so strange. This was an induce¬ 
ment lie could understand; for though on no other points was 
he of an enthusiastic and vehement character, yet he was so 
in matters of faith; and if he could ha ve made up his mind to 
anj’ sort of death, it would have been that of a martyr; but, 
to say truth, he could not bring himself to.prefer any way of 
leaving the world, and thought one as disagreeable as another. 
Thus he arrived at the conclusion that his uncle was quite 
right in using any means to conceal both his wealth and his 
religion. 

However, as I have said, he viewed Ella with a very placa¬ 
ble countenance, invited her to eat and drink; and, as his_ 
mind reverted to what she had said, in regard to paying for 
her food and lodging, he treated it with a mixture of jest and 
argument, which showed her that he would receive something, 
though not too much. 

“Why, my fair cousin,” he said, when she recurred to the 
subject, “in this good town of Ghent, all is at so base a price 
that men live for nothing, and are expected to sell their goods 
for nothing, I can tell you. Now, look at that capon: a fatter 
one never carried its long legs about a stack of corn, and yet 
it cost but six liards. You would pay a sterling, or may be 
two, for such a one in London; and here you might get a 
priest as fat to sing a mass for the same money. God help 
the mummers!” 

Ella, however, replied, that she would settle her share with 
his dame for so long as she stayed, and was proceeding to let 
her good-humoured cousin into some of her views and inten¬ 
tions, foreseeing that she might need his countenance and 
assistance, when the outer door opened, and, after a knock at 
that of the room in which they sat, Ned JDyram entered, to 
inquire after his fair companion of the way. Ella knew not 
whether to be pleased or sorry to sec him; but surprised 
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she certainly was, for she had thought he was far away from 
Ghent with his lord. The cause of these contrary emotions 
was simply that she felt little pleasure in the man’s society, 
and less in the love that he professed towards her; and yet 
having made up her mind to take advantage of the passion he 
experienced or affected, to work out her own purposes, she 
saw that his remaining in Ghent might greatly facilitate her 
views. But the game she had to play was a delicate one, for 
she had resolved, for no object whatsoever, to give encou¬ 
ragement to his suit; but rather to leave him to divine her 
wishes, and promote them if he would, than ask aught at his 
hands. 

Though carried on by that eager and enthusiastic spirit 
which lingers longer in the breast of woman than in that of 
man, from which, indeed, everything in life tends to expel it; 
his own wearing passions, his habits of indulgence, the hard 
lessons of experience, and the checks of repeated disappoint 
Tnent; yet she felt somewhat alarmed at the new' course before 
her. Perhaps she was not quite sure, though the end ever in 
view was high and noble, self-devoted and generous, that the 
means were right. To have followed Kicliard of Woodville 
through the world; to have w'atched over him as a guardian 
spirit; to have sacrificed for his sake, and for his happiness, 
all, anything, peace, security, comfort, and even her own fame 
—I do not say tier own honour—she would not have scrupled; 
nut she might ask herself at that moment, whether it was right 
and just to sport with the love of another; to use it for her 
purpose; even to suffer it, when she knew that it could never 
he returned. And yet woman’s eye is very keen; and that 
selfishness which frequently hears such a large share in man’s 
Jove w r as so apparent to her view in all Dyram’s actions, that 
•she could not hut feel less compunction lbr suffering him to 
pamper himself with hopes, than if lie had been of a nobler 
and a higher nature. 

Whatever were the ideas that crossed her mind, and kept 
her silent for a moment, they rapidly passed away; and when 
her cousin, after gazing at the intruder for an instant, asked 
who lie. was and what he wanted, she answered for him, in a 
gay tone, affecting the coquettish airs then very common in 
a higher class: “ Oh! he is a servant of mine, Nicholas; vowed 
to the tip of my finger. I do not intend ever to have him; 
but if the poor creature is resolved to sigh at my feet, I must 
e’en let him. Pray you, give him welcome! What news, 
servant? How is it that you have not followed your lord?” 

“ Because,” replied Ned Dyram, “I loved best to stay with 
my lady." 

“Nay,” answered Ella Brune, “call me not your lady. 



214 


AGINCOl'RT. 


You are my servant, but I am yours not at all, either as lady 
or servant. You have not yet merited such grace.” 

In this light and jesting tone she continued to treat him; 
anil though perhaps such conduct, might have repelled amove 
sensitive and delicate lover, with Ned Dyram it but added 
fuel to the (ire. Mach day he came to visit, each day returned 
with stronger passion in Ills heart, .lest, indeed, which was 
far from natural to her character or to her feelings at the time, 
Ella could not always keep up, though great am) stern reso¬ 
lution is often the source of a certain hitter mirth at minor 
tilings, lint in every graver moment she spoke to Dyram of 
Itichard of Woodville and of Mary Markham: for as yet she 
knew her by no other name. She did so studiously, and yet 
sti calmly and easily, that not the slightest suspicion of the 
real Ibeiingsin her heart ever crossed the mind of her hearer. 
Of Mary she told him far more than he had hitherto gathered 
from his companions in 'Woodvilie's train, and dwelt long 
upon her beauty, her gentleness, her kindness. Following 
closely her object, she even found means to hint, one day, a 
regret that she had not been permitted to lbllow the young 
Englishman on his expedition. 

“ What would I have given,’’ she said, “ to have had your 
chance of going with him! and yet ton chose to remain 
behind!" 

“Indeed, fair Ella!" he exclaimed; “what mane you so 
anxious to go?” 

“Nay.” answered the girl, with a mysterious look, “do you 
expect nte to tell you my secrets, hold man? 1 would give a 
chain of gold, however, to he able to follow your master about 
the world (or just twelve mouths, if it could be done without 
risking my own fair fame. Oh for one of those fairy girdles 
that made the wearer invisible!” 

“ Metliinks you love him, Mistress Ella,” replied Ned Dy¬ 
ram, more from pique than suspicion. 

But Ella answered, boldly and at once, though he had 
touched the wound somewhat, roughly— 

“Yes. 1 do love him well 1” she answered; “and I have 
cause, servant of mine. But it is not for that. 1 have a vow, 
I have a purpose, and though they must he executed, 1 know 
not well how to do so. 1 ought not to’ have left him even 
now.” 

“ I dare say he would have taken you, if you had asked 
him!” replied the man. • 

“ And what would men have said?” demanded Ella. “What 
would you have thought yourself? what might your young 
lord have thought, thqngh he is not so foolish as yourself ? 
Most likely you would all have done me wrong in your fan- 
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cics. No, no! if I go, it must be secretly. But there, get 
you gone; I will tell you no more.” 

“Nay, tell oil, sweet, Ella!” exclaimed Ned Dyram; “and 
perhaps j may aid you.” 

“Get you gone. I say!” replied Elia Hrune. “I will tell 
you no more, at least tor the present. You help me! Why, 
were I to trust to you tor fie!;' in such a matter as tills, 
should 1 not put myself entirely in your power?” 

“ But 1 would never misuse it. Kiln," answered Ned Dyram 
“ No. r.:>:” she exclaimed, “ 1 will never put myself in any 
man’s power, unless 1 sutler him to put a ring upon my finger; 
and then, of course, 1 uni as much his slave as if lie bad a ring 
round my neck. There, leave me! leave me! You may come 
again to-morrow, and see if J am in a better mood. I. ieel 
cross to-day.” 

Ned Dyram retired; but he was destined to return before 
the day was over, and to bring her tidings which, however 
unpleasant in themselves, rendered his coming welcome. As 
he took his way hack towards the inn, just at the corner of 
the Vendredi market-place, he met a party of travellers, and 
heard the English tongue; but he took little heed, for his 
thoughts were full of Ella Bruno; and he had passed half 
across the square, when one of the horsemen rode alter him, 
and said his lord desired to speak with him. Ned Dyram 
looked up. and at once remembered the man’s face. For rea¬ 
sons of !:!s own, however, lie suifered not the slightest trace 
of recognition to appear on ills own countenance. As the 
horseman spoke in English, he replied in the same, tongue, 
asking who was his master, and what lie wanted. 

“ lie is an English knight,” replied the servant; “ and what 
he wants he will tel! you himself.” 

“ But 1 am not fond of trusting myself in English knights’ 
hands,’’ answered Ned Dyram; “they sometimes use one 
badly: so tell me his name, or 1 do not go.” 

“ ilis name is .Sir Simeon of Jtoydon,” replied the man; “a 
very good name, isn’t it?” 

“Oil. yts! i will go to him,” replied Ned Dyram. “lie 
used to be about the court w hen 1 was a greater man than I 
am now.” And he walked straight up to the spot where Sir 
Simeon of Boydou had halted his horse, and lowly dolled his 
bonnet as he approached. 

“ My knave tells me,” said the knight, “that you are a ser¬ 
vant of the king's. Is it so?” 

“ i! was so once, sir,” replied Ned Dyram; and then added, 
locking round to the servant who had followed him, “So it. 
was he who told you: 1 do not remember him 1” 

“i’erlir.ps not,” answered the knight; “but you came up 
with him once, when he was following a young woman in 
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■whom I take some interest. Do you know where she is 
now?” 

“ It may be so,” replied Ned Dyram; “ but I talk not of 
such things in the street, good sir!” 

Simeon of Roydon paused and mused, gazing in the man’s 
face the while. “Whom do you serve now?” he demanded, 
at length. 

“ Why, I am employed by no one, at present," said Ned 
Dyram; not exactly telling a falsehood, but implying one. 

“Well, then, come to me to-night, some time after snnset,” 
rejoined Sir Simeon, “and wc will speak more. You know 
the convent of the Dominicans; I am to lodge there, lor the 
prior is my cousin. Ask for Sir Simeon of Roydon, or the 
English knight, and the porter will show you my lodging.” 

“At the Dominicans!” cried Ned Dyram; “why, you are 
not. going thither now; at least, that is not the way.” 

“Is it not?” exclaimed the knight. “Why, this fellow 
agreed to guide me;” and he pointed to a man in the dress of 
a peasant who accompanied them. 

“Then he is guiding you wrong,” replied Ned Dyram. 
“ Go straight up that street, follow the course of the river 
to the left," and when you have passed the second bridge turn 
up to the right, cross the Lys, and you will see the Domini-, 
cans right before you. He was taking you to the Carmelites.% 

“ Well, don’t fail to come,” rejoined Sir Simeon of Roydon; 
and he then rode on, pouring no very measured abuse upon 
the head of his guide. 

'fhc moment he was gone, Dyram hurried back to Ella 
Brune; and a long and eager conversation ensued between 
them, of a very different tone and character from any which 
had taken place before. Ella was obliged to trust and to 
confide in him, to tell her reasons for abhorring and shrink¬ 
ing from the sight of one whom her evil fortune seemed con¬ 
tinually to bring across her path, and to consult with him on 
the means to be employed for the purpose of concealing her 
presence in Ghent from Roydon’s eyes, and of discovering 
what chance had brought him to the same city so soon after 
herself. 

Nothing, perhaps, could have given Dyram more satisfac¬ 
tion than this result. The new relations which it established 
between Ella and himself; the opportunities which it pro¬ 
mised of serving, assisting her, and laying her under obliga¬ 
tions ; the constant excuse which it afforded for seeing her, 
and consulting with her 01 subjects of deep interest to 
.herself, were all points which afforded him much gratifica¬ 
tion. But that was not all: he fancied that he saw the 
means of obtaining a power over her, a command as well as 
an influence. Yague schemes presented themselves to his 
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mind of entangling her in a chain that she could not break; 
of binding her to himself by tics that she could not shake off; 
and of using the haughty and vicious knight, whose character 
be easily estimated from the information now given him by 
Ella, as a tool lor the accomplishment of liis own purposes. 
I have said that these schemes were vague; and perhaps 
they might never have taken any more definite a form, had 
not other events occurred which led him to carry them out 
almost against his own will. Man, in the midst of circum¬ 
stances, is like one in a Badalian labyrinth, where a thou¬ 
sand paths are ready to confound him, a thousand turnings 
to lead him to the same end, and that end disappointment; 
while but one of all the many ways can reach the issue of 
success. 

That night, soon after sunset, Byram stood before the gate 
of the Dominican monastery, and, ringing the bell, asked the 
porter tor the lodging of Sir Simeon of Koydon. It was 
evident to him that orders had been given for his admission, 
for, without any inquiry, he was immediately shown to a small 
chamber, where he iound the knight alone. A curious con¬ 
test of the wits then ensued; for the knight was shrewd, and 
had determined, if it were within the scope of possibility, to 
gain from Ned Byram all the information he could afford; 
and Byram, on the contrary, had resolved to give none but 
that which suited his purpose. Both were keen and cunning 
men, neither very scrupulous; each selfish in a high degree, 
though in a somewhat different line; and both eager mid fiery 
in pursuit of their objects. 

The first question of the knight to Ned Byram was, what 
had brought him to Ghent ? 

“ I came hither,” lie replied, at once, “ with Master Richard 
of Woodville.” 

Tlic knight’s brow was covered by a sudden cloud, and he 
demanded, in a sharp tone, “ Is he here now? Are you his 
servant, then?” 

“ He is not here now,” answered the man; “he has gone 
on with the Count dc Charolois, and did not think fit to take 
me with him any farther.” 

“ Then you are out of employment?” asked the knight. 

“For the present, I am,” said Ned Byram; “but 1 shall 
soon find as much as I want. I am never at a loss, sir 
knight.” 

“ That is lucky for yourself,” replied Simeon of lloydon; 
and then abruptly added, “ Will you take service with me?” 

“No!” answered Byram, bluntly. “I will take service 
with no one afly more. I was not meant for a varlet. I can 
do better things than be the serving-man of any knight or 
noble.” 



AOIKCOCBT. 


218 

“ Wliat can you do?” demanded I lay dots, with a somewhat 
sarcastic smile. 

“ What can I not?” exclaimed Dyram. “ T can run I hotter 
than a priest; write hotter than a clerk. 1 err.: speak huguagi -• 
that would make your ears tingle. without und.'rsta: dii.g 
what you hoard. I can compound all v>enees and drags: i 
can work in gold, silver, or iron: ami i know some secrets 
that would well nigh raise the dead.” 

“Indeed!” said the knight. “Then you must he a monk, 
or a doctor of Oxford.” 

“ Neither,” replied the man: “ but I see you disbelieve me 
Shall 1 give you a proof of what I can do?” 

“Yes,” answered Sir Simeon: “ I should like to see some 
spice of your skill." 

“ In wliat way shall it he?” asked Ned 1 tyrant. _“ if ..or. 
will order up some charcoal, with this little instrument 
these pincers I. will make you a chain to go jonnd j»; :• v. rist 
out of a gold noble; or, if there he a (Ireek book in the 
monastery, I will read you a page therefrom, and expou:: 1 
it the presence of whom you will, as a judge: ibr well I wot 
you yourself know' nothing about it." 

“Nor wish to know.” replied the knight; “hut I will have 
neither of these experiments; the one would he too long, the 
other too tedious. You said that you had secrets that would 
welt nigh raise the dead. I have heard of such things, ai.d i 
should like to see them tried.” 

“Would you not he afraid?” asked Nod Tlyram. 

“No! Why?” answered Sir Simeon of lloydon. “The 
dead cannot hurt me.” 

“ Assuredly,” said Ned Dyram; “hut yet. when we call 
for those who are in their graves, we can never surely toil 
who may come. It is not always the spirit we wish that an¬ 
swers to our voice; and that mail's heart must he singularly 
free, who, in the days of fiery youth, lias done no deed to¬ 
wards the silent and the cold that might make him shrink to 
see them rise, from their dull bed of earth and look him in the 
face again.” 

“I am not afraid,” said lloydon, after a moment's thought. 
“Do it if you can.” 

“Nay,'I said I had secrets that would veV itiph raise the 
dead,” answered Ned Dyram. “ .1 neither told you that they' 
would, nor that I was willing.” 

“Ha! it seems to me you are a boaster, my good friend,” 
exclaimed the knight, with a sneer. “Can you do anything 
in this sort, or can you not?” 

“I am no boaster, proud knight!” replied Ned Dyram, in 
an angry tone, “and 1 only say what I air. able to perform. 
Tis you that make it more than I ever did say; hut if you 
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■would know what I can do, T tell you T can raise the dead 
for try own eye, though not for your?. That last great secret. 
1 haw: not yet obtained, but I trust, ere long to do so;' and as 
you arc incredulous, like ail other ignorant men, 1 will give 
you proof this very night."’ 

“ But how shall’ l know if 1 do not sec the shapes myself?" 
demanded Sir Simeon of Iloydon. 

‘•I will toll you what 1 behold,"’ rejoined the man, “and. 
yon must judge lor yourself. Those whom 1 call up shall ail 
have some reference to you. Have you a mirror there V" 

‘■Yes." replied the knight; and while lie rose to search for 
one. l Brum strewed some small round halls upon tile table, 
jet black i:i colour, and apparently soft. The knight brought 
forward one of the small, round, polished mirrors of the day, 
whir;; generally formed part of the travelling apparatus of 
both sexes of the higher class; and setting it upright, Dyram 
brought cadi of the little halls for a single instant to the flame 
of the lamp, and laid them down before the mirror. A thin 
white smoke, of a faint. Imt delicate odour, instantly rose up 
anil so’wl through the room, producing n fueling of languor 
in v. ho breathed the perfume, and giving a ghastly iike- 
ne- ail things round; and kneeling down before the table, 
Ned ijynei: gazed into the glass, pronouncing several words in. 
a strange ngitc, unintelligible to the kniglit. The moment 
:;f;, r i:h iyes opened wide, and seemed almost starting from 
his iie.nl; and the knight exclaimed eagerly, “What is it you 
{•co V’ 

“1 see,” replied the tnan, “a gentleman in a black robe 
seated at a table, and he looks very sad. He is young and 
handsome, too, with coal-black hair curling round his brow,” 

“ 11 us he no mark by which I can distinguish him?” asked 
tile knight. 

“ Ycs,” answered Dyram; “ but it matters not for him, as I 
see lie is amongst the living. It is tlic absent who generally 
come first, and then tiie dead. However, here’s a scar upon 
his right cheek, as if from an old wound.” 

“Sir Henry Dacrel” murmured K vdon. “Try again, 
man; try again, and let it be the dead inis time!” 

Dyram pronounced some more words, apparently in the 
same lahguage; and then a smile came upon his countenance. 

“A sweet and beautiful lady!” he said. “ llow proudly she 
walks, as if earth were not good enough to bear her! Ila! 
how is that?” and as he spoke, his face assumed a look of ter¬ 
ror ; his lip quivered, his eye stared; and the countenance of 
Sir Simeon of Roydon turned deadly pale. 

“What do you sec?” demanded the knight, in a'voice 
scarcely audible. What do you see?” 

“ She walks by a stream,” cried Dyram, in a terrible tone, 
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“ What can joa do?” demanded Itoydon, with a some what 
sarcastic smile. 

“ What can I not?” exclaimed Dyraiu. “I can read better 
than a priest: write better than a clerk, i can speak languages 
that would make yonr cars tingle, without umb'rstandmg 
what you heard. I can compound all essences and drugs; l 
can work in gold, silver, or iron: and 1 know some secrets 
that would well nigh raise the dead." 

“Indeed!” said the knight. “Then you must be a monk, 
or a doctor of Oxford.” 

“ Neither,” replied the man; “ but I see you disbelieve me. 
Shall I give you a proof of what I can do?" 

“ Yob," answered Sir Simeon: “ I should like to sec some 
spice of your skill.” 

“ In what way shall it be?” asked Ned 1 tyrant. .“If you 
wall order up some charcoal, with this little instrument. a:.«! 
these pincers I will make you a chain to go round your wrist 
out of a gold noble; or, if there lie a Greek book in the 
monastery, I will read you a page therefrom, and expound 
it the presence of whom you will, as a judge; for weli 1 wot 
you yourself know nothing about it.” 

“Nor wish to know,” replied the knight; “but I will have 
neither of these experiments; the one would be too long, the 
other too tedious. You said that you had secrets that would 
well nigh raise the dead. I have heard of such tilings, and f 
should like to see them tried.” 

“Would you not he afraid?” asked Ned Dyraiu, 

“No! Why?” answered Sir Simeon of itoydon. “The 
dead cannot hurt me.” 

“Assuredly,” said Ned Dyram; “but yet, when we call 
for those who are in their graves, we can never surely tell 
who may come. It is not always the spirit wo wish that an¬ 
swers to our voice; and that man’s heart must be singularly 
free, who, in the days of fiery youth, has done no deed to¬ 
wards the silent and the cold that might make him shrink to 
see them rise from their dull bed of earth and look him in the 
face again.” 

“I am not afraid,” said Roj don, after a moment's thought. 
“Do it if you can.” 

“ Nay, I said I had secrets that would well itifib raise the 
dead,” answered Ned Dyram. “ I neither told you that they 
would, nor that I was willing.” 

“Ha! it seems to me you are a boaster, my good friend,” 
exclaimed the knight, with a sneer. “Can you do anything 
in this sort, or can you not?” 

“I am no boaster, broud knight!” replied Ned Dyram, in 
an angry tone, “and 1 only say what I am able to perform. 
’Tis you that make it more than I ever did say; but if you 
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would know what I can do, I tell you I can raise the dead 
for my ov, n eye, though not for yours. That last great secret 
I have not yet obtained, but I trust ere long to do so' and as 
you are incredulous, like all other ignorant men, 1 will give 
you ]>roof this very night." 

‘‘Iiut liow shall .1 know if I do not see the shapes myselfV” 


demanded Sir Simeon of Boydon. 

*•! will tcdl you what I behold,” rejoined the man, “and 
you must judge for yourself. Those whom T eall up shall all 
have some reference to you. Have you a mirror there V” 
“Yes,” replied the knight; and while he rose to search for 
one, Dyram strewed some small round balls upon the table, 
jet black in colour, and apparently soft. The knight brought 
forward one of the small, round, polished mirrors of the day, 
which generally formed part of the travelling apparatus of 
both sexes of the higher class; and setting it upright, Dyram 
brought each of the little halls lor a single instant to the flame 
of the lamp, and laid them down before the mirror. A thin 
white smoke, of a faint but delicate odour, instantly rose up 
and spread through the room, producing a feeling ol’ languor 
hi those v, ho breathed the perfume, and giving a ghastly like¬ 
ness to all tilings round; and kneeling down before the table, 
Ked J)y-um gazed into the glass, pronouncing several words in 
a strange tongue, unintelligible to the knight. The moment 
after hi- eyes opened wide, and seemed almost starting from, 
his head; and the knight exclaimed eagerly, “What is it you 


“I see,” replied the man, “a gentleman in a black robe 
seated at a table, and he looks very sad. He is young and 
handsome, too, with coal-black hair curling round his brow.” 

“Has he no mark by which I can distinguish him?” asked 
the knight. 

“ Yes,” answered Dyram; “but it matters not- for him, as I 
see he is amongst the living. It is the absent who generally 
come first, and then the dead. However, here’s a scar upon 
his right cheek, as if from an old wound.” 

“Sir Henry Dacrel” murmured Koydon. “Try again, 
man; try again, and let it be the dead ; nis time!” 

Dyram pronounced some more words, apparently in the 
same lahguage; and then a smile came upon his countenance. 

“A sweet and beautiful lady 1 ” he said. “ How proudly she 
walks, as if earth were not good enough to bear her! Ha! 
how is that ?” and as he spoke, his face assumed a look of ter¬ 
ror ; his lip quivered, his eye stared; and the countenance of 
Sir Simeon of Roydon turned deadly pale. 

“What do you see?” demanded the knight, in a voice 
scarcely audible. What do you see?” 

“ She walks by a stream,” cried Dyram, in a terrible tone, 
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“ and the sun is just below the sky. Some one meets her, 
and they talk. He seizes her by the throat; she struggles; 
he holds fast; he casts her into the river! Hark, how she 
shrieks! She sinks; she rises; she shrieks again! Oh, God! 
some one help her! She is gone!” 

All was silent in the room for a minute; and Ned Dyram, 
wiping his brow as if recovering from some great excitement, 
gazed round him by the light of the lamp. Simeon of Roy- 
don had sunk into a seat; and his face was so ashy pale, the 
lids of his eyes so tightly closed, that for a moment his com¬ 
panion thought he had fainted. The instant after, however, 
he murmured, “Ah, necromancer!” and then starting up, 
exclaimed, “What horrible vision is this? Who is it thou 
hast seen ?" 

“Nay, I know not,” answered Ned Dyram. “How can I 
tell ? They spoke not; ’twas hut a sight. But one thing is 
certain, that either the man or the woman is closely allied to 
yon in some way.” 

“ What was he like?” demanded the knight, abruptly. 

“It was so dark when he came that I could not see him 
■well,” replied Dyram. “ lie was a tall, fair man; but that 
was all I saw. The lady was more clearly visible; for when 
she came there was a soft evening light in the sky.” 

w Why, fool, it has been dark these two hours'!” cried the 
knight. 

“Not. in that glass,” answered the other. “ When she ap¬ 
peared first, it was a calm sunset, and I saw her well; but it 
speedily grew dark, and then I could descry nothing but her 
fonn, first struggling with her murderer, and then with the 
deep waters.” 

“ Her murderer!” repeated Simeon of Roydon; “ her mur¬ 
derer ? What was she like V” 

“ A vain and haughty beauty, I should say,” replied the 
man; “ with dark hair and seemingly dark eyes, a proud and 
curling lip, and-” 

“ Enough, enough !” answered Simeon of Roydon, with re¬ 
sumed composure. “ I know her by your description and by 
the facts; but in the man yon are mistaken: he was a dark: 
man who did the deed, or suspicion belies him.” 

“ ’Twas a fair man that I saw,” rejoined Dyram, in a de¬ 
cided tone; “of that, at least, I am sure, though .the shadows 
were too deep, to let me view liis face distinctly. Shall I look 
again to see any more, sir knight?” 

“No, no; it is sufficient!” cried Simeon of Roydon, some¬ 
what sharply. “I see yon have not overstated what you can 
do. Hearken to me! I will give you employment in your 
own way: much or little as you like. I would fain hear more 
of this girl, Ella Brune; of where she is, what she is doing. 
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I would fain find her, speak with her; but I am discomposed 
to-night. This lady that you saw but now was very dear to 
me; her sad fate affects me deeply even now. See how I am 
shaken by these memories!” And in truth his hand, which 
he stretched forth to lay the mirror flat upon the table, trem¬ 
bled so that he nearly let it fall. “But of this girl, Ella 
Brune,” he continued; “have you known her long? Know 
you where she now is?” 

“Nay, I was but sent to bear her a letter from Bichard of 
Woodville, and to counsel her, from him, to go to York,” re¬ 
plied Dyram. “Then, as to where she is, I cannot say exactly : 
not to a point, that is to say; but I can soon learn, if 1 am well 
entreated and well paid.” 

“That you shall be,” rejoined the knight. “Come to me 
to-morrow early, and we will talk more. To-night I am unfit. 
Here is some gold for you for what you have done. Good 
night, good night!” 


CHAPTER XXV. 

THE ENTERPRISE. 

The young Count of Charolois stood in the court-yard of the 
inn, about nine o’clock on the morning that followed his arri¬ 
val in Lille, with a letter in his band, and a countenance not 
altogether well pleased. There was a gentleman beside him, 
somewhat advanced in years, bearing knightly spurs upon his 
heels, and armed at all points but the head, the gray hair of 
which was partly covered with a small velvet cap, and to him 
the prince spoke eagerly; while the various persons who had 
attended him from Ghent stood at a respectful distance, wait¬ 
ing his commands as to their future proceedings. Richard 
of Woodvillc had not remarked the old knight with the band 
before; and turning to one of the young nobles with whom he 
had formed some acquaintance, he asked who he was. 

“Why, do you not know?” exclaimed his companion. 
“That is Sir Walter, Lord of Roucq, one of our most re¬ 
nowned leaders. He has just arrived from Douay, they say; 
but the count seems angry with that letter the courier brought 
him from Paris. Things are going ill there, I doubt, and we 
shall soon have a levy of arms. That court is full of faitours 
and treachers: a crop of bad corn, which wants Burgundian 
hands to thin it.” 
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‘•1 trust that you will permit a poor Englishman to put in 
a Mickle,” said AVoodville, laughing; “of at least to have the 
gleanings of the field.” 

“ Oil! willingly, willingly!” replied the young lord, with 
better wit than might have been expected. “I cannot hut 
think your good sovereigns in England have but been hesi¬ 
tating till other arms have begun the harvest, in order to take 
full gleanings of that poor land. But see! the count is look¬ 
ing round to ns.” 

“Hearken, my lords!” said the count. “It is my father’s 
will that I should remain in Lille while this noble knight 
rides on an expedition of some peril to the side of Tournav. 
lie says the Lord of Iloucq has men enough for what is 
wanted, and that some of you must abide with me here: but 
still i will permit any gentleman to go who may choose to do 
so, provided a certain number stay with me; so make your 
election.” 

The young nobles of Burgundy were rarely unwilling to 
take the field; but in the present instance there were two or 
three motives which operated to make them in general decide 
in favour of staying with the Count of Charolois. In the lirst 
place, they knew of no enterprise that could he achieved on 
the side of Tourney which Offered either glory or profit. 
There were a few bands of revolted peasantry and brigands 
in that quarter, whom the count had threatened to suppress; 
but such a task was somewhat distasteful to them. In the 
(iccnud place, they were not insensible to the fact, that by 
choosing to stay with the prim e they offered him an indirect 
compliment, which was especially desirable at a moment when 
be seemed angry at not being permitted to lead them him¬ 
self; and, in the third place, the Lord of Iloucq was. inferior 
in rank to most of them, though superior in military reputa¬ 
tion; and he was, moreover, known to be a somewhat strict 
disciplinarian: a quality by no means agreeable either to the 
French or Burgundian gentlemen. 

“I came to serve under you, my loid the count,” said the 
young. Ingram de Croy; “and if you do not go, and I am 
permitted to choose, where you stay 1 will remain.” 

The old Lord of Itoncq gazed at him coldly, but made no 
observation; and the same feeling was-fouml general till the 
count turned with a smile to Richard of Woodviilc, asking 
his choice. 

“.Why, my noble lord," replied the young Englishman, 
“if I could serve you here, 1 should be willing enough to 
stay; but as that is not the case, I had better serve you else¬ 
where; and wherever this good knight goes, doubtless there 
will be some honour to be gained under his pennon.” 

Walter of Roucq still remained silent, but he did not for- 
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get tho willingness of the foreign gentleman; and one very 
young noble of Burgundy, whose fortune and fame were yet 
to make, taking courage at AVoodville’s words, proposed to 
go also. 

“1 have but few men with me, my lord the count,he said, 
with the modesty which was affected, if not felt, by all young 
men m chivalrous times; “and as you know i have hut small 
experience: wishing to gain which, 1 will, by your good leave, 
serve under the Lord of Woodville here, who, 1 think you 
(slid, bad been already in several stricken fields, and was a 
comrade of the noble King of England.” 

King Jlenry calls him his friend, Monsieur de Ceus, in 
his letter to me,” replied the count; “and 1 know he has 
gained Ids in several battles, though I have been told that he 
was disappointed of his spurs at Brmnham .Moor (he did 
not pronounce the word very accurately); because such was 
the trust placed iri his discretion, that lie was sent to the 
late king just before the fight, when no one else could be 
trusted.” 

Again Hiehard of Woodville marvelled to find his whole 
history so well -known; but the count went on immediately 
to add to the young Englisman’s troop ten of his own men- 
at-arms. “ You, Monsieur de Lens, brought seven, 1 think,” 
ho .--aid;, “so^that will be some small reinforcement to your 
i ay Lord of Ltoucq;” and drawing that gentleman aside, 
the prince whispered to him for some moments. 

" Willingly, willingly, fair sir!” replied the old knight, to 
whatever it was lie said. ‘‘< : od forbid 1 -liould stay any 
noble gentleman anxious to do doughty deeds. He shall have 
the cream of it, and it. shall go hard if .1 give him not the 
means to win the spurs. Monsieur de Woodville, I set out 
in half-an-hour. 1 will but have some bread and a cup ot 
wine, and then am ready for your good company.” 

But iittle preparation was needed, for all had been kept 
ready to set out at a moment’s notice. Nevertheless, in the 
iittle arrangements which took place ere they departed, there 
sprang up between Jtichard of Woodville and the Lord of 
Lens what may be called the intimacy of circumstances. The, 
young Burgundian, though brave, and well practised in the 
use of arms, was diffident, from inexperience of more active 
and perilous scenes than the tilt-yard of liis father’s castle, or 
the jonsting-lists in the neighbouring town; and he was well 
satisfied to place himself under the immediate direction of one 
who, like Richard of Woodville, had fought in general en¬ 
gagements and served in regular armies. lie had also some 
dread of the Lord of iloucq; but by fusing his party into the 
English gentleman’s band, be placed another between himself 
and the severe old soldier, so that he trusted to escape the 
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harsh words which their commander was not unaccustomed 
to use. To Woodvillc, then, he applied for information re¬ 
garding every particular of his conduct: how he was to place 
his men, where he was to ride himself, and a thousand other 
particulars, making his companion smile sometimes at the 
timidity which he had personally never known, from having 
been accustomed, even in boyhood, to the troublous times and 
continual dangers which followed the usurpation of the throne 
by the first of the Lancasterian house. 

While they were conversing over these matters, one of the 
pages of the Count of Charolois joined them from the inn, 
and bade the English gentleman follow him to the prince. 
The count was alone in a small bed-room up stairs, and the 
temporary vexation which his countenance had expressed 
some time before had now quite passed away. • lie met 
Richard with a laughing countenance, and, holding out his 
hand to him, exclaimed, addressing him by the name he had 
given him ever since their first interview: “God speed you, 
my friend! These rash nobles of ours have taken themselves 
in; and though stem old I)e Roucq does not wish it men¬ 
tioned that he is going on such an errand, 1 would have you 
know it, that you may take advantage of opportunity. I love 
you better for going with him than staying with me, as you 
may well judge, when 1 tell you that his object k to meet my 
father, and guard him from Paris to Lille, if tne duke can 
effect his escape from the French court. My father would 
not have me come, tor he is likely to be pursued, it seems; 
and he says in his letter, that should mischance befall him, 
while I remain in Lille there will still be a Duke of Burgundy 
to crush this swarm of Armagnac bees, even should they sting 
him to death. However, you must not tell De Roucq that I 
have given yon such tidings; for if he knew it, he would scold 
me like a Nieuport fish woman, with as little reverence as he 
would a horse-boy." 

“I will be careful, my good lord," replied Richard of 
Woodvillc; “but if such be the case, had we not better have 
more men with us? Six or seven-and-twenty make but a 
small band against all the chivalry of France." 

“ Oh! he nas got two hundred iron-handed fellows beyond 
tiie gates,” replied the prince. “But,, hark! there is his 
voice. Quick! quick! you must not stay!” and hurrying 
down into the little square before the hostel, the young Eng¬ 
lishman found the men drawn up, and the Lord of Roucq, 
with a page holding his horse and his foot in the stirrup. 

“Ah! yon are long, sir,” said the old knight, swinging 
himself slowly up into the saddle. Nevertheless, Richard of 
Woodville was on horseback before him; for, laying his hand 
upon his charger's shoulder, he vaulted at once, armed at all 
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points as he was, into the seat, and in another instant was at 
the head of his men. 

‘ ‘ A boy's trick!” said the old soldier, with a smile. “ Never 
think, young gentleman, that you can make up for present 
delay by after activity: it is a dangerous fancy.” 

“I know it, my good lord," replied Richard of Woodvillc; 
“but 1 had to speak with my lord the count before I de¬ 
parted.” 

“Well, sir, well!" answered the Lord of Koueq; and,’- 
wheeling round his horse, he gazed over the little band, 
marking especially the fine military appearance, sturdy limbs, 
and powerful horses of the Euglish archers, with evident 
satisfaction. “All!” he said, “good stuff, good stuff! Have 
they seen service?” 

“ Most-of them,” replied Richard of Woodville. 

“They shall see more, 1 trust,, before I have done with 
them,”rejoined the old knight. “ Conic, let us go. March!” 
And, leading the way through the streets of Lille, a little in 
advance of the rest of the party, while Richard of Woodville 
and the young Lord of Lens followed side by side at the head 
of their men, he soon reached the gates of the city, without 
exchanging a word with any one by the way. 

“ Why, this is strange!” said the Lord of Lens to his com¬ 
panion, in a low tone, as they turned up towards the side of 
Douay, instead of taking the road to Tonmay. “ This is not 
the march that the count said was laid out for us. The old 
man knows his road, I suppose?” 

“No fear of that!” replied Richard of Woodville; “our 
business, comrade, is to follow, and to ask no questions. 
Perhaps there is better luck tor us than we expected. Com¬ 
manders do not always tell their soldiers wliat they are lead¬ 
ing them to;" and turning his head as they came forth into 
the broad open road which extended to Permute, through the 
numerous strong towns at that time comprised in the Flemish 
possessions of the house of Burgundy, he gave orders, iu 
French and English, for his men to form in a different order; 
nine abreast. Some little embarrassment was displayed in 
executing this manoeuvre; and he had to explain and direct; 
several times before it was performed to his satisfaction. 

The Lord of Roucq looked round and watched the whole 
proceeding, but made no observation; and, after proceeding 
for about two miles farther on the way, Woodville again 
changed the order of his men, when the old commander sud¬ 
denly demanded, “ What are you playing such tricks for?” 

“ For a good reason, sir,” replied Richard of Woodville: 
“ I have men under me who have never been accustomed to 
act together: my own people, those of this young lord, and 
the men-at-arms of »y lord the count. I know not how;. 

P 
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soon you may call upon us for service, or what that service 
may be; and it is needful they should have some practice, 
that they may be alert at their work. I have learnt that, in 
time of need, it does not do to lose even a minute in forming 
line.” 

“ Ay, you Englishmen,” replied the old lord, “ were always 
better aware of that fact than we are. There would never 
have been a Cressy if Frenchmen would have submitted to 
discipline. They will fight like devils; but each man has 
such an opinion of himself, that he will fight in his own 
way; forgetting that one well-trained man, who obeys orders 
promptly, is better than a hundred who do nothing but what 
they like themselves. Ride up and talk with me, young men. 
I do not see why we should not be friends together, though 
those satin jackets at Lille did not choose to march with old 
Walter de Roucq.” After speaking with some bitterness of 
the turbulent spirit and insubordination which existed in all 
Continental armies, the Lord of Roucq led the conversation 
to the military condition of England, and inquired particu¬ 
larly into the method, not only of training the soldiers of 
that country, but of educating the youths throughout the 
land to the early use of arms, which he had heard was cus¬ 
tomary there. 

“.Ay, there is the difference between you and us," he 
said, when Woodville had explained the facts to him; “ 3 'ou 
are all soldiers; and your yeomen, as you call them, are as 
serviceable as your knights and gentlemen. With us, who 
would ever think of taking a boor from the plough to make 
a man-at-arms of him? No one dares to put a steel cap ou 
his head, unless he has some gentle blood in his veins, though 
it be but half a drop, and then he is as conceited of it as if 
he were descended from Charlemagne. I have charge to give 
you, sir, the best occasions,” he continued, still addressing 
Woodville, “and I will not fail; for I see you know what 
you are about, and will do me no discredit.” 

“ I beseech you, my good lord, to let me share them with 
him,” said Monsieur de Lens; “I am as eager for renown as 
aiay man can be.” 

“ You will share them, of course, as one of his band,” re¬ 
plied the old soldier, “and I doubt not, young gentleman, 
will do very well. I will refuse honour to no one who wins 
it;" and thus conversing, they rode on as far as Pont-ii-Marq, 
where they found a large body of men-at-arms waiting tor 
the old Lord of Roucq. 

Richard of Woodvule remarked that they were most of 
them middle-aged men, with hard and weather-beaten coun¬ 
tenances, who had evidently seen a good deal of service; but 
he observed also that, probably from the unwillingness of 



AGJKCOtJKT. 


227 

the Burgundian nobility to submit to anything like strict dis¬ 
cipline, there seemed to be few persons of distinction in the 
corps, and not one knight but the old lord himself. With¬ 
out any pause the whole party marched on to Douay: the 
young "Englishman losing no opportunity of exercising his 
men in such evolutions as the nature of the ground permitted, 
and many of the old soldiers of De Uoucq watching his pro¬ 
ceedings in silence, but with an attentive and inquiring eye. 

At iiouay they halted lor an hour and a half to feed their 
horses and to take some refreshment; and then marching on, 
they did not draw a rein again till Cambray appeared in 
sigf.‘. Here ail the party expected to remain the night; for 
Gaiaiitjjy, as the reader well knows, is a good day’s inarch 
from Lille, especially for men covered with heavy armour, 
ana n:r Larses which had to carry not only the weight of their 
masters . ml their masters’ harness, but steel mancfaircs, 
tes-' re -, and chanirims of their own. The orders of the 
commander, however, showed them, before they entered the 
gates, that such repose was not to fall to their lot, for he 
dkv elv i ;’ten> to seek no hostel, but to quarter themselves, 
with->ui dividing, in the market-place, and there to feed their 
bee.- ts. 

‘•"i’is aline evening,” he said, 11 and you shall haVc plenty 
of food: and wine; but we must march on for an hour or two 
at nigh - , that we may lie in time to-morrow. If we have 
more . ; rm than enough in tie morning, why tlie destriers 
wii! he all the fresher.” 

Xu one ventured to make any reply, though the men-at- 
arms of the Count of Charokvs felt somewhat weary with 
their unwonted exertion, and would fain have persuaded 
themselves that, their beasts could go no farther that night. 
Their leader, or vingtner, who held the rank of a sergeant of 
the present day, and usually commanded twenty men, went 
so far as to hint his opinion on this subject to llichard of 
Woodvillc; hut the young Englishman stopped him in an 
instant, replying coldly, “If your horses break down we must 
find you others. We have nothing to do hut to obey.” 

T’he. young Englishman took good care, however, that the, 
chargers of his whole party should have everything that could 
refresh them, and he spared not his own purse to procure for 
them a different sort of food from that which was provided for 
the rest. The crumb of bread soaked in water was a favourite 
expedient with the English of that day, as it is now with the 
Germans, for restoring the vigour of a wearied horse; and he 
made bold to dip the bread in wine, which, on those beasts 
that would take it, seemed to produce a very great effect. 

After hairing for two hours the march was renewed; and 
wending slowly onward they reached the small town (for it 
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was then a town) of Gonlieu, having-accomplished a distance 
of nearly eighteen leagues. It was within half-an-hour of 
midnight when they arrived, and the good people of the place 
had to be roused from their beds to' provide them with lodg¬ 
ings; but a party of two hundred men-at-arms was not in that 
day to be refused anything they might think fit to require; 
and in the different houses and stables of the town they were 
all at length comfortably housed. 

Richard of Woodville was not one of those men who require 
long sleep to refresh them after any ordinary fatigue; and 
though, with the care and attention of an Arab, lie spent a full 
hour in inspecting the treatment of his horses before he lay 
down to rest, yet, after a quiet repose of about four hours and 
a-half, he awoke, and instantly sprang from the pallet which 
had been provided for him. He then immediately roused the 
young Lord of Lens, who, with five or six others, slept in the 
same chamber; but the poor youth gazed wildly round him, 
*at first seeming to have forgotten where he was; and it re¬ 
quired a hint from his English friend that the old Lord of 
Roucq was a man likely to he up early in the day, ere he could 
make up his mind to rise. 

Woodville and his companion had been in the stable about 
live minutes, and were just setting the half-awakened horse¬ 
boys to their work, when a voice was heard at the open door 
saying, “This is well! This is as it should be!” and turning 
round they saw the figure of the old knight moving slowly 
away to the quarters of another party. 

In an hour more they were again upon the road, but their 
march was this day less fatiguing; and Woodville remarked 
that their veteran leader seemed to expect some intelligence 
from the country into which they were advancing; for at each 
halting-place he caused inquiries to be made for messengers 
seeking him, questioning them strictly, though no one clearly 
seemed to understand his drift. He seemed, too, to be some¬ 
what undecided as to his course, and talked of going on to 
Orvillers, or at least to Conchy; but he halted for the night, 
however, at Tilloloy, and quartered his men in that village 
and St. Nicaise. 

Woodville and his party were lodged in the latter, where 
also the old commander slept; but about’three in the morning 
the young Englishman was roused by voices speaking, followed 
by some one knocking at a neighbouring door; and half-raised 
upon his arm, he was listening to ascertun, if possible, what 
was the cause of this interruption of their repose, when the 
door of the room was opened, as far as the body of one of the 
English yeomen, who slept across it, would permit. 

“Halloo! Master Woodville I” said the voice of die Lord of 
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Roucq. “Up and to horse; your beasts are not broken 
down, I trust?” 

“They have had time to rest since six last night,” replied 
Woodville, “ and will be found as fresh as ever, lor they feed' 
well.” 

“Like all true Englishmen,” answered the old soldier. 
“Join me below in a minute; 1 have something to say to 
you.” 

Dressing himself and giving hasty orders for the horses to 
DC fed and led out, the young Englishman went down to the 
ground-floor, where everything was already in bustle, and 
perhaps in some confusion. The Lord of Roucq was sur¬ 
rounded by several of his own officers, and was giving them 
orders in the sharp tones of impatience and hurry. 

“ Ha! Sir Englishman,” he exclaimed, as he saw Wood¬ 
ville, “ how long will it take you to be in the saddle?” 

“ Half-an-hour,” replied Richard of Woodville. 

“And these men want two hours!” cried the_old leader. 
“Well, hark ye!” and leading Woodville aside, he whispered, 
“ ’Tis as well as it is: there will be no jealousy. Get your 
horses out with all speed, and you shall have the cream of the 
alfair, as I promised the young count. You must know I am 
bound to meet our good duke at Pont St. Maxence. He 
makes his escape from Paris this morning; and as he brings 
but lour men with him, I fear there may be those who wul 
try to stop him. His plan is to go out to hunt with the king- 
in the forest of Hallate, and there to be met by some one 
bringing him letters, as if from Flanders, requiring his hasty 
return. Then he will decently bid the king adieu, and ride 
away. 1 was in hopes to have had time enough to be near at 
hand with my whole force, to give him aid if they pursue or 
stay him, though he tells me, in the packet just received, to 
meet him at Pont St. Maxence. However, as it is well that 
some should proceed farther, and if you can get the start of 
us you can take the occasion.” 

“I will not miss it,” replied Woodville; “but two things 
may be needful: one, a letter to the duke; and another, some 
one who knows the road and the forest.” 

“What sort of letter?" demanded De Roucq, sharply. 
“ What is the letter for?” 

“ To call the duke back to Flanders,” replied Richard of 
Woodville. “ I will be the person to deliver it should need 
be.” 

“Ay, that were as well,” answered the old knight; “though, 
doubtless, he has arranged already for some time to meet him; 
yet no harm of two. It shall be written as if others had been 
sent before. I will call my clerk, for of writing I know 
nought.” 
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“ In the mean’while I will sec for a guide,” answered Wood- 
ville; and going forth, he inquired, amongst the attendants 
of the young Lord of Lens and the men-at-arms of the Count 
of Charolois, for some one who was acquainted with the 
forest of Hallate. One of the latter had been there in former 
days, and remembered something of the roads, with which 
amount of information Richard of Woodville was forced to 
content himself, trusting to meet with some peasant on the 
spot who might guide him better, l ie then gave orders for 
bringing out the horses without farther delay, and lor charg¬ 
ing each saddle with two feeds of corn; and returning to the 
Lord of lloucq, he found him dictating a letter, by the light of 
a lamp, to a man with a shaven crown. Before it was finished, 
for the style of the good knight was not fluent, the jingle of 
arms and the tramp of horses’ feet were heard before the inn; 
and looking round, with a well-satisfied smile, the old soldier 
exclaimed, “Hal this is well! This is the way to win /os. 
There, that will do, Master Peter; fold and seal it. Then for 
the superscription, as you know how." 

Some five minutes, however, were spent, upon heating the 
wax, tying up the packet, and writing the address, during 
which time Richard of Woodville looked on with no small 
impatience, fearing that he might be forestalled by others in 
executing a task which promised some distinction. At length 
all was complete; and, taking the letter eagerly, he hurried 
out and sprang into the saddle. 

The Lord of lloucq added various cautions and directions, 
walking by the young Englishman’s horse for some way 
through the village; but at length he left him; and putting 
his troop to a quicker pace, Woodville rode on towards Font 
St. Maxence. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE ACHIEVEMENT. 

The fore at of Hallate, of which the great forest of Chantilly, 
as it is called, is in fact hut an insignificant remnant, was, m 
the days of Philip of Valois, one of the most magnificent 
woods at that time in Europe, giving its name to a whole 
district, in the midst of which was situated the fine old palace 
and abbey of St. Christopher, or St. Christofle en Hallate, 
the scene of many of the most important transactions in 
French liistory. I do not find that the palace was much used 
in the reign of Charles VI.; and it was very possibly going 
to decay, though the abbey attached to it still remained 
tenanted by its monks, and the forest still afforded the sport 
of the chase to the French monarchs and their court, being 
filled with wolves, stags, hoars, and even bears (if we may be¬ 
lieve the accounts of the time), which were preserved with 
more care, from all but princely hands, than even the subjects 
cl'the sovereign. 

The great variety of the ground; the hills, the dales, the 
fountains, the cliffs, that the district presented; the rivers 
that intersected it, the deep glades and wild savannahs of 
the forest itself; the villages, the towns, the chapels, the 
monasteries, which nestled themselves, as -i| were, into its 
bosom; the profound solitude of sonic parts, the busy culti¬ 
vation of others, the desert-like desolation of certain spots, 
and the soft, calm monotony of seemingly interminable trees 
which was to be found in different tracts, rendered the forest 
of Ifallate one of the most interesting and changeful scenes 
through which the wandering foot of man could rove. 
Whether he sought the city or the hermitage, whether the 
grave or the gay, whether the sun or the shade, here he 
might suit his taste; and the mutations of the sky, in win¬ 
ter, in summer, in morning, in evening, in sunshine, or 
in clouds, added new changes to each individual spot, and 
varied still farther a scene which in itself seemed endless 
in its. variety. 

About three o’clock on the afternoon of a day in early May, 
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with a cool wind stirring the air, and some light vapours 
floating across the heaven, a gentleman, completely armed 
except the head, with a lance on his shoulder, and a page 
carrying his casque behind him, rode slowly into one of the 
wide savannahs, following a peasant with a staff in his hand, 
who seemed to he showing him the way. His horse bore evi¬ 
dent signs of having been ridden far that day, without much 
time for grooms to do their office in smoothing down his dark 
brown coat; but nevertheless, though somewhat rough and 
dusty, the stout beast seemed no way tired; and, to judge by 
lus quick and glancing eye, his bending crest, and the eager 
rounding of his knee, as if eager to put, forth his speed, one 
would have supposed that he had rested since his journey, and 
tasted his share of corn. 

“ Ay, there is a piqneur of the hunt,” said the gentleman, 
marking with a glance a man, clothed in green and brown, 
who stood holding a brace of tall dogs at the angle of one of 
the roads leading into the heart of the forest. “ You have led 
us right, good fellow. There is your guerdon.” 

The peasant took the money, and as it was somewhat more 
than had been promised, made a low rude bow and stumped 
away; and the gentleman, turning to his page, beckoned 
him up. 

‘‘Think you, Will, that you have French enough,” he asked 
Is English, when the boy was close to him, “ to tell them 
where we are and what to doV” 

“Oh, I will make them understand,” replied the page, until 
all the confidence of youth. “ I picked up a few words in 
Ghent, and a few more as we cauio along; and what tongue 
won’t do, hand arid head must.” 

“ Well, give me the casque,” said his master, “and you take 
my barret;” and receiving the chapel iJe far from the boy’s 
bands, he placed it on his head, raised the visor till it rested 
against the crest, and rode slowty on towards the attendant of 
the chase, who, with all a sportsman’s eagerness, was watching 
down the avenue attentively. 

“ Good morning, my friend,” said the gentleman in French. 

“ Good afternoon, sir,” answered the piqueur; for the vul¬ 
gar arc always very careful to be exact in their time of day. 
lie did not look round, however, and the stranger went on to 
inquire if the king were not hunting in the forest. 

The mart) now turned and eyed the questioner. His splendid 
arms showed he was a gentleman, and he was alone, so that 
no treason could be intended. “ Yes, sir,” replied the piqueur, 
“ 1 expect him this way every minute. Do you want to see 
iim?” 

“Why, not exactly,” said the stranger. “ Some of the people 
told me the good Duke of Burgundy was with him; and as it 
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Is he with whom I want to speak, if their report be true, it 
may save me a ride to Paris.” 

“ The good duke is with the king,” rejoined the man; “but, 
’slife! I know not whether he will be so long: for fortune alters 
favour, they say, and times have changed of late, though it is 
no business of mine, and so I say nothing; but the duke was- 
ever a friend to the commons and to the citizens of Paris more 
than all.” 

“Have they had good sport to-day?” demanded Richard - of 
Woodvillc; for doubtless the reader has already discovered 
one of the interlocutors in this dialogue. “ ’Tis somewhat 
late in the year, is it not, piqueur?” 

“ Ay, that it is, for sundry kinds of game,” replied the man; 
'‘but there are some not out, and others just coming in, and 
we are obliged to suit ourselves to the poor old king’s health. 
He is free just now from his black sickness, and would have 
had a glorious day of it, had not Achille, the subvencur, who 
is always wrong, and always knows better than any one else, 
mistaken what way the pixta lay. But, hark! they are blowing 
the death: the beast has been killed, and not passed this way, 
foul Pall him! My dogs have not had breath to-day.” 

“ Then they will not come hither, I suppose?” said Richard 
of Woodvillc. 

“Oh, yes! ’tis a thousand chances to one they will,” an¬ 
swered the man. “ If they force another beast, they must 
quit that ground and cross the road to Senlis; and if they 
return with what they have got, they must take the Paris 
avenue, so that in either case they will come here.” 

While he spoke, there was a vast howling of dogs and 
blowing of horns at some distance; and Wooclville, trusting to 
the piqueur’s sagacity for the direction the court would take, 
waited patiently till the sounds accompanying the enree were 
over, and then gazed down the avenue. In about ten minutes 
some horsemen began to appear in the road; and then a 
splendid party issued forth from one of the side alleys, fol¬ 
lowed by a confused crowd of men, horses, and dogs. They 
came forward at an easy pace, and Richard of Woodvillc in¬ 
quired of his companion which was the Duke of Burgundy. 

“What! do you not know him?” said the man, in some 
surprise. “Well, keep back, and I will tell you when they 
are near.” 

The young Englishman, without reply, reined back his 
horse for a step or two, so as to take up a position beyond the 
projecting corner of the wood; and while the piqueur con¬ 
tinued gazing down the avenue, still holding his dogs in the 
leash, Woodville turned a hasty glance behind him, to see if 
he could discover anything of his page. The boy was nearer 
that he thought, but was wisely coming round the back of the - 
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savannah, where the turf was soft and somewhat moist, so 
that his approach escaped both the eyes and ears of the royal 
attendant, till, approaching his master’s side, he said some¬ 
thing which, though spoken in a low tone, made the man 
tnm round. At the same moment, however, the first two 
horsemen passed out of the road into the open space, and 
immediately after the principal party appeared. 

At its head, a step before any of the rest, came a man, 
seemingly past the middle age, with gray hair and a noble 
presence, but with cheeks channelled and withered, more by 
sickness and care than years. His eye was peculiarly clear 
and fine, and not a trace was to be seen therein of that fatal 
malady which devoured more than one-half of his days. His 
aspect, indeed, was that of a person of high intellect; and 
though his shoulders were somewhat bowed, and bis scat upon 
his liorsc not very firm, there were remains of the great beauty 
of form and dignity of carriage which had distinguished the 
unhappy Charles in earlier days. 

Close behind the king came a youth ol eighteen or nine¬ 
teen years of age, with a fine, but somewhat fierce and haughty 
countenance, a check colourless and bare, and a bright but 
haggard eye; and near him rode a somewhat younger lad, of 
a fresher and more healthy complexion, round whose lip there 
played ever and anon a gay and wanton smile. Almost on a 
line with these were three or four gentlemen, one far ad¬ 
vanced in years, and one very young; while the personage 
nearest the spot where llichard of Woodville sat seemed still 
in the lusty prime of manhood, stout, but not fat, broad in the 
shoulders, long in the limbs, though not much above the 
middle height. He was dressed in high boots and long 
striped hose of blue and red, with a close-fitting pourpoint of 
blue, and a long mantle, with furred sleeves, hanging down to 
his stirrups. On his head he bore a cap of fine cloth, shaped 
somewhat like an Indian turban, with a large and splendid 
ruby in the front, and a feather drooping over his left ear. 
His carriage was princely and frank, his eye clear and stead¬ 
fast, and about his lip there was a firm and resolute expres¬ 
sion, which well suited the countenance of one who had 
acquired the name of John the Bold. 

“ If that be not the Duke of Burgundy,” said llichard of 
Woodville to the piqueur, in a low tone, as the party ad¬ 
vanced, “I am much mistaken.” 

••‘Yes, yes!” replied the man, nodding his head: “that is 
he: God bless him! and that is the Duke of Aquitaine, the 
king’s son, just before him. Then there is the Duke of 
Bavaria on the other side-” 

The young Englishman did not wait to hear enumerated 
fhe names of all the personages of the royal train, hut as 



AGINCOTXRT. 


285 

soon as the king himself had passed, rode up at once to the 
Duke of Burgundy, who turned round and gazed at him with 
some surprise, while the young pale Duke of Aquitaine bent 
his brow, frowning upon him with an inquiring yet ill-satis¬ 
fied look. 

“My lord the duke,” said Woodvillc, tendering the letter 
he had received from De Itoucq, “I bear you this from 
Flanders.” 

The duke took it, and without, checking his horse, but 
merely throwing the bridle over his arm, opened the letter, 
and looked at the contents, “lla!” he exclaimed as he read; 
“ha! 1 thank you, sir!” and making a sign for Richard and 
his page to follow, lie spurred on, and passed the two young 
princes to the side of the king. 

“This gentleman, sire,” he said, displaying the letter, 
“brings me troublous tidings from my poor country of Flan¬ 
ders, which call for my immediate presence; and, therefore, 
though unwilling to leave you, royal sir, at a time when my 
enemies are strong in your capital and court, I must even 
take my leave in haste; but I will return with all convenient 
speed.” 

The king had drawn his bridle, and turning round, gazed' 
from the duke to Richard of WoodviUe with a look of hesita¬ 
tion; but, after a moment’s pause, he answered, with a cold 
and constrained air, “Well, Duke of Burgundy, if it must be 
so, go. A fair journey to yon, cousin;” and without further 
adieiix. he gave a glance to his sous, and rode on. 

The Duke of Burgundy bowed low, and held in his horse 
while the royal party passed on, exchanging no very placable 
looks with the young Duke of Aquitaine, his son-in-law, and 
giving a sign to four or five gentlemen who were following in 
tlie rear, hut immediately fell out of the train, and ranged 
themselves around him. 

“Who are you, sir?” demanded the prince, turning to 
Woodrille, while the king and his court proceeded slowly 
towards a distant part of the savannah, and by the movements 
of different gentlemen round the Duke of Aqtiitaine, there 
scented to be some hurried consultation going on. 

“An English gentleman, my lord, attached to the count, 
your son,” replied Woodville, without farther explanation; 
hut seeing that a number of men completely armed, who fol¬ 
lowed the principal body of courtiers, had been beckoned up, 
he added, “Methinks, fair sir, there is not much time to lose. 
Yonder is the way: I am not alone.” Without reply, the 
duke gave one quick glance towards the royal party, set spurs 
to his horse, and rode quickly along the road to which Wood¬ 
ville pointed. He had hardly quitted the savannah, and 
entered the long broad avenue, however, when the sound of 
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a horse’s feet at the full gallop came behind, and a voice 
exclaimed, “My lord! my lord the duke! the king has some 
words for your ear.” 

It was a single cavalier who approached; but the quick ear 
of Bichard of Woodville caught the sound of other horse 
following, though the angle of the wood cut off the view of 
the royal train. 

“ Good faith!” answered the duke, turning his head towards 
the messenger, but without stopping, “ they must be kept for 
another moment. My business will have no delay.” But, 
even as he spoke, he caught sight of a number of men-at- 
arms following the first, and just entering the alley in a con¬ 
fused and scattered line. 

“ But you must, my lord,” exclaimed the gentleman who 
had just come up. “ I have orders to use force.” 

The duke and his attendants laid their hands upon their 
swords, but Woodville reused his lance high above his head, 
and shook it in the air, shouting, “Ho, there! Ho! Hide 
on, my lord! ride on! I will stay them.” 

“Now, gold spurs for a good lance!” cried the Duke of 
Burgundy; “but I will not let you fight alone, my friend;” 
and, wheeling his horse, he formed his little troop across the 
road. 

“Ho, there! Ho!” shouted Woodville again; and instantly 
he heard a bom answering from the wood. “The first man 
is mine, my lord,” he cried, setting his lance in the rest and 
drawing down his visor. “Fall back upon our friends behind: 
you are unarmed!” and spurring on his charger at full speed, 
he passed the king's messenger (who was only habited in 
the garments of the chase), towards a man-at-arms, who was 
coming at full speed some fifty yards in advance of the party, 
sent to arrest the duke. His adversary instantly charged his 
lance likewise; no explanation was needed, and the two cava¬ 
liers met in full shock between the parties. The spear of the 
Frenchman struck right on Woodville’s cuirass, and broke it 
into splinters; but the lance head of the young Englishman 
caught his opponent on the gorget, and without wavering in 
his seat, he bore him back over the croup to the ground. 
Then, wheeling rapidly, he galloped back to the duke’s side, 
while at a brisk pace, but in perfect order, his band came up 
under the young Lord of Lens; and the English archers, 
springing to the ground, put their arrows to tire strings and 
drew the bows to the ear, waiting for the signal to let lly the 
unerring shaft. 

_ “Hold! hold!” cried the duke. “Gallantly done, noble 
sir! You have saved me; ,but let us not shed blood unneces¬ 
sarily;” and casting his eye over Woodville’s troop, he added, 
“We outnumber them far; they will never dare attack us.” 
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As he spoke, the men-at-arms of Prance paused in their 
advance, and some of the foremost, dismounting from their 
horses, raised the overthrown cavalier from the ground, and 
were seen unlacing his casque. At the same time, the gen¬ 
tleman who had first followed the Duke of Burgundy began 
quietly retreating towards his friends, and though the duke 
called to him aloud to stop, showed no disposition to comply. 

“Shall I bring him back, noble duke?” exclaimed the 
young Lord of Lens, eager to win some renown. 

“Yes, ride after him, young sir,” said John the Bold. 

“Remember, he is unarmed!” cried Richard of Woodville, 
seeing the youth couch his lance, and fearing that he might 
forget, in his enthusiasm, the usages of war. 

“You are of aright chivalrous spirit, sir,” said the duke, 
turning to the young Englishman. “Do you know, my Lord 
of Viei'ville, who is that gentleman whom he unhorsed just 
now?” 

“The Count dc Vaudemont, I think,” replied the nobleman 
to whom he spoke. “I saw him at the head of the men-at- 
arms in the forest.” 

“Ob, yes! it is he,” rejoined another. “Did you not see 
the cross crosslets on his housings?” 

“A good knight and stout cavalier as ever couched a lance,” 
observed the Duke of Burgundy. “ The young kestrel haa 
caught the hawk,” he continued, as the Lord of Lens, riding 
up to him of whom he had been in pursuit, brought him back, 
apparently unwilling, towards the Burgundian party. 

“Ah! my good Lord of Vertus,” exclaimed John the Bold, 
“you have gone back with half your message. Fie! never 
look white, man! We will not hurt you, though we have 
strong hands amongst us, as you have just seen. Offer my 
humble duty to the king, and tell him that I should at once 
have obeyed his royal mandate to return, but that my affairs 
are very urgent, and that I knew not how long I might be 
detained to hear his royal will.” 

“ And what am 1 to say to our lord?” asked the Count de 
Vertus, “for Monsieur de Vaudemont, his son’s bosom friend, 
overthrown by your people, and well-nigh killed, I fear?" 

“ My daughter ought to be his son’s bosom friend," replied 
the duke, sharply, “ but she is not, it seems; and as to 
Monsieur de Vaudemont, perhaps you had better tell the 
king that he was riding too fast and had a fall: it will be more 
to his credit than if you say that he met a squire of Burgundy 
in fair and even course, and was unhorsed like a clumsy page; 
and now, my Lord of Vertus, I give you the good time of day. 
Ypu said something about force just now; but methinks you 
■will forget it, and so will I.” 

Thus saying, the duke turned his horse and rode away 
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down the avenue; the English archers sprang upon their 
steeds again; and Richard of Woodville, beckoning the young 
Lord of Lens to halt, caused ids whole troop to file off before 
him, and then with his companion brought up the extreme 
rear. A number of the French men-at-arms followed at a 
respectful distance, till the party entered the village of Fleu- 
rincs, in the 1'orest; but there, having satisfied themselves 
that there was no greater body of the men of Burgundy in 
the neighbourhood, which might have rendered the king’s 
journey back to Baris somewhat dangerous, they halted and 
retired. 

The duke had turned round to watch their proceedings 
more than once; nor did he take any farther notice of Richard 
of Woodville till the French party were gone. When they 
were no longer in sight, however, lie called him to his side, 
and questioned him regarding himself. 

“ I do not remember you about my son, fair sir,” he said, 
“ and I am not one to forget men who act as you have done 
to-day.” 

“I have been in your territories, my lord duke, but a short 
time,” replied Richard of Woodville. ‘‘As I came seeking 
occasions of honour to the most chivalrous court in Europe, 
and as I was furnished with letters from my sovereign to 
yourself, and to your son, vouching graciously for my filth, 
the count was kindly pleased to give me a share in anything 
that was to be done to-day. Happening to he in the saddle 
this morning somewhat before the rest of the Lord of Roncq’a 
troop, and my horses being somewhat fresher, the good old 
knight sent me on, thinking you might need aid betbre you 
reached the rendezvous you had given 

“ Ay, he judged right,” replied the duke; “and had I 
known as much, when I wrote to him, as 1 learned yesterday, 
I would have had him at the gates of Paris; for my esca pe at 
all has been a miracle. They only put oft arresting me or 
stabbing me in my hotel till the king returned from this hunt¬ 
ing, in order to guard against a rising of the citizens. Have 
you this letter from King Henry about you?” 

“ My page has it in his wallet, noble duke,” replied the 
young Englishman. “Will you please to see it?” 

John nodded his head, and, calling up the boy, Richard of 
Woodville took the letter from him, and placed it in the 
prince’s hands. The duke opened and read it with a smile; 
then, turning to Woodville, he said, “ You justify the praises 
of your king, and Ilia request shall be attended to by me, as 
in duty bound. Men look to him, sir, with eyes of expecta¬ 
tion, and have a foresight of great deeds to come. His friend¬ 
ship is dear to me; and every one he is pleased to send shall 
have honour at my hands for his sake. Ah! there is Pont 
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St. Maxcnce and the bright Oise. De Roucq is, probably, 
there by tins time.” 

11 I doubt it not, my lord,” answered Richard of Woodville; 
“he could not be far behind.” 

“Who is that youth,” demanded the duke, “who seems 
your second in the band?” 

“ One of your own vassals, noble sir,” replied the -English 
gentleman, “ full of honour and seal for your service, who 
will some day make an excellent soldier. He is the young 
Lord of Lens.” 

“Ah!” said the duke in a sorrowful tone, “I have bad 
news for him. His uncle Charles is a prisoner in Paris, taken 
out of my very house before my eyes; and I doubt much they 
will do him to death. Break it to him calmly this evening, 
sir. But see! here are several of good old l)e ltoucq's party 
looking out for us. ■ Methinks he would not have heard bad 
tidings of his duke without riding to rescue him!” 

Thins saying he spurred on, meeting, ere he reached Pont 
St. Maxcnce, one or two small bodies of men-at-arms, who 
saluted him as lie passed, shouting “Burgundy! Burgundy!” 
and fell in behind the baud ol' Richard of Woodville. The 
single street of the small town was crowded with people; and 
before the doors of the two inns which the place then pos¬ 
sessed was seen the company of the Lord of lioucq, with the 
men dismounted, feeding tlieir horses, but all armed, and pre¬ 
pared to spring into the saddle at a moment’s notice. 

The approach of the duke was greeted by a loud shout of 
welcome; not alone from his own soldiers, but also from the 
people of the town; for in the northern and eastern provinces 
of France, as well as in the capital, John the Bold was the 
most popular prince of the tune. l)e lioucq immediately 
advanced on foot to hold his stirrup, but his lord grasped 
him by the hand and wrung it hard, saying, “I am safe, you 
sec, old friend; thanks to your care and this young gentle¬ 
man’s conduct!” 

“Ay, I thought he would do well,” replied the old soldier, 
“ for he is up in the morning early.” 

“lie has done well,” said the duke, dismounting; and, 
turning' to Woodville, who had sprung from his horse, he 
said, “ You rightly deserve some honour at my hands. 
Though we have no spurs ready, I will dub you now; and 
we will arm you afterwards at Lille. Kneel down.” 

Richard ol‘ Woodville bent his knee to the ground before 
the crowd that had gathered round; and, drawing iris sword, 
tiro Duke of Burgundy addressed to him, as usual, a short 
speech on the duties of chivalry, concluding with the words—• 
“Thus remember, that this honour is not. alone a reward for 
deeds past, but an encouragement to deeds in future. It is a 
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bond as well as a distinction, by which you are held bound to 
right the wronged, to defend the oppressed, to govern your¬ 
self discreetly, to serve your sovereign lord, and to be the 
friend and protector of women, children, and the weak and 
powerless. Let your lance be the first in the fight; let your 
purse be open to the poor and needy; let your shield be the 
shelter of the widow and orphan; and let your sword be ever 
drawn in the cause of your king, your country, and your re¬ 
ligion. In the name of God, St. Michael, and St. George, I 
dub you knight! Be loyal, true, and valiant!” 

At each of the last words he struck him a light stroke with 
tile blade of his sword upon the neck; and the crowd around, 
well pleased with every piece of representation, uttered a 
loud acclamation as the young knight rose; and the duke 
took him in his arms, and embraced him warmly. Old De 
Roncq, and the noblemen who had accompanied John the 
Bold from the forest, grasped the young Englishman’s hand 
one by one; and the duke, turning to the Lord of Lens, 
added, with a gracious smile, “ I trust to do the same for you, 
young sir, ere long. In the mean while, that you may have 
occasion to win your chivalry, I name you one of my squires; 
and, by God’s grace, you will not be long without something 
to do!” 

The youth.kissed his hand joyfully; and the duke retired 
to the inn. Richard of Woodville paused for a moment to 
distribute some handfuls of money amongst the crowd, who 
were crying “Largesse!" around, and then followed the old 
Lord of Roucq, to give him information of all that had taken 
place in the forest of Hallate, before they proceeded together 
to receive the further orders of the Duke of Burgundy.* 

* ' * Some authors, and especially Monstrelet, represent the Duke of Burgundy 
•3 effecting his escape from the forest of Villeneuve St. George; but the reader 
of course cannot entertain the slightest doubt that the author of the present 
veracious history is, like all other modem historians and critics, better ac¬ 
quainted with the events of distant times than the poor ignorant peoplo wha 
lived in them. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

A SUMMARY. 

Alt. was bustle and activity throughout Flanders and Bur¬ 
gundy after the return of John the Bold from Paris. Night* 
and day messengers were crossing the country from one town 
to another, and every castle in the land saw gatherings of men- 
at-arms and archers; while across the frontier from France 
came multitudes of the discontented vassals of Charles VI. 
pouring in to offer either service or counsel to the great feu¬ 
datory, who was now almost in open warfare, if not against 
his sovereign, at least against the faction into whose hands 
that sovereign (once more relapsed into imbecility) had fallen.. 
If, however, the country in general was agitated, much more 
so was the city of Lille, where the duke prolonged his resi¬ 
dence for some weeks. There, day after day, councils were 
held in the castle; and day after day, not only from every 
part of the duke’s vast territories, but also from neighbouring 
states, came crowds of his friends and allies. The people of 
Ghent, Bruges, and Ypres sent their deputies; the Duke of 
Brabant, the Bishop of Liege, the Count of Cleves, appeared 
in person; and even the Constable of France, Waleran, Count 
of St. Paul, took his seat at the table of the Duke of Bur¬ 
gundy, and refused boldly to give up his Btaif to the envoys 
sent from Paris to demand it. The cloud of war was evidently 
gathering thick and black: and foreign princes looked eagerly 
on to see how and when the struggle would commence; but 
the eyes of both contending parties were turned anxiously to 
one of the neighbouring sovereigns, who was destined to take 
a great part, as all foresaw, in the domestic feuds of France. 
To Henry of England both addressed themselves, and each 
strove bard not only to propitiate the monarch, but to gain 
the good-will of the nation. All Englishmen, either in France 
or Burgundy, were courted and favoured by those high in 
place; and Richard of Woodville was now especially marked 
out for honour by both the Duke of Burgundy and the young 
Count of Charolois. The latter opened his frank and gene¬ 
rous heart towards one with whose whole demeanour he had 
been struck and pleased from the first; and that intimacy 
which grows up so rapidly in troublous times easily ripened 
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into friendship in the daily intercourse which took place be¬ 
tween them. They were constant companions; and more 
than once, after nightfall, Kichard was brought by the prince 
to his father’s private cabinet, where consultations were held 
between them, not only on matters of war and military disci¬ 
pline, for which the young English knight had acquired a high 
reputation, on the report of the old Lord of Roucq, but also 
on subjects connected with the policy of the English court, re¬ 
garding which the duke strove to gain some better information 
from the trank and sincere character of Woodvillc than he 
could obtain elsewhere. But, as we have shown, Richard of 
Woodville could be cautious as well as candid; and he replied 
guardedly to all open questions, that he knew nought of the 
views or intentions of his sovereign; but that he was well 
aware Henry of England held in high esteem and love his 
princely cousin of Burgundy, and would never he found want¬ 
ing, when required, to show him acts of friendship. Further, 
he said, the duke must apply to good Sir Philip de Morgan, a 
man well instructed, he believed, in all the king’s purposes. 

Both the Count of Charolois and his father smiled at this 
answer, and turned a meaning look upon each other. 

“You have shown me, Sir Richard,” said the duke, “that 
ymi really do not know the king’s mind on such subjects. Sir 
Philip de Morgan was his father’s most trusted envoy; hut is 
•his own envoy not the most trusted? It is strange, jour mo¬ 
narch’s conduct in some things! lie has added to his agents 
at our poor court a noble and wise man whom his lather 
hated.” 

“ Because, my most redoubted lord,” replied the j'oung 
knight, “he judges differently, and is differently situated 
from his father. Henry 1Y. snatched the crown, as all men 
know, from a weak and vicious king, but found that those who 
once had been his peers were not willing to be his subjects. 
Through a mighty, wise, and politic prince, liis life was a 
struggle, in ivliich he might win victories indeed, and subdue 
enemies in the field, but he raised up new traitors in his own 
heart, new enemies within himself: I mean, my lord, jea¬ 
lousies and animosities. Our present king comes to the throne 
by succession, and liis father has left him a crown divested of 
half its thorns. His nurture baa been different too: never 
having suffered oppression, he has nothing to retaliate; never 
having struggled with foes, he has no fear of enmity. People 
say in my land that one man builds a house and another dwells 
in it. So is it with every one who wins a throne: he has to 
raise and strengthen the fabric of his power, only to leave the 
perfect structure to another." , 

The duke leaned his-head upon his hand and thought pro¬ 
foundly. Ambitious visions, often roused by the very name 
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though John the Bold might not part with them, he turned 
his thoughts to other channels, and strove to learn from 
Richard of Woodvillc the character and disposition of.the 
English sovereign, if not his intentions and designs. On 
these points the young knight was more open and unreserved, 
lie painted the monarch as he really was, laughed when the 
prince spoke of his youthful wildness, and said, “ It was bug 
a masking face, noble duke, put on for sport, and, like a mum* 
mcr’s vizard, laid aside the moment it suited him to resume 
himself again. Those who judge the king from such traits as 
these trill find themselves woefully deceivedand he went on 
to paint Henry’s energies of mind in terms which, though the 
duke might attribute part of the praise to young enthusiasm, 
still left a very altered impression on the hearer’s mind in re¬ 
gard to the real character of the English king. 

I have said that these interviews took place more than once, 
and also that they generally took place in private, for the 
duke did not wish to excite any jealousy in his Burgundian 
subjects; but on more than one occasion, several of the fo¬ 
reign noblemen who had flocked to the Court of Lille were 
present, and between the Count of St. Paul and Woodville 
some intimacy speedily sprung up. The count, irritated by 
what he thought injustice, revolved many schemes of daring 
resistance to the court of France. He thought of raising, 
men, and, as the ally of Burgundy, opposing in arms the 
.Arnmgnac faction and the dauphin; he thought of visiting 
Bngland, and treating on his own part with Henry V.; ana 
from the young English knight he strove to gain both infor¬ 
mation and assistance. There was in that distinguished no¬ 
bleman many qualities which commanded esteem, and Wood¬ 
villc willingly gave him what advice he could; and yet he 
tried to dissuade him from being the first to raise the stan¬ 
dard of revolt; pointing out that, although the state of mind 
of the King of France, and the absence of all legal authority 
in those who ruled, might justify a prince so nearly allied to 
the royal family as the Duke of Burgundy in struggling for 
a share of that power which he saw misused, especially as 
he was a sovereign prince, though feudatory for some of his 
territories to the crown of France, yet an inferior person could 
hardly take arms on his own account without incurring a 
charge of treason, which might fall heavily on his head if the 
duke found cause ultimately to abstain from war. 

The count listened to his reasons, and seemed to ponder 
upon them; and though no one loves to be persuaded from the 
course to which passion prompts, he was sufficiently experi¬ 
enced to think well of one who would give such advice, how¬ 
ever unpalatable at the moment. 
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Thus passed nearly a month from the day on which the 
young Englishman quitted Ghent; and so changeful and un¬ 
certain were the events of the time, that he would not venture 
to absent himself from the court of Burgundy even for an 
hour, lest he should miss the opportunity of winning advance¬ 
ment and renown. In that time, however, he had gained 
much. He was no longer a stranger. The ways and habits 
of the court were familiar to him; he was the companion of 
all, and the friend of many who, on his first appearance, had 
looked upon him with an evil eye; and many an occurrence, 
trifling compared with the great interests that were moving 
Tound, but important to himself, had taken place in the young 
knight’s history. The ceremony of being armed a knight was 
duly performed, the duke fulfilling hi3 promise on tne first 
occasion, and completing that which had been but begun at 
Pont St. Maxence. Yet this very act, gratifying as it was to 
one eager of honour, was not without producing some anxiety 
in the mind of the young Englishman. Such events were ac¬ 
companied with much pageantry, and followed by considerable 
expense. Hitherto, all his charges had been borne by him¬ 
self, and he saw his stock of wealth decreasing far more rapidly 
than he had expected. Though apartments had been as¬ 
signed to him in the Gracvcnsteen at Ghent, none had been 
furnished him in the castle of Lille; and no mention was 
made of reimbursing him for anything he had paid. 

One day, however, early in June, he was called to the 
presence of the duke, and found him just coming front a con¬ 
ference with the deputies of the good towns of Flanders. The 
prince's face was gay and smiling; and as he passed along the 
gallery towards his private apartments, he exclaimed, turn¬ 
ing towards some of his counsellors, “Let no one say I have 
not good and generous subjects. Ila! Sir Bichard,” he con¬ 
tinued, as bis eye fell upon the young Englishman, “ go to 
the chamber of my son: he has something to tell you.” 

Richard of Woodville hastened to obey; but the Count de 
Charolois was not in his apartment when he arrived, and 
some minutes elapsed before the young prince appeared. 
When he came at length, however, he was followed by three 
or four of his men bearing some large bags, apparently of 
money, which were laid down upon the table in the ante¬ 
room. 

“Get you gone, boys,” said the count, turning to his 
pages; “ and you, Godfrey, sec that all be ready by the hour 
of noon. Now, my friend,” he continued, as soon as the 
zoom was clear, “ I have news for you, and I trust pleasant 
news too. First, I am for Ghent, and you may accompany 
me if you will.” 

“ Bight gladly, my lord the count," replied Richard of 
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WoodviUe; “for, to say truth, almost all my baggage is still 
there, and I have scarcely any clothing in which to appear 
decently at your father’s court. I have other matters, too, 
that I would fain see to in Ghent.” 

“ Some fair lady, now, I will warrant,” replied the count, 
laughing; “I have marked the ruhy ring in your baseinet; 
but, faith, we have more serious matters in hand than either 
fine clothes or fair ladies. I go to raise men, sir knight, and 
you have a commission to do so likewise. My father would 
fain have you swell your company to fifty archers, taught and 
disciplined by your own men. 'The more Englishmen you 
can get the better, for it seems that you are famous for the 
bow in your land; but our worthy citizens of Bruges are not 
unskilful cither.” 

“ Good faith, my lord!” replied Richard of WoodviUe, “I 
know not well'how to obey the noble duke’s behest; for my 
riches are but scanty, and ’tis as much as I can do to maintain 
my band as it is.” 

“ Ha! are you there, my friend?” said the young prince, 
with a smile. “Well, you have borne long and patiently 
with our poverty; but the good towns have come to our as¬ 
sistance now, and we will acquit our debt. One of these bags 
is for you, and you will find it contains wherewithal to pay 
you what you have spent, to reward your archers according 
to the rate of England, which is, I believe, six sterlings a day, 
for the month past; to pay them for three months to come, 
and to raise your hand, as I have said, to fifty men. Yon will 
find therein one thousand fenr-th-lys of gold, or, as we call 
them, fr<inc-h-jiicils, each of which is worth about forty of 
your sterlings.” 

“Then there is much more than is needful, my good lord,” 
replied the young knight. “ One-half of that sum would 
suffice.” 

“ Exactly,” replied the count; “ but no one serves well the 
house of Burgundy without guerdon, my good friend. My 
father knighted you because you had done well in arms, both 
in England and in his presence; but knighthood is itoo high 
and sacred a thing to be made a reward for any personal 
benefit rendered to a prince. My father would think that he 
degraded that high order, if he conferred it even for saving 
him from death or captivity, as you were enabled to do. For 
that good deed therefore he gives you the rest ; and I do trust 
that ere long you will have the means of winning more.” 

Richard of WoodviUe expressed his thanks, though, with 
the ordinary chivalrous affectation of the day, he denied all 
merit in what he had done, and made as little of it as possi¬ 
ble. There was one difficulty in regard to increasing his 
band, however, which he had to explain to the young count. 
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and which arose from the promise he had given his own sove¬ 
reign, of holding himself ready to join him at the first, sum¬ 
mons. But that was speedily obviated; it being agreed that 
in case of his services being demanded by King Henry, he 
should be at liberty to retire with the yeomen who then 
accompanied him, and that the rest of the troop about to be 
raised should, in that case, be placed under the command of 
any officer the duke might appoint. 

As was then customary, a clerk was called in, and an in¬ 
denture drawn up, specifying the terms on which the young 
knight was to serve in the Burgundian force, the number of 
the men-at-arms and archers which lie was to bring into the 
field, the pay they were to receive, the arms and horses with 
which they were to appear, and even the Burgundian cloaks, 
or huques, which they were to wear. A copy was taken and 
signed by each party; and fortunate it was for Richard of 
Woodville that the young count suggested this precaution. 
The usual clauses regarding prisoners were added, reserving 
the persons of kings and princes of the blood from those 
whom the young knight might put to ransom as bis lawful 
captives; but the count specifically renounced his right to 
the third of the winnings of the war, which was not unusually 
reserved to the great leader with whom any knight or squire 
took service. 

All these points being settled, Richard of Woodvilie hur¬ 
ried back to the inn called the Shield of Burgundy, where 
he and his men were lodged, and prepared to accompany the 
count to Ghent. When he returned to the castle, with his 
men mounted and armed, he found the court-yard full of 
knights, nobles, and soldiery, all ready to set out at the 
appointed hour; and for a time lie fancied that the young 
prince might be going to Ghent with a larger force than the 
good citizens, jealous of their privileges, would be very willing 
to receive; but, as soon as the trumpet sounded, and the 
whole force marched out over the drawbridge into the streets 
of Lille, the seven or eight hundred men of which the party 
consisted separated into different bands, and each took its 
own road. One pursued its way towards Amiens, another 
towards Tournav, another towards Cassel, another towards 
Bethune, another towards Douay; and the count and bis 
train, reduced to about a hundred men, rode on in the direc¬ 
tion of Ghent, which city they reached about four o’clock 
upon the following day. 

Except the Lord of Croy, between whom and the young 
Englishman a good deal of intimacy had arisen, the Count de 
Charolois was accompanied by no other gentleman of knightly 
rank'but Richard of Woodville; and, as that high military' 
station placed him who filled it on a rank with princes, those 
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two gentlemen were the young count’s principal companions 
on the road to Client, and received from him a fuller intima¬ 
tion of his father’s designs and purposes than had been com¬ 
municated to them before they quitted Lille. All seemed 
smiling on the fortunes of Richard of Woodville; the path to 
wealth and renown was open before him, and he might be 
pardoned for giving way to all the bright visions and glowing 
expectations of youth. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE FRIEND ESTRANGED. 

Trumpet and timbrel were sounding in the streets of Ghent; 
the people, in holiday costume, were thronging bridge and 
market-place; the procession of the trades was once more 
afoot, with banners displayed; the clergy were hurrying here 
and there with cross and staff, and all the ensigns of the 
Romish church. It was a high holiday; for the young count 
had given notice, immediately on his arrival, that he would 
be ready an hour before complines, which may be considered 
about six o’clock in the evening, to receive the honourable 
corps of the good town, in order to return them thanks, in 
the name of ills father, for the liberal aid they had granted 
him in a time of need; and flushed with loyalty to their prince 
—well I wot, a somewhat unusual occurrence—and with a 
full sense of their own meritorious sacrifices, each man pressed 
eagerly to be one of the deputies who were, to wait upon the 
count; and if that might not be, to go, at least, as far as the 
palace gates with those who were to be admitted. 

All the nobles who had accompanied the count from Lille 
were present in the great hall of the Cour des Princes, where 
the reception was to take place, except, indeed, Richard of 
Woodville. He, soon after he had arrived, had begged the 
count’s excuse for absenting himself from his train; and hur¬ 
rying to the inn where lie had left Ned Dyram with his 
horses and baggage, he dismounted from his* charger and cast 
off his armour. 

To his inquiries for his servant, the host replied that he had 
not been there since the morning, and, indeed, seldom ap¬ 
peared there all day; hut Woodville seemed to pay little at¬ 
tention to this answer, and merely washing the dust from his 
fece and neck, set out at a hurried pace on foot. 

He thought that he knew the way to the place which he 
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intended to visit well, though he had only followed it once; 
and passing on, he was soon out of the stream of people 
that was stall flowing on towards the palace. But he found 
himself mistaken in regard to his powers of memory; long, 
tortuous streets, totally deserted for the time, lay around him; 
.tall houses, principally built of wood, rose on every side, 
throwing fantastic shadows across the broad sunshine afforded 
"by the sinking sun; and when he at length stopped a work¬ 
man to ask his way, the man spoke nothing but Flemish, and 
nil that Woodville had acquired of that tongue was insufficient 
to make the artisan comprehend what was meant. 

Leaving him, the young knight walked on, guided by what 
he remembered of the direction in which the house of Sir 
John Grey lay (for it is hardly needful to tell the reader that 
thither his steps were bent), when suddenly a cavalcade of 
some five or six horsemen appeared, coming at a slow pace up 
the street; and the tall, graceful figure of a man somewhat 
-past the middle age, but evidently of distinguished rank, was 
seen at their head. The garb was changed; the whole look 
and demeanour was different; but even before he could see 
the features, Richard of Woodville recognised the very man 
be was seeking, and hurrying on to meet him, he advanced 
to his horse’s side. 

Sir John Grey gazed on him coldly, however, as if he had 
never seen him before; and Woodville felt somewhat sur¬ 
prised and mortified, not well knowing whether the old knight’s 
memory were really so much shorter than his own, or whether 
fortune, with Mary’s father, had possessed the power it has 
over so many, to change the aspect of the things around, and 
blot out the love and gratitude of former days, as things un¬ 
worthy of remembrance. 

“l)o you not know me, Sir John Grey?” he asked: “if 
so, let me recall to your good remembrance Richard of 
Woodville, who brought you tidings from the king, and also 
some news of your sweet daughter.” 

“I know you well, sir!” replied the knight; “would I 
knew less! I hear you have acquired honour and renown in 
arms. God give you grace to merit more! I must ride on, 
I fear.” 

His manner was cold and distant, his brow grave and stem; 
hut Woodville was not one to hear such a change altogether 
calmly, though for his sweet Mary’s sake he laid a strong 
constraint upon himself. 

“I know not, Sir John Grey,” he said, “what has produced 
so strange a change in one whom I had thought steadfast and 
firm: whether calmer thought and higher fortunes than those 
in which I first found yon may have engendered loftier views, 
or re-awakened slumbering ambition, so that you regret some 
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words you spoke in the first liberal joy of renewed prosperity; 
but-” 

“Cease, sir, cease!” exclaimed the old knight. “I should 
indeed regret those words, could they be binding in a case 
like this. Steadfast and firm I am, and you will find me so; 
but not loftier views or rc-awakcned ambition has made the 
change, but better knowledge of a man 1 trusted on a fair 
seeming. But these things are not to be discussed here in the 
open street, before servants and horseboys. You know your 
own heart; you know your own actions; and if they do not 
make you shrink from discussing what may be between you 
and me-” 

“ Shrink!” cried Richard of Woodville, vehemently. “ Why 
should I shrink? Shrink from discussing aught that 1 have 
done! No, by my knighthood! not before all the world, var- 
lets or horseboys, princes or peers: I care not who hears my 
every action blazoned to the day.” 

“But I do, sir,” replied Sir John Grey; “for the sake of 
those dear to us both; for your good uncle’s sake and for my 
child’s.” 

“You are compassionate, Sir John!” said Woodville, bit¬ 
terly; but then he added, “yet, no; you are deceived. I 
know not how, or by whom, but there is some error, that is 
very clear. This I must crave leave to say, that I am fearless 
of the judgment of mortal man on aught that I have done. 
Sins have we all to God; but I defy the world to say that I 
have failed in honour to one man on earth.” 

“According to that worldly code of honour we once spoke 
of, perhaps not,” replied Sir John Grey. 

“According to what fastidious code you will,” said the young 
knight. “I stand here willing, Sir John Grey, to have each 
word or deed sifted like wheat before a cottage door. I know 
not your charge, or who it is that brings it; but I will disprove 
it, whatever it be, when it is clearly stated, and will cram 
his falsehood down his throat whenever I know his name who 
makes it.” 

“ 11a, sir! Is it of me you speak?” demanded the knight, 
somewhat sharply. 

“No, Sir John,” replied Woodville; “you are to be the 
judge; “for you,” he added, with asorrowful smile, “hold the 
high prize. But it is of him who has foully calumniated me 
to you, for that some one has done so I can clearly see; and I 
would know the charge and the accuser, here now, on this 
spot; for I am not one to rest under suspicion, even for an 
hour.” 

“You speak bojdly, Sir Richard of Woodville 1” answered 
Sir John Grey; “and, doubtless, think that you are right, 
though I may not; for I am one who have long lived in soli- 
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tude, pondering men’s deeds, and weighing them in a nicer 
balance than the world is wont to use. However, as I said 
before, this is no place to discuss such things; but as it is right 
and just that each man should have occasion to defend him¬ 
self, I will meet you where you will and when, to tell you 
what men lay to your charge. If you can then deny it said 
disprove it, well. I will not speak more here. See! some one 
seeks your attention.” 

“Whatever it is that any man on earth accuses me of,” re¬ 
plied the young knight, without attending to Sir John Grey’s 
last words, “I dm ready ever to meet boldly, for my heart is 
free. As yon will not give me this relief I ask even now, it 
cannot be too soon. I will either go with you at once to your 
own house-” 

“No, that must not be,” cried the other, hastily. 

“Or else,” continued Woodville, “1 will meet you two 
hours hence, in the hostel called the Garland, on the market¬ 
place. What would you, knave?” he added, turning suddenly 
upon some one who had more than once pulled his sleeve 
from behind, and beholding Ned l)yram. 

“I would speak with you instantly, sir knight,” replied 
Dyram, “on a matter of life and death.” 

“ Shall it be so, sir?” Itichard of Woodville continued, 
looking again to Sir John Grey, who repeated, thoughtfully, 
“In two hours-” 

“Sir, will you listen to me?” exclaimed Dyram, in. great 
agitation. “Indeed you must. Tlicieis not a moment to lose. 
I tell you it will bear no delay. If you would save her life, 
you must come at once.” 

“Her life!” cried Woodville, in great surprise. “Whose 
life? Of whom do you speak, man?” 

“Of whom? Of Ella Brune, to be sure,” replied Dyram. 
“If you stay talking longer, you leave her to death.” 

Sir John Grey, with a bitter smile, shook liis bridle, and 
striking his heel against his horse’s flank, rode on. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE BETRAYER. 


Tiie writer must retread his steps for a while, to show the 
events which had taken place in the city of Ghent since Ned 
Dyrarn mid Sir Simeon of Roydon were last seen upon the 
stage. Whether the reader may think fit to do so or not 
must depend upon himself. All that the author can promise 
is, that he will be brief, and merely sketch the conduct of 
the personages left behind till he brings them up with the 
rest. 

The arrival of Sir Simeon of Roydon in Ghent spread the 
same terror through the heart of poor Ella Bruno that the 
appearance of a hawk produces in one of the feathered 
songsters of the bush or clouds. Had Richard of Woodville 
been there she would have felt no apprehension; for to him 
she had accustomed herself to look for protection and support, 
with that relying confidence, that trust in his power, his 
wisdom, and his goodness, which perhaps ought never to be 
placed in man, and which is never so placed but by a heart 
where love is present. Had she been even in London, her 
terror would have been less; for even in those days, although 
they were dark and barbarous, although tumult and riot, 
civil strife and contention, in justice and wrong, would, as we 
all know, take place in every different country, the peculiar 
character of the English people, the homely sense of justice 
and of right which has been their chief characteristic in all 
ages, was sufficiently strong to render this island comparatively 
a land of security. Though there might be persons to oppress 
and injure, yet there were generally found some kind hearts 
and generous spiri-s to support and protect; and, in short, 
there were more defences for those who needed defense than 
in any state in Europe. 

Very different, however, was the case in Ghent, especially 
for a stranger; and Ella Brnne well knew that it was so. 
She was aware that deeds could be done there boldly and 
openly, which in England would require cunning conceal¬ 
ment and artful device even for a chance of success; and the 
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consequence was, that she kept herself immured within the 
walls of her cousin’s dwelling, never venturing forth, even to 
breathe the air, but at night, and striving to make her com¬ 
panionship during the day prove as pleasant as possible to 
the worthy dame of Nicholas Brune. To her and to him she 
communicated the cause of her apprehensions; and it is but 
justice to the good folks to say, that they entered warmly into 
her feelings, and did all that they could to mitigate her alarm 
and give her encouragement. But Ella Brune, in answer to 
all assurances of safety, constantly replied, that she should 
never feel secure till Richard of Woodville had returned; 
and, as it was already beyond the period at which he had 
promised to be back, she looked for his appearance every 
day. 

From such subjects sprang many a discussion between her 
and her good cousin, as to her future conduct. “ Why, you 
know, my pretty Ella,” he would say, “you could not go 
wandering after this gay young gentleman over all the world; 
mischief would come of it, be you sure. Men are not to be 
trusted, nor pretty maidens either. We have all our weak 
moments; and if no harm happen to you, your fair fame would 
.suffer. Men would call you liis leman.” 

■“Ay, that is what I fear,” answered Ella Brune, “ and that 
only; for though most men are not to be trusted, he is. But 
at all events,” she continued, willing gently to remove all 
objections to the plan she was determined to pursue, “ he 
might carry me safely with him to Burgundy, or to Liege, as 
he brought me here.” 

Nicholas Brune-shook his head; and Ella said no more 
at that time; but gradually she put forward the notion of 
obviating all difficulties and objections by assuming some 
disguise; and on that her good cousin pondered, thinking 
it a more feasible plan than any other, yet seeing many 
difficulties. 

“ As what could you go?” he said. “ If at all, it must be 
in male guise; and.though you would make a pretty boy 
enough, I doubt me they would find you out, fair Ella.” 

“ Why not as a novice of the Black Friars?” demanded 
Madame Brune, who entered into the maiden's schemes more 
warmly and enthusiastically than her prudent husband; 
“ then she would have robes longer than her own, to cover 
her little hands and feet, and a hood to shade her head. 
There is no punishment, either, for taking the gown of a 
novice.” 

“ Then, as this man Dyram must be, in the secret,” added 
Ella Brune, “ he could give me help and protection in case 
of need.” 

“Ah, ha! are you there?” cried Nicholas, laughing. But 
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Ella shook her head, no way abashed, replying, “You are 
mistaken, cousin of mine; but perhaps you hare so much 
respect for these holy men, the monks, that you would object 
to a profane girl like me taking their garb upon her?” 

“ Out upon them, the lazy drones!” cried Nicholas Brune; 
41 you may make what sport of them you like for that. I 
would put them all to hard labour on the dykes, if I had my 
willand he burst forth into a long vituperation of all the 
monastic orders, in terms somewhat too gross for modern cars, 
not even sparing the holy Roman catholic church; but ending 
with another wise shake of the head, and an expression of his 
firm belief that the scheme would not do. 

Nevertheless, Ella Brune and his good dame were now per¬ 
fectly agreed upon the subject, and worked together zealously, 
preparing all that was needful for Ella’s disguise, while Ned 
Dyram brought them daily informatio^pf the proceedings of 
Sir Simeon of Roydon, ana made them smile to hear how he 
had deceived the knight into the belief that Ella was far away 
from Ghent. 

“But if he should discover the truth,” said Ella Brune, 
really anxious that no one should suffer on her account, “may 
he not revenge himself on you, if you give him the oppor¬ 
tunity by going every day and working in gold and silver 
under his eyes? I beseech you, Master Dyram, run no risk 
on my account. I would rather endure insult or injury my¬ 
self than that you should incur danger." 

Ned Dyram’s heart beat quick, though Ella said no more 
to him than she would have said to any one in the same cir¬ 
cumstances; but he shook his head with a triumphant air, 
replying, “ He dare not wag his finger against me.” 

He added no more, but turned to the subject of Ella’s 
disguise, having before this been.made acquainted with her 
project, and being, moreover, eager to second it; for the 
prospect of having to leave her behind in Ghent, if his young 
master should be called upon some more distant expedition, 
had often crossed his mind, producing very unpleasant sen¬ 
sations. Day after day, however, he visited Sir Simeon of 
Roydon, and generally found him alone. Plenty of work 
was provided for him, and the payment was prompt and 
large. Now it was ah ornamented bridle that he had to 
produce, encrusted all over with fanciful work of silver; now 
a testiere or a poitral arabesqued with lines of gold. Some¬ 
times he compounded perfumes or essences, sometimes he 
illuminated a book of canticlesyivhich the knight intended to 
present to the monastery. . ' 

One morning, however, going somewhat earlier than was 
his wont, he met the monk, father Paul, coming down the 
'stairs from the knight’s apartments. The cenobite gave him 
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a grim smile, but merely added bis benedicitc and passed on. 
Ned Dyram paused and mused before he entered. More 
than once he had asked himself what it was that detained 
Sir Simeon of Roydon so long in Ghent. The court was 
absent; there was little to see and less to gain, and the visit 
of father Paul gave him fresh matter for reflection. But Ned 
Dyram was one who, judging by slight indications, always 
prepared himself against probable results; and he now divined 
that the discovery of the truth in regard to Ella might not be 
far off. 

lie found no change in Simeon of Roydon when he entered, 
and the morning passed away as usual; but on the following 
day the knight received him with a smile so mixed in its ex¬ 
pression that Dyram felt the hilt of his anelace, and returned 
him his look with one as doubtful. 

“ Shut the door, plaster Dyram,” said Sir Simeon of 
Roydon. 

The man obeyed without the leajt hesitation; and the 
knight proceeded: “Think you, fellow, that it is wise and 
worthy to cheat and to deceive?” 

“ On proper occasions, and with proper men,” replied Ned 
Dyram, calmly. 

.“Ah! yon do?” cried the knight, with his brow bent; 
“ then let me tell you that you. will deceive me no more.” 

“ That depends upon circumstances and opportunity,” an¬ 
swered Ned Dyram, with the same imperturbable effrontery 
as before. “ I dare say you will not give me the means, if 
you can help it.” 

“ What if I take.from you the opportunity of cheating any 
one again?” exclaimed Sir Simeon of Roydon. “What if, as 
you well deserve, 1 call up my men and bid them dispose of 
you as they know how?" 

“ You will not do that,” replied Dyram, without a shade of 
emotion. 

“Why should I not?” demanded the kniglit, fiercely.— 
“What should stop me? Out of these walls no secrets are 
likely to pass. Why should I not, I say?” 

“Because,” said Dyram, in a cool conversation tone, “there 
is a certain bridge in this city, over the. river Lys, where you 
may have seen, as you passed along, a foolish figure, cast in 
bronze, of two men, one going to cut off the other’s head ap¬ 
parently. They represent a son who offered to execute his 
father, when, as old legends say, but I do not believe them, 
the sword flew to splinters in the parricide’s hand. However, 
that has not much to do with the matter, as I see you per¬ 
ceive ; but the fact is, that bridge is called the Bridge of the 
Decapitation: not, as many men fancy, on account of those 
two statues, but because it is there the citizens of this good 



town have a pious custom of putting to death knights and no¬ 
bles who have bad the misfortune to become murderers. Now, 
you must not suppose me so slow-witted a man as to come to 
visit Sir Simeon of Roy don under such peculiar circumstances 
without letting those persons know where I am, who may in¬ 
quire after me if I do not re-appear. I am always ready for 
such cases, noble knight, and, to say truth, care little when I 
go out of the world so that I have a companion by the way; 
and that, in this instance at least, 1 have secured. ’Tis there¬ 
fore I say, you will abandon such vain thoughts.” 

Sir Simeon of Roydon gazed at him for a moment with the 
expression of a fiend; but suddenly his countenance changed, 
and he fell into deep thought. 

What strifes there are in that eternal battle-field, the hu¬ 
man heart! What strifes have there not been therein, since 
the first fell passion entered into man’j breast with the words 
of die serpent tempter! ay, with the words of the tempter, 
for man had fallen before he ate. But perhaps there is none 
more frequent than the struggle between passion and policy 
in the bosom of the vehement and wily: none more terrible 
either: for whichever gains the ascendancy ruins the country 
around. 

There was something in Dyram’s demeanour that suited 
well with the character of him to whom he spoke. Opposed 
to him, it first excited wrath; but yet a voice whispered that 
such a man might be made most useful to his purposes, if he 
could but be won; and as the knight’s anger abated, the ques¬ 
tion became, how could he be gained? In regard to Ella 
Brunc, Roydon was aware of much that bad taken place, but 
not of all, otherwise his course would have been soon decided. 
By this time he had learned that Ella had journeyed from 
England in the traiu of Richard of Woodville; he knew that 
I)yram had stayed behind, not dismissed by his master, as the 
man had insinuated, but left in charge of his baggage; and 
Simeon of lloydon suspected, judging of others by himself, 
that lie had been left in charge of Ella also by her paramour. 
But of Byram’s love for her he had no hint, though there 
might have arisen in his mind a vague surmise that such at¬ 
tachment did exist, from the fact which brother Paul had dis¬ 
covered and communicated, that Byram visited her once at 
least each day. 

That surmise, however, was enough to guide him some way; 
and after pausing and pondering till silence became unpleasant, 
he said, “ Perhaps, my good friend, you may be mistaken in 
what you fancy. No fears of the results you speak of would 
stay me were I so minded. Those who have good friends 
dread no foes.” 

“ That is what I say, sir,” replied Ned Dyram, in the same 
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tone. “ I have no apprehensions, because I know there are 
those who will take care of me, or avenge me.” 

“You need have none,” answered Sir Simeon of Roydon; 
“ but not for that cause. There are other regards that would 
restrain me. You have deceived me, it is true, but you can 
deceive me no more; and now that I know your motives and 
your conduct, I think that our ends may not be quite so dif¬ 
ferent as you imagine, and as I too imagined at first." 

“Indeed!" said Ned Dyram, wifli a sarcastic smile. “I 
know not what your ends are, or what you think you know. 
Knowledge is a strange thing, noble knight, and those who 
fancy they know much often know little.” 

“True, learned master,” answered Simeon of Roydon; “but 
you shall hear what I know: I wish not to conceal it. Your 
young lord brought this fair girl to Ghent; then being called 

to serve the Duke of Burgundy, left his sweet leman-;” he 

paused upon the word, and saw his companion’s visage glow; 
but Dyram said nothing, and the knight went on: “left his 
sweet leman, with his other baggage, under your careful 
guard. She lives now in the house of one Nicholas llrune, 
and you see her daily. You love her, and, faucying that X 
seek her par amours, would fain hide from me where she is. 
That you see is vain; and I will show you too that what you 
suppose of me is false. I care not for the girl, though per¬ 
chance I may have thought, in former days, to trifle with her 
for an hour. Rut I will tell you more, Dyram: I love not 
your lord, and I believe that you have no great kindness ibr 
him either. Is it not so?” 

“ All wrong together, puissant knight,” replied Ned Dyram, 
with a laugh. “She is no leman of Richard of Woodville; 
Sir Richard, by the mass! for I have heard to-day he has 
been made a knight. Nay, more: he cares no farther lor her 
than as a boy who has saved a bird from hawk or raven loves 
to nourish and fondle it.” 

“ That may be,” answered Sir Simeon, who had now re¬ 
gained all his coolness; “you know more than myself of his 
doings; but of one thing we are both certain: she loves him; 
and it would need but his humour to make her his. Of that 
I have had proof enough before I crossed the sea.” 

Ned Dyram winced; but he replied \>oldly, “ Because she 
looked coldly upon you?” 

“Nay, not so," said the knight; “but on account of signs 
and tokens not to be mistaken. However, if as you think he 
loves her not, my scheme falls to the ground.” 

“ And what was that, if I may dare to ask?" demanded 
Ned Dyram. 

“ I heed not who knows it,” replied Roydon, at once. “ I 
seek revenge, and thought to accomplish it by taking this girl 
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from liim. As to what is to follow, I care not. I never 
seek to see her more; and would wed her to a hind, or any¬ 
one. But if you judge rightly, and he loves hqr not, I am 
frustrated in this, and must seek other means.” ' 

There was a pause of several minutes; and both thought, 
or seemed to think, deeply. With Dyram it was really so; 
though the more shrewd and wise of the two, he had suffered 
the words of Itoydon to fall upon the dangerous weaknesses 
of his bosom, like a spark into some inflammable mass; and 
doubt, suspicion, jealousy, were all in a blaze within. Yet 
he had suflicient' power” over himself to hide his feelings 
skilfully, and sought, neither admitting nor denying augnt 
further, to lead on the knight to speak of his purposes more 
plainly. But Simeon of Itoydon saw there was a struggle, 
and that was sufficient tor his purpose without discovering 
clearly what it. was. He did speak more plain then, and by 
many an artful suggestion, and many a promise, sought to 
lure Dyram on to aid in separating Ella Brune from him who 
could protect her; concealing carefully that it was on her his 
thirst of revenge longed to sate itself, though Richard of 
Woodville was not forgotten either; and before they parted, 
he thought that he had nearly won him to his wishes. The 
man did, indeed, hesitate; but the sparks of better feeling, 
which I have before said he possessed, burned up ere their 
conversation ended; and a doubt which, even in the midst of 
passion, will rise up in the minds of the cunning and deceitful, 
that there may ever be a knavish purpose in others, made 
him desire to sec his way more clearly. 

All that the knight could gain was a promise that he would 
consider of his hints; and Dyram left him with the resolution 
to draw from Ella Brune, by any means, a knowledge of her 
true feelings towards his master, and to watch every move¬ 
ment of Simeon of Roydon with a care that should let not 
the veriest trifle escape. 

In the first object he was frustrated, as before; for the cold 
despair of Ella’s love, its utter unselfishness, its high and lofty 
nature, was a veil to her heart which the eyes of one so full 
of human passion as himself could by no art penetrate. But 
in his second he was more successful: with the cunning of a 
serpent, with the perseverance of a ferret, he examined, he 
watched, he pursued his purpose. He had already wound, 
himself into the confidence of several of the knight’s ser¬ 
vants; and he now took every means to gain some hold upon 
them, which was not indeed difficult, from the character of 
the men whom Roydon had chosen. Neither did he alto¬ 
gether cease his visits to their master, but for many days kept 
him negotiating as to the price of his services; and, although 
he could not exactly divine the end that the other proposed t» 
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himself, he learned enough to show him that Roydon was sin¬ 
cere, when he assured him that no love for Ella influenced 
him in seeking to remove her from the protection of Richard 
of Woodville. He then admitted that he loved her himself, 
in order to see what the knight would propose; and was not a 
little surprised to find how eagerly Roydon grasped at the 
fact, as a means to his own ends. 

“ Then she may he yours at a word,” exclaimed Roydon, 
grasping his hand as if he had been an equal; “but aid me 
boldly and skilfully in what I seek, and she shall be placed 
entirely in your hands, at your mercy, to do with her as you 
will. Then, if you use not your advantage like a wise and 
resolute man, it is your own fault.” 

Dyram mused: the prospect tempted him; the strong pas¬ 
sions of his nature rose up and urged him on; lie could not 
resist them; but still, cunning and cautious, he resolved to 
make his own position sure, and he replied, “I must tirst 
know your motive, noble knight. Men'are not so eager with¬ 
out some object. What is it?” 

“Revenge!” replied Sir Simeon of Roydon, vehemently, 
and he said truly; but then lie added more calmly the next 
moment, “I am still unconvinced by what you have said, in 
regard to the feelings of your master. Though lie may seek 
a higher lady as his wife, and indeed I know he docs, yet he 
loves this girl, and will seek her par amours as soon as lie ha* 
made sufficient way with her; for I persist not in saying that 
she is his leman. I have been acquainted with him longer 
than you have, since his boyhood; and lie cannot hide him¬ 
self from me as from others. At all events, that is my affair; 
I seek revenge, 1 tell you; and if 1 think 1 shall inflict a 
heavy blow on him, by making this girl your paramour, and 
am mistaken, the error will fall on myself. You will gain 
yonr ends, if I gain not mine.” 

“My paramour!” said Ned Dyram, thoughtfully. 

“Ay; or your wife, if you will,” replied the knight; “hut 
perchance she will not, till forced, readily consent to he your 
wife: you understand me. I will give you every surety you 
may demand that she shall remain wholly in your power. 
The course you follow afterwards must be of your own 
choosing.” 

The great tempter himself could not have chosen better 
words to work his purpose. It seemed, as if by instinct, that 
the one base man addressed himself to all that was weak in 
the other’s nature ; and there is a kind of divination between 
men of similar characters which leads then; to foresee, with 
almost unerring certainty, the effect of particular inducements 
upon their fellows. 

Gradually, Dyram yielded more and more, lesolving firmly 
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all the while to do nothing, to aid in nothing, without insur¬ 
ing that his own objects also were attained; but in the exe¬ 
cution of such schemes there are always small oversights. 
Passion so frequently interferes with prudence, the stream 
grows so much stronger as we are hurried on, that it is 
scarcely possible to stop when ivc would ; and when once the 
knave or the fool puis power into the hands of another, his 
own course is as much beyond his direction r.s that of a cha¬ 
rioteer who would guide wild horses with packthread. Iiow 
strange it is—perhaps the most wonderful of all moral pheno¬ 
mena—that any man should trust another in the commission 
of a bad action! 

'flic question between Sir Simeon of lloydon and his 
lowlier companion speedily reduced itself to how' Klla Prune 
was to he separated from those who could afford her protec¬ 
tion ; but the knight soon pointed out a means, instructed as 
he w as by another, who kept himself in the dark. 

“These people," he said, “with whom she resides, are 
known to he the tbllowcrs of a new sect of heretics which 
has sprung up in a distant part of Germany, and is similar to 
our own bollards, only their apostle is named Hiiss instead 
of Wiciii.'c. The girl herself v more than suspected of 
favouring these iidso doctrines. Such tilings are matters ol‘ 
no moment in your eyes or mine: hut the zealous priesthood, 
tearful for their shaken power, s re remiiuc to put stick blas¬ 
phemous notions down; and if you can hut discover when 
these ISrunc.- go to one of their assemblies, which arc kept 
profoundly secret, we can ensure that they shall be arrested. 
The girl, then left alone, shall lie placed at your disposal. If 
she will l!y with yon from Ghent, for fear ot being implicated, 
w ell. If not, on your bringing me the information, you shall 
have a : utiicient sum of money to hire unscrupulous friends, 
and carry her whithersoever you will." 

“ l*ut if she should accompany them to their assembly," 
saklN’cd Dyrani, at once, “how .1 ensure that she is not 
thrown into prison, tortured, perhaps burnt at the stake? 
No. no; that will never do!" 

“All those it's can he met r'glit easily," answered Simeon 
of ltoydou. “Ere you give any information, you can exact 
a promise from brother i'ani ——’’ 

“A promise from brother Paul!'’ exclaimed Dyraut, with a 
mocking laugh; “what! trust the promise of a monk! You 
tire jesting, sir knight. Was there ever promise so sacred, 
sworn at the altar on (he body of our Lord, that they have 
not found excuse for breaking or means of evading? Do you 
judge me a fool, Sir Simeon of lloydon?” 

“.Not so,” rejoined the knight; “the danger did not strike 
me; hut I see it now. It must he obviated, or I cannot 
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expect you to go along with me. Yet, let me consider; 
methinks it were easily guarded against. Perchance she may 
not go; but if she do, you can go with the party, take what 
number of men with you you like, and in the confusion that 
must ensue rescue your fair maiden. The gates, at this time 
of night, are not shut till ten; horses may be ready; and there 
is a castle, some five leagues off, on the road to Bruges, which 
I saw and cheapened three days since, as a place of residence 
during my exile. It is vacant now: you can bear her thither. 
To-morrow you can speak with father Paul yourself, and 
.make your own terms as to leading him to the place of their 
meeting, if yon discover it.” 

“No!” replied Ned Dvram; “ no! I will not go with him. 
I will be at their meeting with men I can trust; so can T he 
sure that I shall be near at hand to guard her. I will have 
it under his hand, too, that 1 am authorised by him to go, 
or perchance they may burn me likewise.” 

“You are too suspicious, my good triend!” cried the knight, 
with a laugh that rang not quite so merrily as it might, have 
done. 

“A monk! a monk!” answered llyram; “one can never 
doubt a monk too much. I will gain the intelligence wanted, 
■sir knight; but I leave you to prepare this brother Paid to 
grant me all the security I ask, or he hears not a word from 
me; and so, good night! You shall have news of me soon;” 
and thus saying, he left him. 

Simeon of Itoydon bent down his head, and thought lor 
several minutes; but at length he exclaimed, biting his lip, 
■“ He will shear down my revenge to a half; and yet, perhaps, 
that may he as bitter as death. To be the minion of a varlct! 
’Twill be a fiercer, though a slower, fire than that of fagot 
and stake.” 
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CHAPTER XXX. 


THE HUSSITES. 

In a large olil house, built almost entirely of wood, and situa¬ 
ted in one of the suburbs of Ghent, far removed from all the 
noise and bustle of the more frequented parts of that busy 
town, there was a large old hall, in former years employed as 
a place of meeting by the linen weavers, but which, at the 
time I speak of, had been long disused for that purpose, when, 
the trade becoming more flourishing, its followers had built 
themselves a more splendid structure in the heart of the city. 

In this hall were assembled, at a late hour of the day, 
about titty personages of both sexes, and apparently of various 
grades and professions. Some were dressed in rather gay 
habiliments, some in staid and sober costume, but fine and 
costly withal, and some in the garb of the common artizans. 
The greater number, however, seemed of a wealthy class j 
but all appeared to know each other, and the rich citizen 
spoke in brotherly fellowship to the poor mechanic, the well- 
dressed burgher’s wife nodded with friendly looks to the 
daughter of her husband’s workman. There was one part of 
the hall, indeed, in which, for a moment, there was a momen¬ 
tary bustle, caused by a beautiful girl in a mourning garb, of 
somewhat foreign fashion, expressing apparently a wish to 
quit the hall, but it was soon quieted; and a minute or two 
after, a tall elderly man, with white hair, stood up at the end 
of a long table, having some books laid upon it, while the rest 
of the assembly sat on benches around, at some little distance* 
leaving a vacant space in the midst. 

After pausing for a minute or two till all was silent, the old 
man began to speak, addressing his companions in a fine, mellow 
tone, and with a mild, persuasive air. 

“ Mv brettejn!” he said, in the Flemish tongue, “although 
I be an ignorant man and not meet to deal with such high 
matters, you have permitted me to expound to you the 
opinions of wiser men than myself, and especially of the 
venerable John IIuss, upon things that nearly touch the sal- 
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vation of all; and on former occasions I have shown you 
cause to sec that very many corruptions and abominations 
have, by the wickedness of men, been brought into the church 
of Christ. Amongst other points on which wc have all agreed, 
there are these principal ones: that the word of Cod, first 
preached by the lowly and the humble to the poor and 
ignorant, should be laid open to all men, and committed to 
their own keeping, not being made to be put under a bed or 
hidden in a bushel, hut to he a light shining in darkness, and 
leading every one in the way of salvation; that the Bible is 
no more the book of the priests than the hook of the people, 
but is the property of all tor the security of their souls. 
Secondly, we have agreed that there is but one mediator with 
God the Father, Jesus Christ our Lord; and that to worship, 
or invoke, or kneel town to even good and holy men departed, 
whom we are wont to call saints, is a gross idolatry, as well 
as the worship of statues, figures, or cross pieces of wood and 
stone; there being nothing that can save us but faith in our 
Redeemer, and no intercession available but his; for, surely, 
it is a folly to suppose that men who were sinners like our¬ 
selves have power to help or save others when they have 
need of the one atonement tor their own salvation. Thirdly, we 
have held, that in the mass there is no sacrifice, Christ having 
entered in once for all; and that to suppose that any man, by 
the imposition of a bishop’s hands, receives power to change 
mere bread and wine into the substance of our Lord’s body 
and blood, is a fond and foolish imagination devised by wicked 
priests for their own purposes. These were the points touched 
upon when last we met; and now, before we proceed farther, 
let us pray for grace to help ms in our examination.” 

Thus saying, he knelt down at the end of the table, and all 
the rest but one followed his example, turning, and bending 
the knee by the benches around. The Ilussite teacher raised 
his eyes and bands to heaven, and then, in a loud tone, uttered 
a somewhat long prayer, followed by the voices of his little 
congregation. 

It was by this time growing somewhat dusk, for the sun 
must have been half way below the horizon; and the windows 
of the hall were narrow and far up; but nevertheless, when 
the kneelers raised themselves again at the conclusion of the 
prayer, and turned round towards the teacher, the eyes of all 
were fixed on one spot at the end of the table, and a univer¬ 
sal cry burst from every lip. AVith some it seemed to be the 
sound'of terror, with others that of rage and surprise; and 
well, indeed, might they feel astouished, for Inere, exactly 
opposite the old man who had led them in prayer, stood a 
figure frightful to behold, covered with long black shaggy 
hair, with two large horns upon its head, a pair of wings on 
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its shoulders, swarthy and ribbed like those of a bat, and with, 
the lace apparently of a negro.* 

Hardly had they time to recover from their surprise, and 
to ask themselves what was the meaning of the apparition 
they beheld, when the doors of the hall burst open, and a 
mixed multitude rushed in, consisting of monks and priests, 
and the whole train of varlets and serving-men which in that 
day were attached to monasteries, chapters, and other reli¬ 
gious institutions in great towns. Staves and swords were 
plenty amongst them; and with loud shouts of “Ah, the 
heretics!” “Ah, the blasphemers!” “Ah, the worshippers of 
Satan!” they rushed on the unhappy Hussites, overpowering 
them by numbers. No resistance was made. In consterna¬ 
tion and alarm, the unhappy seekers of a purer faith rushed 
towards the doors, and even the windows, in the hope of 
making their escape. But the attempt %as vain; one after 
another they were caught by their furious enemies, while 
cries of triumph and savage satisfaction rose up from different 
parts of the hall, as captive after captive was seized and 
pinioned. 

• “ We have caught you in the fact!” cried one. 

“ You shall blaspheme no more!” shouted another. 

“I saw the arch-enemy in the midst of them!” added a 
third. 

“They were in the act of worshipping the devil!” said 
brother Paul. 

“To the stake with them! to the stake with them!” roared 
a barefooted friar. 

“You see what you have done,” said Ella Brune to her 
cousin, who stood near with his anus tied. “This was very 
wrong of you, Nicholas.” 

“It was,”answered Nicholas Brune, in a sorrowful tone; 

“ hut they can do no harm to you; for I and others can tes¬ 
tify that you came, unknowing whither, and would have left 
us if we had allowed you.” 

“Will they believe your testimony?” asked Ella, in a tone 
of deep despondency. 

Before lie could answer, brother Paul approached, and 
gazing at the fair, unhappy girl with a malicious smile, he 
said— 

“Ah, ah, fair maiden! I knew your hypocrisy would be de- ; 
tccted at length. I did not forget having seen you with the 
heretics at Liege.” 

Even as he spoke, however, there was a bustle at the door; 


* It may be necessary to remark that the incident here mentioned is not ima¬ 
ginary, but a recorded historical fact, most disgraceful to those who played the 
treacherous juggle. 
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and, to the surprise of all the hall contained, a number of men 
completely armed appeared, having at their head a gentleman 
in the ordinary riding-dress of the day, with the knightly 
spurs over his boots, and two long feathers in his cap. 

“ Stand there,” he said, in a loud voice, turning to the men 
who followed, “ and let no one forth!” Then striding through 
the hall, with the multitude of priests and monks scattering 
before him, he advanced, gazing from right to left, till he 
reached the spot where Ella Brune was standing. A low 
murmur of joy burst from the poor girl’s lips as Richard of 
Woodville approached; and she would fain have held out her 
hands towards him, but that her delicate wrists were tied with 
a hard cord. 

Richard of Woodville gazed from her to father Paul, who 
stood beside her, with a stern brow; and then, in a low but 
menacing voice, exSaimed— 

“Untie that cord, foul monk!” 

“I will not!” answered father Paul, sullenly. “Who arc 
you, that you should interrupt the course of justice, and res¬ 
cue a blasphemous heretic from the stake ?” 

“Thou liest, knave!” answered Richard of Woodville. “She 
is a better catholic than thou art, with all thy hypocritical 
grimacesand unsheathing his dagger, he cut the cord from 
Ella’s wrist, and set her free. 

“Ah, he draws his knife upon us!” cried father Paul. 
“ Upon him! Cleave him down! Arc there no brave men 
here?” 

A rush was instantly made towards Richard of Woodville; 
and one man with a guisarme thrust himself right in his way; 
but laughing loud, the young knight bared his long, heavy 
sword, and waved it over his head, grasping Ella by the 
hand, and exclaiming in English, “ On, my men! on! open a 
way there!” 

All but the most resolute of his opponents scattered from 
his path; and his stout followers forced their way forward 
into the hall, showing some reverence for the priests and 
monks, it is true, but striking the varlets and serving-men 
sundry heavy blows with the pommels of the swords, not 
easily to be forgotten. A scene of indescribable confusion en¬ 
sued; the darkness of the hall was becoming every moment 
more profound; a number of the Hussites made tlfcir escape, 
and untied others; while still, through the midst of the crowd, 
Richard of Woodville slowly advanced towards the door, and 
knocking the guisarme out of the hand of one of the men who 
seemed most strongly bent on opposing his passage, he brought 
the point of his sword to his throat, exclaiming, “ Back, or 
■die!” 

The sturdy varlet laid his hand upon his dagger; but at the 
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same moment one of the English archers who had reached his 
side struck him on the jaws with his steel glove, and knocked 
him reeling back amongst the crowd. Quickening liis pace, 
Richard of Woodville hurried on, still holding Ella by the 
hand, and soon reached the top of the narrow stairs. There 

J musing at the door, he counted the number of his men, who 
tail closed in behind him, to see that none were left, and then 
hastened down with his fair charge into the street, several 
other fugitive Hussites passing him as they fled with all the 
speed of terror. 

As soon as they had reached the open road, the young 
Englishman turned to his followers, and ordered three of 
them to remain a step or two behind, to ensure that they 
were not taken by surprise, and to give notice if they were 
pursued. But the party of fanatic priests within were busy 
enough, in the wild riotous scene preseitlfcd by the hall, now 
in almost total darkness, and often mistook one man for an¬ 
other in endeavouring to secure the prisoners that still re¬ 
mained in their hands. Thus Woodville and his companions 
were suflerod to proceed on their way uufollowed, through 
numerous long and narrow streets, till they reached the inn 
where they had first alighted on their arrival in Ghent. 

“ Quick!” cried Richard of Woodville, to one of Iris atten¬ 
dants. “Saddle four horses and the mule, and you with Peter 
and Alfred he ready to set out. You must leave Ghent with 
all speed, my poor Ella,” he continued, leading her into the 
inn. “I cannot go with you myself, but you shall hear from 
me soon, and the men will take care of yon.” 

“ I must go first to my cousin’s house,” said Ella, eagerly. 

“ Twill not take long to run thither and return. There are 
many things that I must take with me.” 

“ You can pass round there as you go,” replied Woodville; 

“ less time will be lost, and there is none to spare. Here, 
host!” he cried. “Host, I say!” But the host was not to be 
found; and one of the chamberlains, running up as the young 
knight and his followers stood under the arch, demanded, 
“What’s your will,'sir?” 

“ At what time are the city gates closed V” asked Richard of 
Woodville. “I have to levy men at Bruges for the service of 
the duke, and must send some of my people on to-night.” 

“They do not shut till ten/sir, in this time of peace," re¬ 
plied the chamberlain; “ so ydp have more than an hour; but 
even after that an order from the syndic will open them." 

“That will do,” replied Richard of Woodville; “they must 
set out at once.” 

A moment after the horses were brought round, with the 
mule which Ella Bruue had ridden from Nieuport, and pla¬ 
cing her carefully thereon, the young knight gave some orders 
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to his men in a low tone, added some money for their expenses, 
and with a kindly adieu to Ella, saw them depart. He then 
directed two of his archers to superintend the immediate re¬ 
moval of his baggage to the apartments which had been 
assigned him in the Graevensteen, to see to the care of the 
horges, and to rejoin him without loss of time. Alter which, 
followed by the rest of his attendants, he took his way back 
. to the old castle of the Counts of Flanders, and sought the 
chamber in the basement of one of the towers which had been 
pointed out for his own by the Count of Charolois. 

At the door stood a stout man-at-arms, whom Woodvillc 
had placed there that night after his meeting with Kir John 
Grey; for it may be necessary to mention here, what we did 
not pause to notice before, that the young knight had re¬ 
turned with Dyrarn to the Graevensteen to seek for bis men, 
as soon as he had heard of the danger which menaced poor 
Ella Brune. 

Opening the door of the chamber, Bichard of Woodville 
went in, and found Dyram seated at the table with his head 
' leaning on his arms. He moved but slightly when bis mas¬ 
ter entered, and Woodville, casting himself into a seat oppo¬ 
site, gazed at him for a moment with a stern and angry brow. 

“Look up, sir!" he said at length; “in your terror and 
haste to remedy the evil you have caused, you have spoken 
too much not to speak more. You once boasted of telling 
truth. Tell it now, as the only means of escaping punish¬ 
ment.” 

“ Is she saved?” asked Ned Dyram, raising his head, and 
gazing in Ms young master’s face with a look of eager anxiety. 
“Is sne saved? I care for nought else?” 

“ Yes, she is saved,” replied Bichard of Woodvillc, “ but 
with peril to her and peril to me. I found her with her hands 
tied, and what may be the result no one can yet tell. And so 
you love her!” he continued, gazing upon him thoughtfully. 
“ A glorious means, indeed, to prove your love!” 

“I have been deceived,” said Dyram; “the villain cheated 
me. He promised that she should be mine; and when I told 
him of the day and hour when the assembly was to take place, 
thinking that I kept the power in my own hands so long as I 
did not mention where they were to meet, they laughed me 
to scorn, and told me they wanted to know no more;” 

“They!" exclaimed.ltichar^f Woodville. “They! whom 
do you mean?” 

'“Brother Paul,"replied Dyram, hesitating; “brother Paul 

and- Well, it matters not; if learn not from me you 

will learn from others; so I will sa‘_ it first myself: brother 
Paul and Simeon of Boydon.” 

“Simeon of Boydon!” exclaimed the young knight, starting 



AG1NC0UKT. 


267' 

up, and lifting his hand as if to strike him; “ and have you 
been villain and traitor enough to betray this poor girl into 
the hands of that base and pitiful knave? By the Lord that 
lives! I have a mind to have you scourged through the streets 
of Ghent, as a warning to all treacherous varlets.” 

Dyram bent his brows upon him with a bold scowl, answer¬ 
ing in a low muttering tone, “ You dare not!” 

The words had scarcely quitted his lips, when, with a blow 
on the side of the head, Richard of Woodville dashed him to the 
ground. The man started up, and drew his dagger half out of 
the sheath; but his master, who had recovered irom his anger 
the instant the blow was given, so far at least as to be sorry 
that it had been struck at all, looked at him with a smile of 
cold contempt, and raising liis voice, exclaimed, “ Without, 
there!” 

The archer instantly appeared at the door; and, twinting to 
Dyram, the young knight said, “ Take away that knave, and 
put him forth from the castle, and from the band. He is not 
one of my own people, and unfit to be with them. He is a 
base and dishonest traitor who betrays his trust. Away with 
him!” 

Dyram glared at him for a moment without moving, then 
thrust his dagger back into the sheath, raising his hand with 
the right finger extended, and shook it at liiehard of Wood¬ 
ville, with his teeth hard set together, and a significant frown 
upon his brow. Then, turning to the door, lie passed the 
archer, saying, in a menacing tone, “Touch me not!” and 
quitted the room. 


CHATTER XXXL 

THE RESULT. 

“ Fetuiaps I have been too harsh,” thought Richard of Wood¬ 
ville, when the man Dyram was gone, and be sat alone in his 
chamber. “ Surely that knave’s conscience must be punish¬ 
ment enough. What must it be to think that wc have be¬ 
trayed a friend, violated a trust, injured one who has confided 
in us! Can hell itself afford an infliction more terrible than 
such a memory? Methinks it were torment enough for the 
worst of men to render remembrance eternal.” 

And he was right: surely he was right. In tills worfjj we 
weave the fabric of onr punishment with our sins. 

As the young knight proceeded to Tefiect, however, hie 
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mind turned from Dyram to Sir Simeon of Roydon, and sud¬ 
denly a light broke in upon him. “ It must be so!” he cried; 
“ ’tis this man has poisoned the mind of Sir John Grey against 
me. But that will be easily remedied." 

The next instant he suddenly recollected the half-made ap¬ 
pointment with Mary’s father, which in all the bustle and 
excitement of the scenes he had lately gone through had 
escaped his memory till that moment, and he started up, ex¬ 
claiming, “This is unfortunate indeed! There may yet be 
time: 1 will go!” But, as he turned towards the door, the 
■slock of the castle struck. Nearly an hour had elapsed since 
ilie appointed period, for the stealthy foot of time ever runs 
fastest when we could wish his stay. Nevertheless, Richard 
of Woodville went forth, received the password of the guard, 
and hurried to the inn to inquire whether or not the old knight 
had come during his absence, lie was in some hope that such 
might not he the case; for Mary's father had ridden away 
abruptly without saying whether he accepted the appointment 
or not. But when Woodville reached the hostel, he found, to 
bis mortification, that Sir John Grey had not only been there, 
but had waited some time for his return, and had gone away, 
the host informed him, with a gloomy brow. 

•Sad and desponding, with all the bright hopes which had 
accompanied him into Ghent darkened, he strode back to the 
Graevensteen, and passed through the court to his apartments, 
remarking that there seemed a number of persons waiting, 
and a good deal of confusion, unusual at so late an hour; but 
his thoughts were busy with his own situation; and he walked 
on in the darkness to his chamber, without inquiry. There, 
leaning his head upon his hand beneath the light of the lamp, 
he gave himself up to bitter reflections, thinking how sad it 
is that a man’s happiness, his name, fame, purposes, abilities, 
virtues, should he so completely in the power of circum¬ 
stances: the stones with which fate builds up the prison walls 
of many a lofty spirit. 

While he was thus meditating, there was a knock at his 
chamber door, and bidding the applicant come in, the next 
moment he saw the young Lord of Lens enter. The youth’s 
countenance betokened haste and agitation, and, closing the 
door carefully, he said, “ The count has just whispered me 
to come and warn you, good knight, not to quit your apart¬ 
ments till he comes to. you.” 

How so?” asked Woodville, partly divining the cause of 
this in junction. “ Do you mean, my young friend, that I ant 
a prisoner?” 

“ Oh no!” answered the other, “’tis for your own safety. 
There are enemies of yours in the castle; anil perhaps, if they 
were to see you, they might seize you even here. You know 
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not the daring of these men of Ghent, and how, when passion 
moves them, they set at nought all authority. They would 
arrest you in the very presence of the prince, if they thought 
fit; and they are even now pouring their complaints into the 
count’s ear. Luckily, however, they know not that you are 
in the Gracvenstecn; and, with a show of loyal obedience, of 
which they have very little in their hearts, they are affecting 
to ask permission, as you are one of his knights, to have you 
sought for in the town to-morrow and apprehended, for some- 
tiling rather rash that you have done this evening.” 

“ I have done nothing rash, my friend,” replied Woodville, 
gravely, “ but only what I would do again to-morrow, if the 
case required it—only, in fact, what my knightly oath re¬ 
quired: I have but rescued a defenceless woman from wrong 
and oppression. 1 can justify myself easily to the count or 
any other gentleman of honour.” 

“Well, wait till he comes,” answered the young nobleman; 

“ for though you might be able to set yourself right at last, 
yet you would ill brook imprisonment, I wot; and perhaps 
even the count might not be able to save you from these peo¬ 
ple’s hands, if you were found just now. They are a furious 
and unruly set; and the priests have got syndics and magis¬ 
trates of all kinds on their side.” 

“ I have heard talcs of their doings,” replied Richard of 
Woodville; “ but I cannot bring myself to fear them. How¬ 
ever, I will, of course, obey the count’s commands, and wait 
here till he is pleased to send for me.” 

“I will bear you company,” replied the young Lord of 
Lens, “for I love not the presence of these foul citizens; 
and heaven knows how long they' may stay with their ora¬ 
tions, as lengthy and as flat as one of their own pieces of 
cloth.” 

To say the truth, Richard of Woodville would have pre- • 
ferred to be alone; but he did not ehoose to mortify the good- 
humoured young lord by suffering him to perceive that hi* 
'presence was a restraint; and, sometimes in grave conversa¬ 
tion, sometimes in light, they passed nearly an hour, till at 
length numerous sounds from tne court-yard gave notice that 
the deputation of the good citizens was taking its departure. 
For half an hour more they waited, in the expectation of soon 
receiving some messenger from the Count de Charolois, but 
none appeared; and at length Richard of Woodville besought 
his companion to seek some intelligence. The young noble¬ 
man readily undertook the task, and opened the door to go 
out, but on the very threshold was met by the count him¬ 
self, followed by the Lord of Croy. The expression of the 
prince’s countenance 'was grave and troubled; and, seating 
himself, he made a sign to the rest to do so likewise; aa% 
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then, looking at Woodvillc with an anxious and careful smile, 
he said, “ This is an awkward business, my friend.” 

“ If told truly, it is a very simple one, my lord the count,” 
replied the knight. 

“It may be simple, yet have very dangerous results,” said, 
the young prince, gravely. “ These men of Ghent arc not to 
be meddled with lightly; and, though their insolence must 
some day be checked, and shall, yet this is not the time to 
do it. It seems, by their account, that yon brought a pretty 
light-o’-love maiden with you hither from England; and that 
she having been found, with a number of other heretics, wor¬ 
shipping, "they assert, the devil himself, who was seen in pro¬ 
per form amongst them (Woodvillc smiled), you delivered 
her with the strong hand from the people sent to seize the 
whole party. What makes you laugh, Sir Richard?” 

“Because, my good lord,” replied the young knight, “you, 
here in Flanders, do not seem to understand monks and 
priests so well as we do in England. They have made a fair 
story of it, which is almost all false. I am as good a catholic 
as any of them, though I have not had my head shaved. L 
believe all that the church tells me, for 1 doubt not that the 
church knows best; but I can’t help seeing that she has got a 
great number of knaves amongst her ministers.” 

“But what is the truth of the story, sir kniglit?” said the 
Lord of Croy. “1 told the count that I was sure they had 
made a mountain of a molehill.” 

“Thanks, iny good lord!” answered Woodvillc. “The 
truth is simply this: the poor girl is a good and sincere 
Catholic, and has been bitterly tried; for many of her rela¬ 
tions are what wc call Lollards, a sort of heretics like your 
Hussites; and she has steadfastly resisted all their false no¬ 
tions. She was persecuted and ill-treated in England by 
a base and unworthy man; a knight, heaven save the mark! 
one Sir Simeon of Roydon, now banished from the English 
court for his ill-treatment of her. She, having relations in 
this land, amongst others Nicholas Brune, vour goldsmith, 
sir, quitted London to join them. I found her in the same 
ship which brought me over, and, in Christian charity and 
common courtesy, gave her protection on the way. She is no 
light-o’-love, my lord, but a good and honest maiden, and I 
would bo the last to sully her purity by word or deed. As 
soon as I reached Ghent, and found out where her cousin 
dwelt, I placed her safely under his roof, and thought of her 
no more, accompanying you to Lille. A servant, however, 
whom I left with my baggage and some spare horses here in 
Ghent, a clever knave, but a great rogue, was smitten, it 
seems, by her beauty ofi the way, and went often to see her. 
On my return, while I was speaking with Sir John Grey in 
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the street, this mail came up importunately, and told roe, if I 
did not save her she was lost. Hurrying along with him to 
gather my men together, I found that a certain monk or 
friar, named brother Paul, had combined with others, of 
whom I have since discovered this Simeon of Itoydon was 
one, to seize upon the poor girl, with the whole party of her 
friends, at a heretic meeting in the old linen-weavers’ hall. 
On their promise to give her up to him, this scoundrel ser¬ 
vant of mine, Dyram, had betrayed to the cunning monks at 
what hour the assembly was to be held; but, when he asked 
for the securities they had promised that she should be placed 
in his hands, they laughed him to scorn. lie is a persevering 
knave, however, and, by one means or another, gained a 
knowledge of all their proceedings and intentions, and found 
that they had dressed up one of their varlets as the arch¬ 
enemy, covering him with the skin of a black cow, and set¬ 
ting the horns upon his head. This mummer was to be 
placed under the table in the hall, as doubtless he was, for I 
saw something of the figure when I went in; and as soon as 
it grew dusk, he was to rise up amongst the heretics, giving 
a sign tor the others to rusli in. Knowing the girl to be 
a catholic, as I hat e said, and free from all taint of this 
heresy-” 

“ Then why went she thither?” demanded the Count de 
Charnlois. 

“She told me afterwards, my lord,” replied the young 
Englishman, “that her cousin Nicholas and his wife had 
deceived her, and, anxious to convert or pervert her to their 
own notions, had taken her to this place, without letting her 
know whither site was going. She says they will acknow¬ 
ledge it themselves, if they are questioned, and also that she 
strove to go away when site Ibuml where she was, but was 
prevented by them. However, knowing her to he a good 
catholic, and certain that the whole matter was contrived out 
of some malice towards her, I had no hesitation in hastening 
to her deliverance. I used no further violence than was 
needful to set her free, took no part in delivering the others, 
of whose religious notions I knew nothing, and-" 

“The greater part of them escaped, it seems,” said the 
Lord of Croy. 

“With that I had nothing to do,” replied Richard of 
Woodville. “ I contented myself with cutting the cords they 
had tied round the poor girl’s wrists, and making my way 
with her out of the hall, leaving the monks and their menee 
to settle the matter with the others as they thought fit.” 

“ And where is the maiden now, my friend?” asked the 
Count de Charolois. 

“I instantly sent her out of the town with three of my 
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men,” replied Richard of Woodville. “I thought it the 
surest course.” 

The count looked at the Lord of Croy, as if for him to 
speak; and the young English knight, somewhat hastily con¬ 
cluding that they entertained doubts of his word, exclaimed, 
after a moment’s pause, “ I trust that you do not disbelieve 
me, sir? You cannot suppose that an English gentleman, of 
no ill repute, would tell you a falsehood in a matter such as 
this?” 

“No, no, my friend; no, no!” replied the count; “I do not 
doubt you for a moment. I only look to our good comrade 
here, to speak what is very unpleasant lor me to say. Indeed, 
I do not know how to explain it to you; for you will naturally 
think that my father’s power ought to be sufficient to protect 
one of his own knights against his own people." 

“The truth is, Sir Richard,” said the Lord of Croy, “that 
the citizens of Ghent are an unruly race; and if they once get 
you in their hands, they may treat yon ill. If my lord the 
count were to resist them, there is no knowing what they 
might do. I would not answer lor it in such a ease, that we 
should not see them in arms before the castle gate ere noon 
to-morrow.” 

"“ That shall never be on my account, noble prince,” replied 
the knight, turning to the count; “but under these circum¬ 
stances, it were wise in me to quit the town of Ghent.” 

“ That is exactly what I wish to say,” answered the prince; 
“but, in truth, it seems most ungrateful of me to propose 
such a thing to yon, my friend. Undoubtedly,, if yon are not 
pleased to go, I will defend you here to the best of my poweif 
and my father would soon give us aid incase of necessity; 
but I need not tell you, that to have Ghent again in revolt, 
just on the eve of a new war with the Armagnaes in France, 
might be ruinous to all his schemes, and fatal to his policy. 
Moreover, if they were to accuse him of countenancing heresy 
here, it would do him a bitter injury; for the people in Laris 
have just pronounced that the sermon preached by one of his 
doctors, Jean Petit, is heretical.” 

“ Well,” answered Richard of Woodville, “ I can go to 
Bruges, my lord, where you said I should find good archers, 
and can be carrying on my levies there.” 

The count shook his head, saying, “ That will be no place 
•of safety. These good folks of Ghent, and those of Bruges, 
so often at deadliest enmity, are now sworn friends; and the 
Brugeois would give you up without a thought. No; what I 
have to propose is this, that you should go an hour or two 
before daylight to my cousin Waleran de St. Paul, who is now 
raising troops upon the' Meuse. I shall have to pass thither 
also, for my father sends me into Burgundy, and 1 cannot go 
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and Dinant, I will join you within ten days, and we will go 
on to the west, and raise what men we can at Besancon." ' 

“So be it, my noble lord!” replied Bichard of Woodville; 
“ but where shall I find the count?” 

“ You will find him at Chimay," replied the young prince. 
“ He has a castle two leagues hence, on the road to Dinant. 
From me you shall hear before I come. I will meet you 
somewhere in th# Ardennes. Make all your preparations 
quickly, and in the mean while I will write, letters to my 
uncles of Brabant and Liege, that you may have favour and 
protection as you pass.” 

Bichard of Woodville thanked him for his kindness in due 
terms, and, as soon as the young count, with the Lords of 
Croy and Lens, had left him, called his servants, and gave 
orders to prepare once more for their immediate departure. 
Fortunately, it so happened that he had ordered all his bag* 
gage to be brought from the inn, so that no great time was 
lost; and in about an hour all were ready to set out. The 
letters of the young count, however, had not arrived, and 
Bichard of Woodville waited, pondering somewhat anxiously 
upon the only difficulty which presented itself to his mind, 
namely, how he was to recall the men whom he had sent with 
Ella Brune upon the side of Bruges, without depriving her of 
aid and protection at the moment when she most needed them. 
It was true, he thought, she had no actual claim upon him; 
it was true that he had done more for her already than might 
have been expected at his hands, without any motive but that 
af compassionbut yet he felt that it would be cruel, most 
cruel, to leave her in an hour of peril, undefended and alone. 
“ We take a withering stick and plant it in the ground,” says 
Sterne, “and then we water it because we have planted it;” 
and Richard of Woodville was one who felt that the kindness 
he had shown did give her a title to expect more. 

At first he thought of bidding the men rejoin him, and 
bring her with them; but then the glance which Sir John 
Grey had cast upon him as her name was mentioned came 
back to his mind, and he said, “Ko, that must not be. For 
her sake and my own she must go no farther with me. Men 
might well think, if she did, that there were other ties be¬ 
tween us than there are. I will bid them take her to Eng¬ 
land, or place her anywhere in safety, and then come. To 
Sir John Grey I must write, and to my sweet Mary also. I 
may well trust her, I hope, to plead my cause, and repel the 
charges which this base villain has brought. Yet, ’tis most 
unfortunate that this event should have occurred at such a 
moment.” 

He was still thinking deeply over these matters, when the 
s 
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door opened, and the young Count of Charolois appeared 
alone. “Here are the letters, my friend,” he said. “I have 
ordered some of my people to go with you for a mile or two 
beyond the gales, in order to secure you a safe passage. Is 
there aught I can do for you while you are absent V’ 

“One thing, my noble lord,” replied the young knight, a 
sudden thought striking him: “if you will kindly undertake 
to be- my advocate with one whose good opinion is to me a 
matter of no light moment. Yon must know that Sir John 
Grey, so long an exile in your father’s dominions, but now 
empowered by King Henry to treat, in conjunction with Sir 
Philip de Morgan, at the court of Burgundy, has one daugh¬ 
ter, plighted to me by long love, by her own promises, and 
by her father’s also; but some scoundrel, the same,! do verily 
believe, who has made all this mischief—I mean Sir Simeon 
of Roydon—has brought charges against me to that, good 
knight, which have altered his countenance towards me. 
Called suddenly' away, I have no means of explanation; and 
I leave my name blighted in his opinion. Tfie accusation, I 
believe, refers to this poor girl Klla Iirnne; but you may tell 
Sir John, and I pledge you my knightly word you will tell 
him true, that there is nought between her and me but kind¬ 
ness rendered on my part to a woman in distress, and grati¬ 
tude on hers to one who has protected her.” 

“I will not fell,” replied the young prince, giving him his 
hand, “nor will 1 lose any time before I explain all as far as 
I know it.” Thus saying, he walked out with Woodville 
into the court, where the horses stood prepared; and, in a 
few minutes, the young wanderer was once more upon his 
way'. 


CHAPTER XXXH. 

TRUE LOVE’S DEFENCE. 

In one of the best houses in the best part of Ghent, and in a 
chamber hung with splendid tapestry, and ornamented noth 
rich carvings of dark oak, sat a fair lady, with a bright and 
happy face: the rounded chin, With its small dimple, resting 
on a hand as white as'marble and as soft as satin. The dark 
brown eyes, full of cheerful light, were raised towards the gilt 
roses on the ceiling, as if counting them; hut the thoughts of 
Mary Markham, or, as we must henceforth call her, Mary 
Grey, were full of other things; and if she was counting any¬ 
thing, it was the minutes, till her father should return from 
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the Coar ties Princes, and toll her who had come hack to 
Ghent with the young Count of Charolois. She was, as the 
reader knows, of a hopeful disposition: that most bright and 
blessed of all frames of mind; that lightcner of the labours 
of the world; that smoother of the rough ways of life; and 
Mary had already hoped that, perchance, when the door 
opened, and her father’s form appeared, another, well loved 
too, might be beside, him; for, on her first arrival, Sir John. 
Grey had spoken to her much of Richard of Woodville, had 
praised him, as she was proud to hear him praised, and had 
smiled to see the colour come into her check, as if he meant 
to say, “Fear not, you shall be his!” 

True, for the last two days he had not mentioned his name, 
bnt that, she thought, might he accidental; and now her 
father did not come so soon as he had promised; but then 
she fancied that this court ceremony might have been long and 
tedious, or that other business might have detained him after 
the reception was over. 

Minute upon minute passed, however: one hour went by 
after another; day fled, and night came on; and after gazing 
some time upon the flickering fire on the wide hearth—for the 
evening was somewhat cold, though spring had well nigh 
made way for summer—Mary rang the little silver bell before 
her, and bade the servant bring her light to work. 

The man obeyed; and when the sconce, protruding through 
the tapestry by a long gilded arm, was lighted, she said, “Is 
not my father long V” 

“ He has been back, lad}',” replied the man, “but did not 
dismount, only giving some orders to Hugh, and saying if 
Sir Philip de Morgan came, to tell him he would be here in 
about two hours.” 

“How long was that ago?” demanded Mary Grey. The 
man replied, “More than an hour." And with this intelli¬ 
gence she was forced to rest satisfied. Not long after; she 
heard a step, and her heart beat; but listening eagerly, she 
perceived that the sound gave no hope that there were two 
persons approaching; and with a sigh she plied the busy 
needle. The next instant her father came in; and though he 
kissed her tenderly, with long-denied affection, she could see 
that his face was clouded and somewhat stem. 

“ I have kept you late from supper, my sweet child!” he 
said ; “hut 1 had business which took me away after my visit 
to the prince.” 

“ Not pleasant business, I fear, noble father!” replied Mary, 
hanging on his arm, “for you look sad.” 

Sir John Grey gazed on her for a moment or two,- with 
a look of melancholy interest and affection. She had never 
seen such an expression on his countenance before, but when 
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he had taken leave of her to quit his native land as an exile; 
and it seemed prophetic of misfortune. “What has happened, 
my dear father?” she exclaimed; “ has any new misfortune be¬ 
fallen you?” 

“No,”: answered Sir John Grey; “ and yet I must say yes, 
too; for that which is sad for you must be sad for me, Mary.” 

“He is dead! he is killed!” cried Miry Grey, her sunny 
cheek growing deadly pale; but her father hastened to relieve 
her on that score. 

“No, Mary," he said, gravely, “he is not dead; but he is 
unworthy.” 

The blood rushed up again into her face, as if some one had 
accused her of a crime; but the next moment she laughed, 
gaily answering, “ No, my father, no! Some one has deceived 
you. That is impossible, llichard of Woodvillc cannot be 
unworthy.” 

“ Alas! my sweet child, ’tis you deceive yourself,” replied 
the knight; “the confidence of love speaks out before you 
know the facts." 

“ I know one fact, my father,” answered Mary, “ which none 
can contradict, and which is my answer to all that can be said. 
For many a long year I have known him. In youth and man- 
hood I have watched him well; and there is not a truer heart 
on earth. If any one say that his courage has failed in the 
hour of peril, it is false, my father. If any one say that he 
has betrayed his friend, it is false. If any one say that he has 
i deceived, even by word, man or woman, high or low, it is 
false. If any one say that he has forgotten liis duty, broke 
his plighted word, wronged his king, his country, you, or me, 
believe it not, for it is false, iny father!” 

“These are the words of love, my Mary,” replied Sir John 
Grey; “but though Iwouldfain shield that dear bosom through 
life from every shaft of sorrow, pain, and disappointment, yet, 
my sweet child, I would rather see you suffer, bitterly though 
it might be, than regard what I have to tell you of this youth 
with that light indifference which some might show. lie left 
his native land, Mary, plighted and pledged to you, telling 
you he went to seek honour for your sake; and yet he brought 
hither with him a fair leman, to soothe his idle hours with 
songs and dalliances. Was this worthy, Mary? Nay, doubt 
it not, for I have it from three several sources; and his own 
conduct to myself confirms the tale.” 

He thought to sec tears, or at least thoughtful looks; but 
Mary once more laughed gaily; and holding her father’s arm 
with her fair hand, gazed merrily in his face. “ Alas!” she 
said, “ how fond men are of mischief!” and what chance can a 
poor defenceless woman have to escape scandal when you 
powerful lords of earth so slander one another? Forgive me. 
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my dear father; but I needs must laugh, to think that any one 
here, in a foreign land, should take the pains, from pure malig¬ 
nity to my poor knight, to try thus sillily to trouble the peace 
of Mary Grey, by poisoning her parent’s mind against her lover. 
Poor EllaBrune! little did she think, or little did I think when 
1 bade her go, what evil to her kind and generous benefactor 
might be done by her coming with him. I have an antidote 
to the poison, my dear father; and, thanks to that generous 
candour which made you condescend to tell your child all the 
plain truth, I can apply it. I know this girl, my father; I 
know the whole history. I am even art and part in the of¬ 
fence; or rather it is mine, not his. She is my paramour, not 
Richard's;” and Mary blushed brightly, while even in her 
laughing eyes a dewy drop of emotion rose up and sparkled, 
as she defended him she loved. 

“ Your words are strange, dear one,” said the knight; “ but 
let me hear more. Tell me the whole, my child.” 

“That I will do,” replied Mary. “1 will tell you the 
whole tale after supper, and hers is a very sad one. But 
first, to set your mind fully at ease, let me say, that the only 
evil thing Richard has done in all this affair was showing 
some want of courtesy to the poor girl herself; for when, after 
hating received from him kind and generous protection in 
her hour of sorrow and of danger, she thought to journey to 
join her friends in Burgundy, under the safeguard of his little 
band, Richard, fearing too much what men might say, or 
perchance fancying that Mary might be jealous, unkindly 
refused to take her; and it was I who bade her go, and pro¬ 
mised her that, with a free heart, I would let all idle fancies 
pass me by as evening winds.” 

“ Your love is very confiding, my sweet child!” replied the 
knight. 

“ And it will never be wronged,” said Mary, warmly. “I 
would not have given it, father, to one unworthy of suen trust; 
and when the confidence ends, the love will end with it. But 
that will never be.” ' 

“ Yet, my dear child,” answered the knight, gravely, “ as I 
told you I had, in the very first instance, an intimation of this 

fact from some unknown hand, and then-” 

Some idle mischief-maker!" cried Mary, “who chanced to 
see them on the road, and in his own fancy made the evil he 
would ascribe to Richard.” 

“But then comes another, lately arrived from England,” 
continued Sir John Grey; “ a gentleman of good repute, who 
tells the same story with strange exactness, if it be false; and 
then, when questioned by me, Sir Philip de Morgan says, 
with a worldly laugh at young men’s follies, that he has heard 
something of it.” 
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“But who was this man from England?” asked Mary, 
eagerly; “this gentleman of good Tcpute! I doubt, my father! 
I doubt! Methinks I could name him at once.” 

“Do so, then,” replied her father; “I will tell you if vou 
are right.” 

“Simeon of Roydon,” said his daughter; and the knight 
nodded his assent. “A gentleman of good repute!” cried 
Mary; “a false and perjured knave, my father! One who 
has already foully slaudered poor Harry Dacre, yet, with a 
craven cautiousness, has kept himself free from the lance’s 
point; one who dare not, before Richard of Woodvillc’s face, 
say aught but that he has heard such reports; that he vouches 
not for them; that he mentioned them in thoughtlessness. 
Out upon the base, ungenerous hound! Why, this very man, 
for his shameless persecution of this poor girl, and on the 
bold accusation of good Sir Philip Beauchamp, my second 
father, is banished from England for two years, and vowed 
revenge on her and all of us. Had it not been for the king’s 
presence, I believe noble Sir Philip would have crushed him 
as an earwig or a wasp.” 

“And is it so!” exclaimed Sir John Grey. “This makes 
a great change, indeed, my child; for if the teller of a tale 
be a villain, we may well judge that his story will have si me 
scoundrel object. Nor can 1 doubt,” he continued, will: a 
smile, “that this poor girl, of whom so much has been said, 
is not what they call her; tor, though your eyes may be 
blinded by love, dear girl, my noble friend Sir Philip is not 
likely to be affected by any tender self-deceit.” 

Mary laughed gaily. “ That lie is not,” she said. “ Nay. 
love is with him, my father, but another name for folly. Did 
I not tell you right, that whoever has assailed the name of 
Richard of Woodville is a false knave?" 

“ I trust it may be so,” replied her. father; “ but yet, dear 
Mary, we must not forget that long ere this Sir Simeon of 
Eoydori uttered a word, some one unknown wrote to me the 
self-same tale." 

“It was himself, or some one like him,” answered Mary 
Grey. 

“ It could not be himself,” rejoined the knight; “ for he 
was not yet in Flanders when the letter came.” 

“ Is there but one slanderer in tlie world, dear father?” 
replied the fair girl, raising her eyes almost reproachfully to 
her parent’s countemuice; “and should we even doubt the 
conduct of one whom for many a long year we have seen 
walk in truth and honour, because some namelpss calumniator 
breathes a tale against him ?” 

“We should not,” replied Sir John Grey, firmly; “yet 
such is the world’s jus’tice, my child, and such is, 1 fear, the 
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heart of man; ready to doubt, prone to suspect, and instructed 
by its own weakness in the weakness of others. However, 
you have well pleaded your lover's cause, my Mary; and he 
shall have full and patient hearing to explain whatever yet 
remains obscure.” 

“ Is there aught obscure?” asked Mary Grey. “ To me liis 
whole conduct seems, as it ever has been, light as day.” 

“ Yes,” answered the knight; “ but yet, Alary, even while 
I spoke with him to-night.-” 

“What! is he here;” cried Mary Grey, interrupting him, 
and clasping her hands with eager joy; “ and have you seen 
him? spoken with him? How did he look, my lather? Well, 
but not too happy when he was away from me, I dare to say.” 

“ Well he certainly seemed,” replied lier father, with a 
smile; “and anything but happy, my dear child; but, as I 
was going to add, even while I spoke with him upon these 
most serious charges, a man came up and plucked him by the 
sleeve, beseeching him to come to Ella Brune. liis whole 
countenance changed at the name; and, though he had fixed 
to meet me within two hours, he tailed in his appointment. 
I waited for him as long as lie could decently expect, and then 
came hither, doubting no longer that the tale was true.” 

Mary paused thoughtfully, and cast down her eyes; but 
then a moment after she raised them again with a look of re¬ 
lief, as if she had settled the whole in her own mind. “ 1 will 
he warrant,” she said, “that sonic great peril has beset our.poor 
Elia, and that he has gone to deliver her: most likely the 
hateful persecution of this same base man. Nothing else; 
nothing, 1 know, would have kept lticharu oi‘ TV'oodville away 
from Alary Grey, if, indeed, he knew that I was here.” 

“ Nay, I must do him justice,” answered the knight; “he 
did not. know it, Mary; and perhaps what you suppose is the 
case, for the man did mention something of danger, and be¬ 
sought him to save her. We will look upon it in as fair a 
light as may be, and I will scud to him early in the morning 
to bid him conic hither and explain, lie will then have two 
advocates instead of one, my child; and I am very ready to 
be convinced, for I love him for his love to you.” 

“Gan you not send to-night?” whispered Mary Grey, rest¬ 
ing her hands upon her fathers arm. 

7 Nay, nay,” replied the knight, smiling kindly on her. 
“It is late to-night, dear girl! To-morrow will do.” 

Does to-morrow ever do? But seldom; for the hour that 
is, we can .only call our own. All that is to come is in the 
hands of that dark mysterious fate winch, ruling silent and 
unseen the acts and wills of men, reserves to itself, in its own 
dim council-chamber, each purpose -unfulfilled, each resolu¬ 
tion made and not performed; sporting with chances and frith 
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hopes, trampling into dust expectations and designs, and 
leaving to man hut the past for his instruction, and the pre¬ 
sent for his energies. The word to-morrow should be blotted 
out from the catalogue. It is what never exists in the form 
we think to find it; and thus it was with Sir John Grey. 
When the morning came he wrote briefly to Richard of 
Woodville, requesting him to come to him, and making the 
tone of his epistle more kindly than his words the night before; 
but it was returned unopened from the Graevensteen, with , 
the tidings that the young knight and all his band had set out 
on some expedition a few hours after midnight. As she heard 
the answer, the gay and happy eyes of Mary Grey filled with 
tears; and her father, gazing on her, reproached himself for 
having lost the moment that was theirs. 


CHAPTER XXXIH. 

THE EESCUE. 

It was a sultry summer morning, in the midst of July, and 
there was a dull oppressive weight in the air, although neither 
mist nor cold hung upon the lazy wings of a south wind, when 
an armed party rode through the deep forest of Auvillers: a 
part of the ancient Ardennes. Road, properly so called, there 
was none; but yet the way, though somewhat difficult to find 
for those not accustomed to all the intricacies of the wood, 
was not difficult to travel; for no care had been taken to plant 
new trees where old ones had fallen by the stroke of time or 
the axe; all had been left to nature; and thus, amidst the 
thick copses and the tall groves of old trees, wide open spaces 
and long uncovered tracts had spread here and mere, over 
which tne soft turf afforded pleasant footing for man or beast. 
True, the whole district was rocky and mountainous, and 
without a guide, the wanderer might have found it a weari¬ 
some journey in a sultry day, having to climb a high hill in 
one place, or wind in and out to avoid the long projecting 
cliffs of slaty stone in another. But for one directed by any 
persons well acquainted with the track, the journey was* far 
more easy; and by choosing the proper breaks in the forest, 
and the long spaces which lay midway up the hills, he might 
ride along for many miles without having to ascend any 
mountain, or deviate very greatly from a straight course, on 
account either of the wood or of the rocks. 
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Such was the course followed by the party of which I speak, 
under the direction of a tall powerful man, clothed from head 
to heel in steel; for those were not times, nor was that a part 
of the country, in which men of rank and station could, travel 
in safety without being armed in proof. Waleran dc St. Paul, 
indeed, might better have risked his life with scanty arms 
and few attendants than any other noble of the day, in that 
district, for he was well known and generally beloved by the 
lesser lords around, and his redoubted name rendered it a 
somewhat fearful task to strive with him, even if taken un¬ 
prepared. But it would still have been a hazardous experi¬ 
ment; for in those remote and uncultivated tracts bordering 
upon several great states, and very uncertain in their attach¬ 
ment to any, numerous bands of wild and lawless men took 
refuge, and, secure from the arm of justice, lived a life of 
plunder and oppression, only varied by the mimic warfare of 
the chase. None of the great nobles in the vicinity, generally 
engaged in the civil strifes and incessant broils of their own 
countries, had time to suppress them, even if they had the in¬ 
clination. But it may well be doubted whether they felt at 
all disposed to put down, with the strong hand, the troops of 
roving plunderers which at that time infested the great forests 
that stretched along the banks of the Meuse and the Moselle; 
for in those very bands they frequently found a sort of depdt 
for brave and determined followers, mom which their forces 
might at any moment be recruited for a short space of time. 
It is, moreover, whispered that, in many instances, the more 
civilised and polite of the powerful barons around were accus¬ 
tomed to exact a certain share of the plunder from their ma¬ 
rauding neighbours, as the price of toleration; and the inferior 
lords sometimes shared the peril as well as the spoil, and re¬ 
ceived as welcome guests into their strong castles the leaders 
of the freebooters, when any accidental reverse of fortune 
rendered the green-wood no longer a secure abode. 

Such was tlie state of the land through which now rode the 
Lord of St. Paul, still holding the sword, if not the office, of 
Constable of France, with Richard of Woodville by his side, 
and a train of about forty men-at-arms behind them; so that 
all peril from their somewhat covetous neighbours of the Ar¬ 
dennes was unthought of by cither; and the beauty of the 
scene, the heat of the day, their approaching meeting with the 
young Count of Charolois, the state of France, and the pro¬ 
bability of speedy deeds of arms, were the subjects of their 
conversation. 

The landscapes, indeed, were most lovely as they pro¬ 
ceeded. Beneath, upon the left, sloped down the hill side, 
here and there covered with'green-wood, here and there 
broken with wild and rugged rocks; but everywhere so much 
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below them, that the eye could generally catch the shining 
course of the Meuse, wandering on with a thousand sinuosi¬ 
ties, and could then roam at large over the wide and varied 
country on the other side, sometimes reaching distant towns 
and cities many leagues away, sometimes checked by a hold 
mountain near at hand. Above rose the hills with their 
■woody garmenture, lrom which would often start out a high 
gray cliff of cold slaty stone, sheer up, and perpendicular as a 
wall; or at other times would rise a conical peak, smooth at 
the sides, or broken into points; and through many of the 
gorges that they passed, perched upon isolated hills that 
seemed inaccessible, were seen the towers aud walls of some 
stern feudal fortress, frowning down the valley, as if prognos¬ 
ticating woe to the traveller who ventured there alone. 

Of each of these castles the Lord of St. Paul had some tale 
or anecdote; and lie kindly strove to amuse the mind of his 
young companion by the way. But though Woodville listened 
with all due courtesy', ay, and admired the beauty of the 
land, and answered with a calm and ready mind, yet it was 
evident his cheerful gaiety was gone, at least for the time, 
and that his thoughts were pre-occupied by sadder themes, 
which only spared his attention for a moment, to reply to the 
words addressed to him, and then recalled it immediately to 
himself. 

“You seem sad, sir knight,” said the Lord of St. Paul, at 
length. “I trust that with the letters from the noble count, 
which seemed to me full of all joyancc, you received no evil 
tidings?” 

“ Tidings most- strange, my redoubted lord,” * replied 
Bichard of Woodville; “for while the count speaks cheer¬ 
fully of having removed all cause of difference between my¬ 
self and a noble gentleman, Sir John Grey, on whom my 
best hopes depend, letters from that knight himself are tilled 
with reproaches undeserved by me, and refuse all explanation 
or argument.” 

“That is strange, indeed!” said the count. “What are 
the dates ? One may have been written earlier than the 
other.” 

“The dates are the same,” answered Hi chard of Woodville, 
“and the letters of Sir John Grey, coming by the same mes¬ 
senger as those of the count, might easily have been stopped 
had the explanation been given after they were written. It 
is a dark and misty life we lead in this world, and still, when . 
we think all is clear and bright, as 1 did when I returned from 
Lille to Ghent, some thick vapour spreads over the whole, 

* This torni was great’y affected at the period we speak of, not only by kings. 
t»ut by all powerful nobles. 
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concealing it from our eyes, like the cloud now rolling round 
the brow of the castle on that high rocky steep.” 

“We shall have rain,” remarked the Lord of St. Faul, 
“ and when it does begin, it will prove a torrent. Here, old 
Carloman,” he continued, turning to one of his men-at-arms, 
“ what does that cloud mean? and where can we best wait lor 
the noble prince, the Count of Charolois, who is to meet us 
at the Mill Bridge?” 

“ The cloud means a heavy storm, my lord,” replied the 
old man, riding forward. “ Do you not see how the earth 
gapes for it? But it will not be able to swallow all that will 
come down, I think. We have not had a drop of rain these 
two months, and very little dew, so that everything is as 
parched as pulse. Then, as to waiting lor the prince, the 
meadows by the river would he the best place, if it were not 
for that cloud.” 

“ Oh! we mind not a little rain,” answered the Count of St. 
Paul; “’twill but make the armourers’ fingers ache to take off 
the rust to-night.” 

“Ay, ’tis not the rain I am thinldng of,” said the old man; 
“but the meadows are no safe resting-place, when there are 
storms above there. The water gathers in the gulleys, and 
comes down into the Sonnonne, till the old fool can hold no 
more, and then the whole valley is covered.” 

“Oh! but if that he the case, we can easily gallop up 
higher,” replied the count. “ There is no shame in running 
away lroin a torrent, old Carloman. 'Tis not like turning 
one’s hack on the foe.” 

“ Faith! that is a toe that gallops quicker than yon can,” an¬ 
swered the man-at-arms. “ The meadow is so narrow, and 
the bank so high, that you cannot cut across; so you had 
better stop above, in what we call the Kock Castle, wl’ierc you 
can see the country below, and the Mill Bridge and all, with¬ 
out getting in the way of the water. The old Sormoime is a 
lion, lean tell you, when he is angry; and nothing makes him 
so fierce as a storm in the hills.” 

“Well, be it so,” answered his lord; “you shall be our 
governor, good Carloman.” 

“ Then keep up higher, dread sir,” re; Ted the man-at-arms. 
“ See!” he added, as they passed a little brook that was run¬ 
ning down a narrow ravine, all troubled and red; “ it has be¬ 
gun farther to the east already; and it is coming against the 
wind. That is a sign that it will be furious, though not long- 
lived.” 

The count and his party rode on, somewhat qnickening 
i heir.pace; and though they heard occasionally a distant roar, 
showing that there was thunder somewhere, no lightning was 
seen, and the wind still continued blowing faintly from the 
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south-west. The clouds, however, crept over the sky, ap¬ 
proaching the sun with their hard leaden edges, and to the 
north anu cast covering the whole expanse with a deep black 
wall, broken and rugged at its summit, as if higher hills and 
rocks of slate and marble were rising from the bosom of the 
mountain scene into the heavens above. Over the deep cur¬ 
tain of vapour, indeed, here and there floated detached* some 
small paler clouds; and others seemed hurrying up from the 
south, where all had been hitherto clear, as if drawn by some 
irresistible power towards the adamant-like mass in the north¬ 
east. From one of these, as they passed overhead, a few 
heavy drops fell, but then ceased; and still the sun shone out, 
as if in scorn of the black enemy that rose towering towards 
him. A deep stillness, however, fell upon the scene. There 
is generally m the risen day an unmarked but all-pervading 
sound of busy life, composed of many different noises mingled 
in the air. According to the season of the year and hour, it 
varies of course. Sometimes it is full of the song of birds, 
the voices of the cattle, the hum of insects, the rush of 
streams, the whispering of the wind, the rustle of the trees, 
and a thousand other undistinguished sounds to which the 
ear pays no heed. But when they all or most of them cease, 
it is strange how we miss the murmur of creation; what a 
want, what a vacancy there seems! So was it now; and turn¬ 
ing to Richard of Woodville, the Lord of St. Paul remarked, 
“ How silent everything has become!” 

“ It is generally so before a thunderstorm,” answered the 
young knight. “ In my country, we judge whether it will be 
merely rain or something more by the conduct of the cattle. 
If after a drought we are goiii* to have refreshing showers, 
the sheep and oxen seem to hail it with their voices; but if 
there be lightning coming everything is silent.” 

Almost immediately alter he had spoken there was a bright 
flash, not very near, but dazzling; and some drops fell, while 
the thunder followed at a long interval. Spurring on, they 
rode forward for about two miles farther; and as they went, 
every little gorge and hollow way had its minor torrent com¬ 
ing down thick and turbulent, though the rain, where the 
count and his party were, had not become violent, pattering 
slowly upon their arms and housings, and spotting the sleek 
coats of the horses with marks like damascene work. The 
river, which they were now approaching nearer, might be seen 
swelling and foaming in its bed, its crowded waters curling in 
miniature whirlpools along tile edge, and rising higher and 
higher up the bank, as the innumerable tributaries from the 
mountains poured down continual accessions to the flood. 

At length the old man-at-arms exclaimed, “ To the right, 
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ray lord!" and passing through a narrow opening between the 
great belt of wood and a small detached portion that ran far¬ 
ther down the hill, they entered a sort of natural amphitheatre 
crowned with old pines, and carpeted at the bottom of the 
crags with soft green turf spread over the rugged and undu¬ 
lating surface of the ground. Numerous immense masses of 
rock, however, detached from the hills above, and rolled down 
in times long past, started out from the greensward, all bare 
and gray; and here and there would rise up a group of old 
oaks or beeches, while on the stony fragments themselves was 
often perched an ash or a fir, like a plume in the helmet of a 
knight. 

In front of this amphitheatre the trees sloped away both to 
the right- and left, leaving a wide open space gradually de¬ 
scending the hill, so that from most parts of the Castle of 
Hocks, as it was called, a considerable portion of the course 
of the Sormonne might be seen, the nearest point being some¬ 
what less distant than a quarter of a mile. Directly in front 
was a double wooden bridge spanning the stream, which was 
there divided by a low island of very small extent, which 
served but as a resting-place for the piles of the two bridges, 
and for a mill, which gave the name to that particular spot. 
Beyond, on the opposite side of the water, was an undulating 
plain of several miles in extent, hounded by hills all round, 
but open to the eye of St. 1’aul and his party as they stood in 
the midst of the amphitheatre. 

“ Is not this the best place now, my lord?” asked old Carlo- 
man. “ You can not only sec here, but you can find shelter,, 
and need not get your arms rusted, or your horses wet, unless 
you like. There, under the cliff where it hangs' over, you* 
can post two-thirds of the men; and as the storm comes the 
other way, not a drop will reach them. Then, as for the rest, 
they can get under this rock in front, where they will be quite 
dry if they keep close.” 

“ 1 will stay here," replied the Count of St. Paul. “ You 
lodge the others, Carloman.” 

1 ‘ I will keep you company, my lord,” said Richard of Wood- 
villc; “and if we dismount, we shall be better able to shelter- 
the horses.” 

Such was the plan followed; and all the troop, men and 
horses, were under shelter before the storm became violent. 
Nor indeed did the thunder ever reach that grand and terri¬ 
ble height which it frequently does attain in wood-covered 
mountains: the rain seemed to drown it; but the deluge which 
soon tell from the sky was tremendous. In long lines of black 
and gray it poured straight down, mingled with hail, and every 
now and then crossed by the faint glare of the lightning. The- 
distant country was hidden by the misty veil, and eVfen the 
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nearer scene of the bridge and the mill, the only dwelling ia 
the neighbourhood, grew indistinct. 

The Lord of St. Paul and Richard of Woodville endea¬ 
voured in vain to descry the plain on the opposite side of the 
river, in expectation of seeing the train of the Count of Cha- 
rolois coming from the side of Avesnes. Nothing could they 
distinguish beyond a hundred yards from the opposite bank; 
and they mutually expressed a hope that the prince might 
have been delayed in the more cultivated country to the west, 
where he would find shelter from the storm. 

“ lie cannot surely he already in the mill?” said the count; 
“there seem a great many people at that casement looking up 
the stream, llow many men did he say he would bring, Sir 
Richard?” 

“ Two hundred horse,” replied Richard of Woodville; “ he 
cannot he there, my good lord; vet there seem a number of 
heads too. Good heavens 1 liow the stream is rising! Tis 
nearly up to the roadway of the bridge.” 

“ It will he higher than that before it is done, sir knight,” 
observed one of the men-at-arms. “ 1 have seen tlic bridge 
carried away twice since I was a boy.” 

“Here comes a boat down the stream,” said Richard of 
Woodville. 

“ Ay, we passed one a little way further up,” replied the 
same man who had spoken before; “ it has broken away, I 
dare say.” 

“ That is not a boat!” exclaimed the Lord of St. Paul, after 
gazing for a moment; “it is the thatch of a cottage. Heaven 
have mercy upon the poor people!” and lifting the cross of 
his sword to his lips, he kissed it, and muttered a prayer. 

At the same moment a number of men, some evidently of 
inferior rank, and some in garbs which betokened higher 
station, ran out of the mill; and Woodville could then per¬ 
ceive that, almost close to the door, between the building and 
the bridge, the water had risen over the low shore of the 
islet, so as to be up to the knees of those who came forth. 
He fancied at first that they were about to make their escape 
over the bridge, but he saw that several of them were armed 
with long poles; and turning to the man-at-arms, who seemed 
well acquainted with the country, he inquired wliat they were 
about 4o do. 

“To draw the broken cottage-roof to the shore, sir knight, 
I suppose,” replied the other, “lest it should damage the 
bridge.” 

‘■See, there comes down a hull!” cried the count; “how 
ihriously he struggles with the stream! Ha! they have 
caught the roof with their hooks? They have got it—no!” 

They bad indeed obtained for a moment some hold upon 
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the heavy mass of timber and straw that came rushing down, 
and were dragging it towards the little island; but the stream 
was increasing so rapidly, and pouring such a body of water 
upon the land where they stood, that one of the men slipped,' 
and let go his pole, glad enough to be dragged out of the 
eddy by those behind. 

The roof at. the same moment swung round and disengaged 
itself. The bull, still struggling with the torrent, was dashed 
against the bridge and recoiled. The heavy mass of thatch 
and wood-work was borne forward upon him with the full 
iiirce of the stream, and crushed him between itself and the 
piers. A shrill and horrible cry, something between a roar 
and a scream, burst from amidst the tierce rushing sound of 
the overwhelming waters; the whole mass of the floating' 
roof was cast furiously upon the weaker part of the bridge in 
the centre, already shaken by the torrent; and with an awful 
crash the whole structure gave way, and was borne in frag¬ 
ments down the stream. 

“The flood has reached the mill,” said the Count of St. 
Paul, turning to the man-at-arms; “is there no danger of its 
being c;u'ric<l away too?” 

“ The miller would tell you, none, my dreaded lord,” re¬ 
plied the soldier; “but every day is not like to-day, and 
what has happened once may happen again. He always 
says there is no danger, sinee he put up an image of the 
Blessed Virgin over the door; but I recollect, when I was a 
little boy, and lived at Givet, that island was six feet under 
water, and where there was a mill in the morning, you could 
tow over in a boat, at night. They were all drowned, this 
man's uncle and all.” 

“ Why are you stripping off your casque and camail, Sir 
Richard V” asked the count. 

“ Because I imagine they may soon want help, my good 
lord,” replied the young knight. 

“Madness!” cried the Lord of St. Paul; “no man could' 
swim such a torrent as that!” 

“I do not know that, noble sir,” answered Richard of 
Woodvillc; “we are great swimmers in my country, and 
accustomed to buffet with the waves. But there is a boat 
higher up. I will first try that, and if that sinks, swimming 
must serve me.” 

“ I will not suffer it!” exclaimed the count; “neither boat 
nor man can live in such a rushing torrent as that !" 

“Indeed, my good lord, you must!” replied the young 
knight, gravely. “ My life is of no great value to myself or 
any one now; and, though I know not who these good folks 
are, they shall not be lost: before my eyes, without an effort 
on my part to deliver them. See! seel" fee cried, “ some one 
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waves to us from the window!” and, casting off his corslet 
and all his heavy armour, he was hurrying down. But the 
count caught him by the arm with a glowing cheek, saying, 
“Stay, stay yet a little! They are in no danger yet. The 
stream may not rise higher!” 

“ But if it does, they are lost!” answered Woodvillc, gently 
disengaging his arm. 

‘•Then I will go with you,” said the count. . 

“No, no, my lord!" replied the young knight: “ you would 
but fill the boat, which is small enough. One man is better 
than a thousand there. If I die, divide my goods amongst 
my men; send my ring to my sweet lady; and farewell!” 

Thus saying, he sped on to the very brink of the water, 
which, instead of decreasing, was still rising rapidly. There 
he tried to make the people of the mill hear him, and they 
shouted from the casement in reply, but the roaring of the 
torrent drowned their words; and' hurrying up to the spot 
where he had seen the boat moored, he found it, now far out 
from the actual brink of the stream, swaying backwards and 
forwards with the eddies. The top of the post to which it 
was attached by a chain, and which, an hour before, had been 
some yards on shore, was now just visible above the rushing 
waters; but, wading in, the young knight caught the chain, 
and drew the boat to him. 

It was luckily flat, and somewhat heavy in its build; so 
that he managed to get in without upsetting it, but not with¬ 
out difficulty. The only implements, however, which he 
found to guide its course, were one paddle and a large pole 
with an iron hook, such as he had seen in the hands of the 
people of the mill. But he had no hesitation, no fear; and 
throwing loose the chain, he guided the boat into the middle 
of the stream, where, though the current was stronger, the 
eddies were less frequent. There it was borne forward with 
terrible rapidity towards what had been the island, but was 
no longer to be distinguished from the rest of the stream but 
by the foaming ripple on cither side, and the mill rising in 
the midst. 

The bank of the river, on the eastern side, was crowded by 
Ids own attendants and the followers of the Count of St. Paul; 
the windows of the mill, and a little railed platform above the 
wheel, slowed a multitude of anxious faces. No one spoke, 
no one moved, however, but two stout Englishmen, who were 
seen upon the shore stripping off their arms and clothing; 
while the timbers of the mill, and the posts and stanchions of 
the platform, quivered and shook with the roaring tide as it 
whirled, red and furious, past them, lingering- in a curling 
vortex round, as if unwilling to dash on without carrying 
every obstacle along with it. 
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Kichard of Woodville raised not his eyes to look at those 
■which hung between death and life; he turned not to gaze at 
his companions on the shore; he knew that every energy, 
every thought, was wanted to accomplish the great object; 
and if he suffered his mind to stray lor even a single instant 
to other things, it was but to think, “ I will show those who 
have belied me that I can risk life, even for beings I do not 
know!” His eyes were fixed upon one spot, where the boiling 
of the tide evinced that the ground came near the surface; 
and there he determined first to check the furious speed at 
which he was hurried down the stream. A little farther on 
were the strong standards and braces of a mill of those days; 
and he thought that, if he could break the first rush of the 
boat at the shallow, he should be able more easily to bring 
her up under the casements and the platform. 

Now guiding with the paddle, now starting up to hold the 
boat-pike, he came headlong towards the shoal; but fending 
off till the speed of the boat was checked, and she swung 
round with the torrent and drifted more slowly on, he caught 
at the thick uprights of the mill with the hook : missed the 
first, grappled the second; and though almost thrown over 
with the shock, held fast till the boat swung heavily round, 
and struck with her broadside against the building. A rope 
was instantly thrown from above; and tying it fast through a 
ring, which was to be found in the bow of all boats in those 
days, he relaxed his hold of the woodwork, and the skiff 
floated farther round. 

Then first he looked up, and then first a feeling of deadly 
tc#or took possession of him. His cheek grew pale; his lips 
turned white; and stretching out his arms, he exclaimed," 
“Oh, Mary! oh, my beloved! is it you on whom such peril 
has fallenV Quick, quick!” he continued, “lose not a mo¬ 
ment. The stream is coming down more and more strong; 
the building cannot stand. Bear her down quick, Sir John!” 

“Poo! the building will stand well enough!” said a man 
in a rude jargon of the French tongue. “ ’Tis but that people 
are afraid.” 

“Fool!” cried Kichard of Woodville, who saw the timbers 
quivering as if shaken by mortal agony; “if you would save 
your life, come down with the rest.” 

“Not I!” answered the miller, with a laugh; “I Save seen 
as bad floods before now. Here, lady, here : set a foot upon 
the wheel; it is made fast, and cannot move. Catch her, 
young gentleman: nay, not so far, or you will upset the 
boat; that will do—there she is!” and Kichard of Woodville, 
receiving Mary Grey in his arms, seated her in the stem of 
ihc boat, and again advanced to aid her women and the old 
knight in descending. Two fair young girls, a young clerk 

x 
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in a black gown, and three armed servants, formed the train, 
and they were the first to take refuge in the boat, leaving 
their horses behind them. There were three other men re¬ 
mained above, and laughed lightly at the thought of danger; 
but one young lad, of fifteen years of age, though he too 
said he would stay, bore a white cheek and a wandering eye. 

“ Send down the boy, at least,” cried Richard of Woodville 
to the miller; “though you may be fool-hardy, there is no 
need to sacrifice hiB life.” 

“Go, go, Edmd!" said the miller; “you are as well there 
as here. You can do us no good.” 

The boy hesitated, but the increasing force of the water 
made the mill tremble more violently than ever; and hurry¬ 
ing on, he sprang into the boat. 

“ Every one down and motionless!” cried Richard of Wood¬ 
ville, without exchanging even a word with those who were 
most dear; and casting off the rope, he steered as well as the 
paddle would permit towards the bank. But hurried rapidly 
forward down the stream, with scarcely any power of direc¬ 
tion, he saw that the frail bark must pass the ruined bridge. 
It was a moment of terrible anxiety, for the eddies showed 
that the foundations of the piers were left beneath the waters. 
By impulse, the instinct of great peril, he guided the boat over 
the most violent gush of the stream, between two of the half- 
checked whirlpools, and she shot clear down, falling into an¬ 
other vortex below, which carried her completely round twice; 
and then, broken by the blade of the paddle, let her float away 
into the stream. 

The whole band of the Count of St. Paul were ranting 
down by the side of the river; and as the course of the skili'be- 
camc more steady, Richard of Woodville turned his eyes 
towards them. They had got what seemed a rope in tlieir 
hands; and ever and anon, one of his own archers held it up 
■ and made signs, as if he would have thrown it, had they been 
nearer. 

“ Some one be ready to catch the rope 1” cried Woodville; 
“I cannot quit the steering;” and he guided the boat gently 
and gradually towards the shore. The young clerk sprang at 
once into the bow; the women sat still in breathless expecta¬ 
tion. Sir John Grey advanced slowly and steadily to aid the 
youth; and when, at the distance of a few yards, a band, 
formed of the sword-belts of the troop, tightly tied together, 
was thrown on board, the young man and the old knight 
caught it, but were pvdled down by the shock. Some of the 
others aided to hold it fast; but in spite of all Woodville’s 
efforts the -boat swung round, struck the rocky shore vio¬ 
lently, and began to fill. 

There were now many to aid, however. One after another 
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was supported to the land; and Richard ofWoodville, spring¬ 
ing out the last, caught hia sweet Mary to his heart, and 
blessed the God of all mercies for her preservation in that 
hour of peril. 

As he did so, a faint and distant cry, and a rushing sound, 
different, very different, either from the roar of the stream 
or the growling of the thunder, caught the ear. All turned 
round towards the mill, aud gazed. It was gone! A black 
mass floated on the tide, struck against the sunken piers of 
the fallen bridge, obstructed for a moment the torrent, which 
instantly poured over it in a white cataract, and then, broken 
into innumerable fragments, rushed past, darkening the red 
waters. Woodville ran to the brink and gazed, but no trace 
of the rash men who had chosen to remain appeared, and their 
bodies were not found lor many days, when they floated to the 
shore far down the then subsided stream. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE RECOMPENSE. 


Oji! what a moment it was when, after seeing the wreck of 
the mill drift by, Richard of Woodville again held Mary Grey 
to his heart! He cared not who witnessed his emotions, he 
thought not of the crowd around, he thought, not of her fa¬ 
ther’s presence, or of the letter he had received on the pre¬ 
ceding night. AH he remembered, all he felt, was that she 
was saved; and the knowledge of the dreadful death that had 
just overtaken those who had perished by their own obstinacy, 
added to the joy of that overpowering feeling, notwithstanding 
the horror of their fate. 

Bearing her rather than leading her, her lover brought 
Mary to the shelter of the trees; for though the storm had 
somewhat abated, the rain was still coming down heavily; and 
there, while the tears poured fast from her beautiful eyes, one 
or two of the stout English archers, who had known her well 
at Dunbury, came quietly up and kissed her hand. The count 
of St. Paul and his men stood looking on; Sir John Grey gazed 
upon the lover and the lady with a silent smile; and they them-, 
selves spoke not for many minutes, so intense were the emo¬ 
tions of their hearts. 

At length, however, after a few low words of explanation 
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with the Count of St. Paul, the old knight advanced to Wood- 
ville’s side and took his hand, saying, “What! not a word to 
me, Richard?” 

The young knight put his hand to his brow, and gazed at 
Mary’s father in surprise, so different seemed his tone from 
that of the letter he had received. 

“The surprise of seeing you here, noble kniglit,” he an¬ 
swered, in a confused manner; “the joy of having been 
brought, as it were, by heaven’s own hand, to save this dear 
lady, when I least expected to meet with her, all confounds 
me and takes away my words.” 

“ Surprise at seeing us!” repeated Sir John Grey, in a tone 
of astonishment. “When you least expected to meet with 
her! Have you not received my letter by the post of the 
Count of Charolois?” 

“ One letter, sir knight, I did receive,” replied Woodville; 
“but it gave me no thought that I should see you here.” 

The knight gazed at Mm for an instant with a look that 
seemed expressive of doubt as well as wonder. “Here is 
some mistake,” he said. “1 trust, my young friend, this catas¬ 
trophe has not shaken your brain. But one letter have I 
written, and therein I besought you to meet us at Givet or at 
Hinant.” 

Richard of Woodville replied not, but beckoned to his page, 
and when the boy hurried up,, took from him the gibecicre 
wMeh hung over his shoulder. ' With a hand hasty and agi¬ 
tated, he unfastened the three buttons and loops which closed 
it, and drew forth a paper, wMch in silence he placed in the 
hands of Sir John Grey. 

The knight took it, gazed on the superscription, examined 
the seal, and then turned to the contents; but instantly ex¬ 
claimed, as he read, “This is not mine! This is a fraud! I 
never wrote these words. The outside is from my hand; the 
■seal, too, is seemingly my own; but not one of these harsh 
terms did I indite.” 

“ Then I thank God!” replied Richard of Woodville, grasp¬ 
ing his hand eagerly. “Nay, more! I thank the man who 
wrote it, though it ngiy seem strange, noble knight. But per¬ 
chance, had it not been for this and the despair it brought with 
it, I might have listened to/the kind friends who would fain 
have persuaded me not to risk my life, or, as they thought, to 
lose it, for men who were strangers to me.” 

“What, then!” cried Mary, rising"from the ground on which 
she had been seated; “ did you not recognise us?” 

“I knew not when I left the shore,” replied Richard of 
Woodville, “that there was one being on that miserable islet 
whom I had ever beheld before. I merit no guerdon, dear 
one, for saving you, for I knew not what I did.” 
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“A thousand and a thousand thanks, Bichard!” she an¬ 
swered, laying her fair hand upon his arm; “and fer more 
thanks do I give you than if you had perilled more to save 
me knowingly; for by such a deed, done for a mere stranger, 
you show my father that Ms cMld has not spoken of you 
falsely.” ' 

“ Nay, dear Mary, I doubt it not,” replied Sir John Grey; 
“by calumny and malice all men may be for a time misled; 
but henceforth, my child, no one shall do him better justice 
than myself. You judged from acts that you had often seen 
and known: I had none such to judge by. But should he 
need defence hereafter, let him appeal to me. TMs must seem 
strange to you, my good lord,” he continued, turning to the 
Count of St. Paul; “but we will explain it all hereafter: all, 
at least, that we can explain, for here is something that we 
must inquire into as best we may. This letter has been forged 
for some base end; but by whom, or for what, remains a mys¬ 
tery, though perhaps we may all suspect.” 

“ Everything else seems clear enough,” said the count, with 
a smile; “ though I understand but half you have said, yet I 
guess well here has bceu love, and, as so often happens with 
love, love’s traverses; and, in the end, the happy meed which 
attends due knightly service to a fair lady. As soon as iny 
noble cousin appears, though by my faith he is somewhat long 
in coming-” 

“ I sec his train, my lord, or I am blind," said the old man- 
at-arms called Carlomari. ‘ 1 Do you not perceive a long black 
line winding on there down from the hills, near a league dis¬ 
tant, like a lean serpent?" 

“ No very sweet comparison for a prince’s train,” exclaimed 
the Count of St. Paul, laughing; “ but, faith, I see it not. Ah! 
yes; I catch it now. ’Tis he, ’tis doubtless he. Then when 
he comes, sir knight, we will on to Charleville, where, having 
dried our dripping clothes, we will tell the tale of tMs day’s- 
adventure over a pleasant meal, and will inquire how tMs de¬ 
ceit has taken place. Has yon young novice nought to do 
with it?” he continued, dropping his voice; “he holds aloof;, 
and though he seems to murmur something to his rosary from 
time to time, yet, good faith! I put but small trust in the 
honesty of mumbling friars." 

“ No, no,” replied Mary Grey, with a smile; “ I will answer 
for Mm." 

“Ah, ha!” cried the count, laughing loud, with the rude 
jocularity of the day, “ look to your lady, Sir Richard, or you 
may lose her yet. She answers for the honesty of a monk. 
By my fay, sweet lady! I would rather beard John the Bold 
in Ms house at Dijon than do so rash a thing.” 

“But I can answer for him too," replied Sir John Grey? 
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gravely; “for, though he be now my clerk, he was not with 
me there, and so had no occasion to deceive me, even had he 
been disposed. But yonder, assuredly, comes the count. I 
can see banners and pennons through the dim shower; but 
how we are to }oumey on with you to Charlcville I hardly 
know, my good lord; for all but what wc have brought in our 
pouches—horses, and clothes, and arms, and many a trinket— 
have gone down with that poor mill.” 

“I saw no horses in the stream,” said Woodville. 

“ They were in the court on the other side,” replied one of 
Sir John Grey’s men; “and it had a stone wall. The water 
was up to the girths when we got into the second story, and 
I saw my poor beast, with bended head and open nostrils, 
snuffing the tide as it rose whirling round him. He soon 
drowned, I fear.” 

“’Tis but a league to Charlcville, or not much more,” said 
the count, answering the English knight. “ Wc will dis¬ 
mount some of the men, and make a litter for the lady and 
her maidens. Hark ye, Peterkin! Hide hack like light to the 
castle. In the Florence chamber you will find store of your 
lady’s gear. My good wife is not here, sir knight; hut she 
has left much of her apparel behind, which, though she be 
sonjewhat fatter than this fair dame, God wot! will serve to 
clothe her for the nonce. Ride away last, hoy; bring it to 
Charleville, and lose no time. Now to build a litter! Lances 
may serve for more purposes than one, and green houghs he 
curtains as well as canopies. Quick, my men, quick! Let 
us see if ye be dexterous at suA trades.” 

In about half an hour an advanced party of the Count of 
Charolois’ band approached the hank of the river; hut it was 
still so swollen that, though the Count of St. Paul and the 
two English knights went down as far as they could, and the 
rain by this time had well nigh ceased, the distance across 
and the roaring of the stream prevented their voices from 
being heard at the other side. While they were still striving 
to make the men comprehend that the bridge had been car¬ 
ried away, and that they must ride farther down the river, the 
young count himself and the Lord of Croy, with a number of 
other knights and noblemen, appeared; and by signs, as words 
were vain, the Lord of St. Paul explained his meaning to 
them. He himself, with liis own party, waited for about a 
quarter of an hour longer, till the hasty litter was prepared 
for Mary Grey; and then, with some on foot and some on 
horseback, they moved on towards the point of rendezvous at 
Charleville. 

t It was a happy evening that which they passed in Charle¬ 
ville ; for there is nouglit-whieh so heightens the zest of plea¬ 
sure as remembered pain: nought that so brightens the sense 



of security as danger past. All was bustle and confusion in 
the little town, which was not then fortified; every inn was 
full, every house was occupied; but it was willing bustle and 
gay confusion. From one hostel to another parties were 
going every moment; and the door of that at which the 
young Count of Charolois had taken up his quarters was be* 
sieged both by the townspeople and his own friends and fol¬ 
lowers. The tale of the swollen torrent, and the mill swfcpt 
away, was told to the noble prince by the Lord of St. Paul 
and Sir John Grey; and when Richard of Woodville, who 
had lingered a little with Mary Grey, appeared, the count 
grasped his hand with a generous warmth, which was very 
winning in one so high, calling him frequently his friend; 
and then, turning to Sir John Grey, he demanded, “Said I 
not, noble knight, of what stuff he was made?” 

“ You did him but justice, my good lord,’* replied- the 
knight, “ and I do him full justice now. Well has he won 
his lady’s hand, and he shall have it.” 

“Come!” cried the prince, starting up; “I will go offer her 
my homage, too. Bat why should we not see the wedding 
ere we part, Sir John?” 

“Nay, nay, my lord!” answered the English knight. “I 
have grown proud with restored prosperity; and my child 
must go the altar in my own land, and with my own old fol¬ 
lowers round me.” 

Oh, slow age! how tardy is it to yield to the eager haste 
of youth! But Sir John Grey added words still less pleasant 
to the ear of Richard of Woodville. 

“When 1 return from the court of the emperor, my noble 
prince,” he continued, “I speed back at once to Westminster. 
1 trust that your expedition will then be over; and Sir Richard 
here may follow me with all speed. Once there, I will not 
make him wait.” 

Such was the first intimation Woodville had received of the 
course that lay before him and Sir John Grey; for the pre¬ 
vious moments had passed in words of tenderness with her he 
loved, and in long, but not uninteresting, explanations with 
her lather. He had hoped that their paths would lie toge¬ 
ther; and without inquiring what motive should carry Sir 
John Grey with the Count of Charolois into the duchy of 
Burgundy, he had arrived at the conclusion that the knight’s 
steps were bent thither as well as his own. It was a bitter 
disappointment, for imagination in such cases is ever the hand¬ 
maid of hope; and Richard of Woodville had fancied that, in 
the course of the long expedition before them, many an op¬ 
portunity must occur for urging upon Sir John Grey his peti¬ 
tion for Mary’s hand. Now, however, they were again about 
to be separated, with wide lands between them, and with 



the certainty of months, perhaps years, elapsing ere they met 
again. 

It is strange, it is very strange, and scarcely to be accounted 
for, that people advanced in life, and experienced in the un¬ 
certainty of all life’s things, seem to have a confidence in the 
future which the young do not possess. They delay, they put 
off without fear or apprehension; they calculate as if with cer¬ 
tainty upon the time to come; while eager youth, on the con¬ 
trary, at the very name of procrastination, conjures up every 
difficulty and obstacle, every change and chance, not alone 
within the range of probability, but within the reach of fate. 
Perhaps it is that the old have acquired a juster appreciation 
of all mortal joy; perhaps it is that the keen edge of anticipa¬ 
tion being dulled in themselves, they cannot comprehend the 
impatience of others: that, knowing how little any earthly 
gratification is really worth, they think it but a small matter, 
mot meriting much thought, whether the hand of the future 
snatches the desired object from us or not, whether the but¬ 
terfly, enjoyment, be caught by the boy that chases it, or 
escape. 

So it is, however. Sir John Grey seemed not even to un¬ 
derstand or to perceive the path he was inflicting upon the 
lqver; and as Woodville knew that it would be of no use to 
argue, he made up his mind to enjoy the present as much as 
might be, and then, with Mary’s love for his guidance and en¬ 
couragement, to seek honour and advancement in the fields 
before him. 

After a few more words he accompanied the Count of Cha- 
rolois, with the principal nobles of his train and Sir John 
Grey, to the hostel where the English knight had taken up 
his abode; but as they entered, the eyes of Richard of Wood¬ 
ville fell upon the figure of a poor disconsolate-looking boy, 
who stood near, with his arms folded on his chest and his 
eyes bent down upon the ground, without being once lifted 
to the gay and glittering group that was passing in; and 
pointing him out to the Lord of St. Paul, the young knight 
said— 

“He was one of those saved from the mill, my lord; and, 
if I mistake not, he is of kin to some of those men who 
perished." 

“ Come hither, boy!” said the constable. “ Who art thou?” 
' “lam Edme Mark, my lord,” replied the boy, looking up 
with tearful eyes; “and all my friends are dead.” 

“Then, are you the miller’s son?” inquired the Lord of St. 
Paul. 

_ “No, sir, Ms nephew,” the boj*bnswered, in the jargon of 
his country. 

“Faith, then, we must do something for you," rejoined the 



nobleman. “Will you rile with me, and be my couslelier, or 
with that knight?” 

“I would rather go with him,” cried the boy, pointing to 
the young Englishman, “for lie saved my life.” 

“ Well, then, take him with you, Sir Richard,” said the 
Lord of St. Paul. “You want to swell your band.” 

“Good faith! I have need, my lord,” answered Richard of 
Woodville; “for the three men I left behind me when I came 
from Ghent have never rejoined me.” 

“I saw some Englishmen with the count’s train in the court 
of his hostel," replied the Lord of St. Paul. “I knew them 
by their Hat cuirasses and their long arrows.” 

“Ah! 1 marked them not,” answered Richard of Wood¬ 
ville ; “but I will go and see. Come hither with me, boy!” 
he continued; and followed by the lad, he retrod his steps in 
haste to the inn where he had found the count. In the court 
he saw nothing but Flemings and Burgundians; but in the 
stables, tending their horses, he found the three men whom 
he sought, and who now informed him, in the brief and scanty 
words of the English peasant, that they had escorted EllaBrunc 
to Bruges, and there had left her, she having assured them 
that slie was safe, and required their protection no farther. 
They had then immediately returned to Ghent; for they had 
never received the written order which their leader had sent 
to them; and having obtained speech of the Count of Cbaro- 
lois, had accompanied him on his expedition, according to his 
commands. Richard of Woodville mused over this intelli¬ 
gence for some minutes; and then, after placing the boy Edm& 
in their hands, with orders to take care ot him, he hurried 
back to her he loved. 

For three or four days Sir John Grey took advantage of the 
escort of the Count of Charolois, on his journey towards the 
imperial court, purchasing horses and clothing where he could 
find them, to supply the place of those lost in tlie torrent. 
Luring that time, as may be supposed, Richard of Woodville 
was constantly by Mary’s side, and it passed happily to both; 
nor did any mcident occur worthy of record here, till they 
reached the town of Bar, where they were destined to part. 
The last conversation that took place between them ere they 
separated was in regard to Ella Brune, led on by a half 
jesting question addressed to Mary by her lover, if she had 
really never felt jealousy and doubt when so many suspected. 

“ Neither, Richard,” she answered. “I could not suspect 
you ; and, besides, I had myself told that poor girl that I 
would never doubt or be jealous; and I blamed you to her, 
Richard, for not taking he* when first she sought to go.” 

“ She seems to have the gift of winning confidence, my 
Mary," replied the young knight; “ and a blessed gift it is." 
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“ Tis only gained by deserving it, Richard, and not always 
then, 1 ’ answered Mary Markham; “ but one cannot well donbt 
her, either. When one sees a clear stream flowing on abun¬ 
dantly, we judge that the source is pure; and when all her 
thoughts gush so limpid from the heart, we cannot doubt that 
heart to be unpolluted too.” 

“Would that we knew where she is, my Mary!" said 
Richard of Woodville, thoughtfully. “ I fear for her much, 
left in the same land with that base villain, who has so per¬ 
secuted her, and of whose dark wiles there seems no end.” 

“She is safe, she is safe!” exclaimed the lady; “I have 
heard of her since she departed. She is safe, and with friends 
able and willing to protect her, I know; but I fear, indeed, 
that what you say is true in regard to that traitor, Simeon of 
Roydon. Do you donbt, Richard, that this forged letter from 
my father was some contrivance of his?” 

• “And yet," answered Woodville. “we can by no means 
trace it to him. The messenger declares he brought the 
packet as he received it. The count says he placed your 
father’s and his own together, and gave them to his page, 
who, in turn, vows he carried them straight to the messen¬ 
ger.” 

•“It is strange, indeed,” said Mary; “but as to poor Ella, 
she is safe; ana wherever I am, I will do my best to befriend 
her, Richard.” 

They were alone; and he pressed her to his heart with feel¬ 
ings far brighter, far tenderer, than mere passion, for beauty 
is but the expression of excellence; and when we find the sub¬ 
stance, oh, how much more deeply we love it than the picture! 
The fairest features that ever were chiselled by the hand of 
Nature, the sweetest form that ever woke wild emotions in 
the breast, could never have produced in the heart of Richard 
of Woodville the sensations that he then felt towards Mary 
Grey. 

Ere long they parted; and while she with her father wended 
on towards the court of the emperor. Sir John Grey, acting 
as a sort of precursor to the more splendid embassy soon after 
sent by Henry V. the young knight followed the Count of 
Charolois to Dijon and Besancon, and aided to raise that 
force with which John the Bold soon after took the field 
against the rival faction of Annagnac, then all-powerful in 
the court of France. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE DISAFTOISTMENT. 

Months had passed. The clang of trumpets and timbrels 
had sounded beneath the walls of Paris, from morning till 
well nigh vespers; and the clear blue country sky was glow¬ 
ing with the last rays of the sun before he set. But still the 
redoubted chivalry of Burgundy, with glittering arms and 
royal pageantry, stood upon the frosty ground before the 
gates, the towers of which were crowded with armed men who 
dared not issue forth to meet their enemies in the field, less 
because they doubted their own strength (for they were treble 
at least in number), than because they knew that, within that 
city, the popular heart beat high to take part with the bold 
Duke John, “the people’s friend.” 

Faults he had many; crimes of a dark dye he had committed; 
the blood of the Duke of Orleans was fresh upon his hand; 
but his princely generosity, his daring courage, and more than 
all, his love of the commons, a body grown everywhere al¬ 
ready into terrible importance, wiped out all stains in the eyes 
of the citizens of Paris; and they longed to build up once more 
the fabric of his power on the ruin of those proud nobles who, 
still in their attachment to pure feudal institutions, looked 
upon the craftsman and the merchant as little better than half 
emancipated serfs. 

' Long ere this period, the power of the middle classes had 
grown into an engine which might be guided, but could not 
be resisted without danger. In England, its influence had 
first been recognised by the great lie Montford, who had 
wisely attempted to direct its young energies in a just and 
beneficial course: for which the land we live in, nay, perhaps 
the world, owes him still a deep debt of gratitude. Influenced 
by the character of the nation, its progress in this country was 
marked by slow but steady increase of strength; and it went 
on gaining fresh vigour, more from the natural result of con¬ 
tests between the various institutions which it was destined to 
supersede, than from its own efforts to extend its sphere. 
Rebellious nobles looked to it for aid; kings courted its sup- 
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port; usurpers submitted more or less their claims to its 
approval; and ftom each and all it obtained concessions: 
seldom meeting any severe check, till in long after years a 
fatal effort was made to raise an embankmqnt against it, when 
it burst in a deluge over every obstacle. During the early 
period of our history it diffused itself calmly, more like the 
quiet overflowing of the fertilizing rill than the rush and de¬ 
structive outbreak of a pent-up torrent. But in France such 
was not the case, and for ages the struggle to resist it went 
on; while, partaking of the fierce but desultory and ungoverned 
activity of the people, it sometimes burst forth, sometimes was 
driven back, till at length its hour came, and it swept all be¬ 
fore it, washing away the seeds of good and evil alike, and 
leaving behind a new soil for the plough, difficult to labour, 
and fertile of thorns as well as verdure. 

In these middle ages of which I write, few were wise enough 
to see the existence, and comprehend the inevitable course, of 
the great latent principle which was destined to take the 

E lace of every other. The fact, the truth, that all power is 
■om the people, and that wisdom is the helm which must 
guide it, was a discovery of after times; and was, moreover, 
so repugnant to the spirit of the feudal system—that strange, 
but great ideal—that in the land where feudal instiutions were 
most perfect, the men who owed them all never dreamed 
that they could be swept away by the seemingly weak and 
homely influences which they were accustomed to use at their 
will: even as our ancestors, not many years ago, little imagined 
that the vapour which rose from the simmering kettle of the 
peasant or the mechanic would one day waft navies through 
the ocean, and reduce space to nothing. 

If there were any in that land of France who, without a 
foresight of what was to be, merely owned the existence of a 
great popular power, it was but to use it for their own pur¬ 
poses, ever prepared to check it the moment it had served 
their object. Some, indeed, in habits of mind and disposition, 
were of a character to win its aid by demeanour and conduct, 
and such was pre-eminently John the Bold. Strange, too, to 
say, that very chivalrous spirit which characterized so many 
of his actions won to his side a great body of the nobles, 
without alienating the middle and the lower classes; but it 
was that he was more the knight than the feudal baron, 
more the sovereign than the great lord. It must never be 
forgotten, in viewing the history of those times, that the 
original object of the institution of chivalry was to correct 
the evils of the feudal system-; to strike the rod from the 
hand of the oppressor, to defend the defenceless, and to right 
the wronged; and had chivalry remained in its purity, it 
might have averted long the lewnfal ot the system with 
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which it was linked. *;S!The people loved the true knight as 
much as they hated the feudal lord; and long after the decay 
of the order, even the affectation of its higher qualities botn 
won regard from the lower classes and excited the admira¬ 
tion of those above them, who retained any sparks of' the 
spirit which once animated it. 

Tims the Duke of Burgundy, though surrounded by many 
of the highest in the land, and possessed of their affection in an 
extraordinary degree, was popular with the trader in his shop 
and the peasant in his cot. Town after town had opened its 
gates to him as he advanced; and now he stood before the 
gates of Paris, trusting to the citizens to rise and give him 
admission. But the love with which he was regarded by the 
people was as well known to others as to himself, and all 
chance of a demonstration in his -favour had been guarded, 
against with the most scrupulous care. The Dauphin Duke 
of Aquitaine, whether willingly or unwillingly it is difficult to 
say, marched through the streets of the capital surrounded 
by the family of Orleans and the partizans of Armagnac, and 
followed by no less than eleven thousand men-at-arms, exhort¬ 
ing the populace in every quarter, by the voice of a herald, to 
remain tranquil, and resist the suggestions of the agents of the 
Burgundian faction. “And thus,” says one of the historians 
of the day, “they provided so well for the guard of the town, 
that no inconvenience occurred.” 

The walls and gates were covered with soldiery; the heralds 
and messengers of the duke were not suffered to approach, 
though their words were peaceful; and some of the Burgun¬ 
dian nobles who ventured too near, in order to speak with 
those whom they thought personally friendly, were driven 
back by arrows and quarrels. Even the kings of arms were 
threatened with death if they approached within bow-shot; ' 
and, though one was found bold enough to fix the letters of 
which he was the bearer on a lance before the gate of St. 
Anthony, and others contrived to obtain secret admission into 
the town, to distribute the duke’s proclamation amongst the 
people, and even affix copies to the gates of the churches and 
palaces, so strict watch was kept upon the citizens that a 
rising was impossible. 

Disappointed and angry, but with apparent scorn, the duke, 
who had not sufficient forces to render an attack upon the 
wall successful, even if it had been politic to make it, with¬ 
drew to St. Denis at nightfall; and the menacing array disap¬ 
peared from before Paris, like a pageant that had passed 
away. The leaders of the troops of Burgundy separated from 
those of Flanders and Artois, took up their abode where they 
had been quartered in the morning, at the hostel called “ the 
Lance,” Dearly opposite to the abbey; and, while the duke 
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remained for several hours closeted with some of his oldest 
counsellors, the Lord of Croy drew Richard of Woodville 
apart from the rest, and whispered that he wished to speak 
with him alone in his chamber. 

The young knight followed him at once; for the intimacy 
which had arisen between them at Lille, and on the road to 
Ghent, had ripened into friendship during their long expe¬ 
dition into Burgundy; and without preface the noble Bur¬ 
gundian exclaimed, as soon as the door was closed. “This 
will not go forward, Woodville. The duke, bold as he is, 
will not strike a stroke against the king's capital with the 
king therein. I see it well; and with this enterprise passes 
away my hope of delivering my poor boy John, who lies, as 
you know, a prisoner at MontlTierry, unless I can take some 
counsel for his aid.” 

“Nay, my good lord,” replied Richard, with a smile; 
“ doubtless you hare taken counsel already, and all I can say 
is, that if I can aid you, my hand is ready. Can you not 
march to Montl’herry and deliver him? The country is clear 
of men, for every one capable of bearing arms for tlie enemy 
has been gathered into Paris." 

“I have thought of it, Woodville,” replied the Lord of 
Croy; “ but a large body moving across the country would 
soon call the foe forth in great numbers; and, moreover, my 
lord the duke could ill spare so many men as your hand :.:ul 
mine would carry off. But I would give my land of Naurau- 
ville to any one who would lead a small party to Montl’herry, 
and set free the boy, as 1 have planned it.” 

“ Ah, my lord! I thought your scheme was fixed," said 
the young knight, laughing at the circuitous manner in which 
his friend had announced his wishes. “ Let me know what 
it is, and, as I said before: if I can succour your son, 1 ant 
ready.” 

“ To say truth, it is the boy’s own device," replied the 
Burgundian; “he has made a friend of the chaplain in the 
castle, where they hold him; and by this good man’s hands I 
receive letters from him. He tells me that, if a small body 
of resolute gentlemen, not well known to be of our party, 
could enter the town and keep themselves quiet therein for 
one day, he could find means to go forth to mass and escape 
under their escort. I have chosen out twenty of my surest 
men; but, as it was needful that they should pass for followers 
of the Duke of Orleans, I could not send any one to command 
them who had gained much renown in France, lest he should 
be known. Thus they want a leader; and where can I find 
one of sufficient experience, and yet not likely to be recog¬ 
nised, if you refuge me?" 

“ That will I not, my lord,” replied Richard of Wood- 
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ville; “but I must have the duke’s leave. Who are the 
men to go with me? I know most of those under your 
banner.” 

“ Lamont de Launoy,” replied the Burgundian; “ Villemont 
de Montebard, whom you know well; and Jean Boussel, are 
amongst them. Then, as for the duke’s leave, that is already 
gained; for I spoke to him as we marched back to-night; and 
he himself suggested that you should lead the party, because 
you speak the French tongue well, and yet your face is un¬ 
known in France.” 

“ A work of honour and of friendship shall never find me 
behind, my lord,” replied the young knight; “ and I will be 
ready to mount an hour before daylight; but I must have 
full command, my lord. Some of your men are turbulent, 
so school them well to obey; and, in the mean time, I will 
despatch a letter or two, for good and evil tidings reached me 
here together.” 

“ The good from your fair lady, I can guess,” said the Lord 
of Croy, ‘‘for I have heard to-day of her father’s journey 
back through Ghent towards England. The evil is not with¬ 
out remedy, I trust?” 

“No, 1 trust not,” replied Woodville; “it comes from a 
dear friend of mine, Sir Henry Dacre, who writes word that 
sonic one has done me harm in the king’s opinion, and speaks 
of letters sent from his highness long ago, requiring my re¬ 
turn, surely delivered, and yet unnoticed and unanswered. 
Now, no such letters ever reached my hand; nor can I dream 
who could have power to wrong me with King Henry; lor 
the only one inclined to do so is a banished man.” 

“ Three times have I remarked a stranger amongst your 
people since we were at Charleville,” answered the Lord of 
Croy. “ Once it was at Besancon, once at 'foul, and the other 
day again at Compiegne. Ilis face is unknown to me, and 
yet he was talking gaily with your band, as if he were one of 
them, hut he stayed not long; for this last time, I saw him as 
I passed through the court of the inn, and he was gone when 
I returned.” 

“ It shall be inquired into,” replied Richard of Woodville. 
“But now! must to these letters, my good lord; and to¬ 
morrow, an hour ere daybreak, I will be in the saddle. Pray 
God give us success, and that I may restore your son to your 
arms.” 

The Lord of Croy thanked him as such prompt kindness 
might well merit, and took his leave; but as soon as he was 
gone, Richard of Woodville leaned his head upon his hand in- 
thought, and with a somewhat dark and gloomy brow re¬ 
mained in meditation for several minutes. 

“What is it makes me so sad?” he asked himself; “ it can- 
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not be this empty piece of malice, from some unworthy fool, 
whose calumnies I can sweep away in a moment, and whose 
contrivances I can frustrate by a word of plain truth. The 
king does not believe that I would contemn his commands: in 
his neart he does not, I am sure! Yet I feel as if some great 
misfortune hung upon the wings of the coming hours! Per¬ 
chance I may fall in this very enterprise. Who can tell ? 
Many a man finds his fate in some petty skirmish who has 
passed through stricken fields unwounded. The lion-hearted 
Richard himself brought his life safe from Palestine and a 
thousand glorious fields, from dangers of all kinds, sufferings, 
and imprisonment, to lose it before the walls of a pitiful castle 
scarce bigger than a cottage. Well, what is to be will be! 
But I must provide against any event;” and, calling some of 
his men to speak with him, he told them that he was about to 
be absent for three days, taking no one with him but his page. 
He then gave them directions, in case of any mischance be¬ 
falling him, either to find their way back to England, or to 
continue to serve with the band of the Lord of Croy; but at 
all events, unless specially summoned by the King of England, 
not to quit the duke as long as he remained in the field. This 
done, he turned to his letters, and remained writing till a late 
hour of the night. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 


THE DISASTER. 

In the square of the pretty town of Montl’herry, nearly op« 
posite the church, ana under the domineering walls of the 
chateau, were two hostels, or inns, the one called the Wheat- 
sheaf, and the other the Bunch of Grapes; for in those days, 
as in the present time, the houses of public reception were not 
only more numerous in France than in any country in the 
world, but were ornamented with signs taken from almost 
every object under the sun, and from a great many that the 
.sun never shane upon. As every one knows, the little town 
of Montl’herry is situated on a high, isolated, and picturesque 
hill; and down one of the streets running from the Place , or 
square, could at that time be 6een the rich plain stretching 
out by Longpont to Plessis Saint Pcre, with the numerous 
roads which cross it in different directions towards Epinay, 
Ville-aux-bois, and other small towns, as well as the highway 
towards Paris. 
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Before these two inns on the morning ot a cold but clear 
day, towards the end of February, were collected some 
twenty men-at-arms, who had been lodging there from the 
night before, and who seemed now preparing to ride away 
upon their farther journey, after the morning meal, then 
called dinner, should have been discussed. In the mean time 
they were undergoing a sort of inspection from their leader: 
a young man of a tall and powerful frame and a handsome 
and engaging countenance, bronzed with the sun and marked 
with a scar upon his brow. Though he moved easily and 
gracefully under the weight, he was covered with complete 
armour from the neck to the heels, which displayed the spurs 
of knighthood, liis casque lay upon the bench at the door 
of the YVheatsheaf, and leaning negligently against the wall 
of the inn appeared the lances of the men-at-arms, who each 
stood beside his horse, while the knight passed from one to 
another, making some observation to each, sometimes in a 
tone of reproof, sometimes in words of praise. The host of 
one of the inns stood before his door observing their proceed¬ 
ings, and some lialf-a-dozen little boys were spending their 
'(lioness in gazing at the glittering soldiery. 

Towering above appeared the ancient castle held by the 
partiza:>s of the Orleans and Armagnac factions; and when it 
is remembered that those below were soldiers of the house of 
Burgundy, and that the young knight at their head was 
Richard of Woodville, it must be acknowledged that it was 
a somewhat bold stratagem thus to parade a body of hostile 
troops in the midst of an enemy’s town. The young leader, 
however, well knew that nothing but the assumption of per¬ 
fect ease and security could escape suspicion, and confirm the 
talc which had been told of his band being a party of the 
men of Orleans. 

The gate of the castle he could not see; but from time to 
time, as he passed from one man to another, he looked round 
to the door of the church, and presently, as the clock struck, 
he held up his fingers, saying, “What hour is that?” and 
then as he counted, he turned somewhat sharply to the host, 
exclaiming, “By the Lord! you have kept us so late for our 
dinner that we shall have time to take none. Bring the 
men out some wine. Quick, my men! quick! On with your 
bascinets!” 

The host assured him that the meal would be served in a 
minute; but the knight replied, “A minute! Did you not 
tell me so half an hour ago? Quick, bring out the wine, or 
we shall ha obliged to go without that. What do you think 
our lord will say if we wait for your minutes?" and while the 
host retired to bring the wine the men assumed their casques, 
and Richard of Woodville whispered to one who seemed 

V 
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superior to the rest, “He is in the church. I saw him go in 
with the priest.” 

“So did I,” replied the other; “but he has got a guard 
with him." 

“ We must not mind that,” replied Woodville; “ we shall 
have some start of them; for they will all be at dinner in the 
castle: no horses saddled, no armour buckled on. Mount, my 
men, mount! You can drink in the stirrups. Now, boy, give 
me ray casque.” 

The page ran and brought the bascinet; the host returned 
with the wine; and each man drank a deep draught and 
handed the cup and tankard to his neighbour. Richard of 
Woodville then sprang into his saddle, his page mounted, 
and taking the bridle of a spare horse, which was then very 
generally led after the commander of a party, followed his 
lord, as, with his lance in his hand, he headed his little 
troop, and took his way across the Place, saying aloud; as 
he rode slowly forward, “ One prayer to our Lady, and I am 
with you.” 

The host gazed after them to the door of the church, but 
thought it nothing extraordinary that a young knight should 
follow so common and laudable a custom as beginning a 
journey with a petition for protection. When, therefore, 
Richard of Woodville dismounted with two of his men, and 
entered the sacred building, he turned himself into his own 
house again, and applied himself to other affairs. In the 
mean while, the knight strode up the nave, looking around 
him as he went, while his two companions followed close 
behind. 

Some half-dozen women, principally of the lower orders, 
were the only persons at first visible; but in one of the small 
chapels, from which the sound of a voice singing mass was 
heard, they soon after perceived a young gentleman, habited 
in the garb of peace, kneeling at a little distance from the 
altar, before which stood a priest in robes, performing the 
functions of his office. 

“That is he,” whispered one of the Burgundians to Rich¬ 
ard of Woodville, and advancing straight to the young Lord 
of Croy, the knight took him by the arm, saying, in a low tone, 
“You are wanted John of Croy. Where is the guard who 
was with you?” 

“ Somewhere in the church, speaking with a woman who 
was to meet him here,” said the young lord, rising. 11 Perhaps 
we may get out without his seeing us.” 

“ Never mind if he do,” said Richard of Woodville; “ we 
shall- be far on the way before they are in the saddleand 
hurrying on with the' voungj Lord of Croy, he reached the 
door of the church without interruption. The priest could 
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not but see the whole of their proceedings, but he took no 
notice, going on with the service devoutly. 

The clang of the step of armed men, however, had caught 
another ear; and just as the yonng Lord of Croy was pass¬ 
ing out, a voice was heard exclaiming, “Whither are you 
going, young sir?” 

Richard of Woodville turned his head and replied, “ Home 1” 
and then issuing forth, closed the door, and thrust his dagger 
through the staple that confined the large heavy latch. The 
horse led by the page was close at hand; and John of Croy, 
with his deliverers, sprang into the saddle, and rode out of 
Montl’herry at full speed.* 

The precaution of the English knight in fastening the door 
proved less serviceable than he had hoped, however; for as 
they passed down the street, he turned and saw the man who 
had been sent to guard the prisoner, having found exit by 
some other means, running as fast as lie could go towards the 
castle; and when they reached the foot of the hill the sound 
of a trumpet came borne upon the breeze from above. 

On, on the little party hurried, however; and they had 
already gained so much ground that every prospect of escape 
seemed before them. But unfortunately, no one was well 
acquainted with the road: Richard of Woodville and his com¬ 
pany had found their way thither as best they could; and the 
young Lord of Croy, who was at the head of the band, while* 
Woodville brought up the rear, turned into a wrong path in 
the wood near Longpont, so that some time was lost ere they 
got right again. They were just issuing forth on a road which 
leads to the left of Lonjumeau, when the sound of pursuit 
caught the ear; and at the same moment the horse of the 
page stumbled and fell. 

“Up, up, boy!” cried Richard of Woodville, drawing In 
his rein, as he had nearly trodden the poor youth under his 
horse’s ieet; and then adding to those before, “Ride on! 
ride on!” he stooped and held out his hand to the lad, who 
staggered up, confused and half stunned with the fall. Before 
the horse could be raised, and the youth mount, coming round 
the angle of the wood, by a shorter cut, appeared the pursuers 
from Montl’herry. The Burgundians had followed the order 
to ride on, which, had they been the yonng knight’s own band, 
they might, under the circumstances, have perchance dis¬ 
obeyed. Woodville gazed after them, turned his eyes to¬ 
wards the enemy, the foremost of whom was not more than a 


* It is a strange omission on the part of the historians of the day, that in 
relating the escape of John of Croy, they hare not mentioned the name of 
. Richard of Woodville. 
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hundred yards distant, took one moment for consideration; 
and then, setting his lance in the rest, he spurred on towards 
the enemy. The man met him in full career, but, not pre¬ 
pared for such a sudden encounter, was unhorsed in a moment, 
and the two or three who followed pulled in the rein. The 
young knight’s object was gained; their pursuit was checked; 
and the advantage of even a few minutes was everything for 
tiie young Lord of Croy. 

“Surrender, knight, surrender!” cried the voice of one of 
the opposite party; but Woodville, though he well knew that 
such must be the result at last, resolved to struggle for a fur¬ 
ther delay; and exclaiming, “What! to half-a-dozen squires? 
Never! never!” he reined back his horse, as if to take ground 
for a fresh career, and again charged his lance, which had re¬ 
mained unsplintered, while his page rode up behind, asking, 
“ May I fight too, noble sir?" 

“No, boy, no! Keep back!” cried the knight; and at the 
same moment a more numerous party appeared to the sup- 

S ort of the Armagnacs, led by a baron’s banner. They bore 
own straight towards him, some one still calling upon him 
to surrender; and, seeing that farther resistance was vain, 
Woodville raised his lance and took off his gauntlet as a sign 
that he yielded. 

“After them like lightning!" cried the voice of a gentle¬ 
man in a suit of richly-ornamented steel. “ A knight is a 
good exchange for a squire; but we must not let the other 
escape. Now, fair sir, do you yield, rescue or no rescue?” 

“I do,” answered the young knight; “there is my glove, 
and I give you my faith.” 

“ Pray let us see your face,” continued the nobleman, rais¬ 
ing hi9 own visor, while the greater part of his troop rode on 
after the young Lord of Croy. Richard of Woodville fol¬ 
lowed his example; hut neither was known to the other, 
though as it afterwards proved they had once met before. 

“May I ask your name, fair sir?” demanded the captor, in 
the courteous tone then used between adversaries. 

“ Richard of Woodville," replied the young knight; and a 
imile came instantly upon the countenance of the other, who 
replied, “ A follower of Burgundy, dr I mistake. I regret I 
was not up sooner, good knight; for if the heralds gave me 
the name truly, I owe you a fall. When last we met, I was 
neither horsed nor armed for combat properly. The chance 
might have been different this time.” 

_ “ Perhaps it might, my lord the count,” answered Wood¬ 
ville; “fortune is one man’s to-day, another’s to-morrow. 
Mine is the turn of. ill luck, else had 1 not been here a 
prisoner.” 
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“I bear no malice, sir,” rejoined the Lord of Vaudemont; 
“ but if you please, we will ride back to Montl’herryand 
following the invitation, which was now a command, the 
young knight accompanied his captor, saying to himself, “ I 
felt that this enterprise would end ill, for me at least.” 

He knew not how fax the evil was to extend. 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 

THE CAPTIVITY. 


On! the long and tedious hours of imprisonment! How they 
weigh down the stoutest heart! How soul and mind seem 
lettered as well as body; and how the chain grows heavier 
every hour we wear it! Days and weeks passed by; weeks 
and months flew away; and, strictly confined to one small 
chamber in the castle of Montl’herry, Richard of Woodville 
remained a prisoner. 

The Count of Vaudemont, courteous in words, showed him¬ 
self aught but courteous in deeds. Every tone had been 
knightly and generous while he staid in the chateau, but 
ho results had followed. He would never fix the ransom of 
his captive; lie would never hold out any prospect of liberty, 
and ere long he departed for Paris, leaving Woodville in the 
hands of the chatelain of the place, who, severely blamed for 
the escape of the young Lord of Croy, revenged himself upon 
him by whose aid it had been accomplished. To that one 
little room, high up in the chateau, was Woodville restricted; 
no exercise was permitted to him but the pacing up and down 
of its narrow limits; no relaxations but to sing snatches of the 
old ballads of which he was so fond, or to gaze from under the 
pointed arch of the window over the changing scene below. 
No one was permitted to see him hut his own page, who had 
been captured with him, and one of the soldiers of the castle; 
no book existed within the walls; and materials for writing, 
purchased with difficulty in the town, were only granted him 
in order to write to the Lord of Vaudemont concerning his 
ransom. 

At first he remonstrated mildly; but when no other answer 
arrived but that the count would think of it, he took another 
tone, reproached him for his want of courtesy, and reminded 
him, that though he had surrendered rescup. or no rescue, the 
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refusal of reasonable ransom justified him in making his escape 
whenever the opportunity might occur. 

The count’s reply consisted of but four words, “Escape if 
you can;” and from that hour the guard kept upon him be¬ 
came more strict than before. The weary hours dragged 
heavily on. Summer succeeded to spring, and autumn to 
summer, without anything occurring to cheer the lonely va- 
vancy of his captivity but an occasional rumour brought by 
the page, or the soldier who acted as jailer, either of the great 
events which were then agitating Europe or of efforts made 
for his own liberation. The reports, however, were all vague 
and uncertain. He heard of war between France and Bur¬ 
gundy, but could with difficulty obtain any means of judging 
which party had gained the ascendancy. Then he heard of a 
new peace, as hollow as those which had preceded it; and 
with that intelligence came the tidings, which the page gained 
from the soldiers of the garrison, that a large ransom bail been 
offered for him; but whether by the Duke of Burgundy him¬ 
self, or the Lord of Croy, he could not correctly ascertain. 
Next came a rumour of dissensions between France and Eng¬ 
land, and of a.probable war; but none of the particulars could 
be learnt, except that the demands of Henry V. were, in the 
opinion of thjt Frenchmen, extravagant, and that the greater 
part of the nation looked forward with delight to an opportu¬ 
nity of ■wiping away the disgrace of Crcssy and Poictiers, and 
blotting out for ever the treaty of Bretigny. 

Oh! what would be have given for his liberty then! All his 
aspirations for glory and renown, all his hopes of whining 
praise and advancement, all the dreams of young ambition, all 
the bright imaginations of love, rose up before him as memo¬ 
ries of the dead. Those prison walls were their cold sepulchre, 
that solitary chamber the tomb of all the energies within him. 
He had well nigh become frantic with disappointment phut 
he straggled successfully with the despair of liis own thoughts, 
as every man of a really powerful mind will do. No one can 
obtain full mastery of the minds of others w ithout having fulL 
mastery of his own. He w’ould not suffer his fancy to dwell 
upon sad things; he strove to create for himself objects of 
interest; and from the arched window he made himself ac¬ 
quainted as a friend with every object in the wide-spread 
scene beneath his eyes. Every church spire, every castle 
tower, every belt of wood, every stream and every road, every 
hamlet and every house, for miles around, were described and 
marked as if he had been mapping the country in his own 
mind. But it was only that he was seeking for objects of in¬ 
terest, and he found them; and variety, too, he found; for 
evety hour and every season brought its change. The vary¬ 
ing shadows as (Jay rose or declined; the different hues of 
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Bummer and of winter, of autumn and of spring; the change¬ 
ful aspect of the April day; the frowning sublimity of the 
thunder-storm; the cold, stern, desolate gloom of the wintry 
air, all gave food to nourish fancy with, and from which he 
extracted thought and occupation. 

He had withal one grand support and consolation, the best 
after the voice of religion: a conscience clear of offence. He 
could look back tipon the past and say, 1 have done well. 
There was no reproach within him for opportunities missed, 
advantages wasted, or ill deeds done; and often and often he 
thought of the first song that poor Ella Brune had sung him, 
and of that stanza in which she said— 


In hours of pain and grief, 

If such thou must ouduro. 

Thy breast shall know relief. 

In honour tried and pure; 

For the true heart and kind 
Its recompense shall And; 
Shall win praise. 

And golden days. 

And live in many a tala 


m the mean while, his treatment varied greatly at different 
times. Sometimes the chatclain was harsh and severe, refus¬ 
ing him almost everything that was necessary to his comfort; 
at others, with the caprice which is so common amongst rude 
and uncivilised people, he would seem joyous and good- 
humoured : would visit his prisoner, talk with him, and send 
him dishes from liis own table, permitting many a little alle¬ 
viation of his grief, which on former occasions he denied. In 
one of these happier moods he allowed the page to buy his 
master a cithern, which proved one of the prisoner’s greatest 
comforts and resources; and not long after, in the summer of 
1415, a still greater change of conduct took place towards him. 
IBs table became supplied with princely liberality; rich wines 
and dainty meats were daily set before him; and the page was 
suffered to go at large about the town to procure anything his 
master might require.* 

One day the boy returned very much heated with exercise, 
and moved with what seemed pleasurable feelings; and look¬ 
ing round the room eagerly, he closed the door with care. 

“You have tidings, Will,” said the young knight, “and 
joyful tidings, too, or I am mistaken.” 

“I have better than tidings,” replied the boy. “I have a 
letter. Read it quick, and then hide itl I ■mil go out into 
the passage and watch, lest Joachim come up. He was loll¬ 
ing at the foot of the stairs.” 

Richard of Woodville took the letter from the boy eagerly, 
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and read what was written on the outer cover. The words 
were few, and in a hand he did not know. “Nothing has 
been left undone,” the writet said, “ to set you free. A baron’s 
ransom has been offered fi)T you and refused. The Duke of 
Burgundy required your liberation as one of the terms of 
peace, but could not obtain it. The Lord of Croy offered two 
prisoners of equal rank, and ransom besides, but did not 
succeed. But iear not; friends are gathering round you. Be 
prepared to depart at a moment’s notice, and you shall be set 
free as others have been. The moment you are free, hasten 
to England, for you have been belied.” 

Within this was a short letter from Mary Grey, full of 
tenderness and affection, with words and avowals which she 
might have scrupled to utter for any other purpose but the 
generous one of consoling and supporting him she loved in 
sorrow and adversity. Beneath her name were written a few 
words from her father, expressive of more kindness, confi¬ 
dence, and regard, than he had ever previously shown; but 
he, too, spoke of the young knight’s return to England as 
absolutely necessary for his own defence; and he too alluded 
to the rumours against him, without stating what those ru¬ 
mours were. 

' If there was much to cheer, there was much to distress and 
grieve; and Woodville paused for several minutes to think 
over the contents of these letters, and to consider what could 
be the nature of the calumnies referred to, believing that he 
had fully refuted the charge of having neglected to obey the 
king’s command to return to England, before he set out on 
the expedition which bad been attended by such an unfortu¬ 
nate result. At length the page looked in to see if he had 
done; and Woodville, bidding him shut the door, inquired 
from whom he had received the letters. 

“It was from the young clerk, noble sir,” replied the hoy, 
“who was with Sir John Grey at Charleville. I saw a youth 
in a black gown wandering about the castle gates some days 
since; and as I stood alone upon the drawbridge, about lialf- 
an-hour ago, he passed me again, and seeing that there was 
no one there, made me a sign to follow. I walked after him 
into the church, and then he gave me the letter for you, but 
bade me tell you to be upon your guard, for that there are 
enemies near as well as friends. To make sure that you were 
not deceived, he said you were to put trust in no one who did 
not give you the word, ‘“Mary Markham.’” 

“Hark!” cried Woodville, rising and going to the window. 
“There are trumpets sounding!” 

“I heard the Lord of Vaudemont was expected to-day,” 
replied the boy. 

“And there he is,” said Richard of Woodville, watching a 
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body of horse coming up the hill. “ On my honour, if I have 
speech with him, he shall hear my full thoughts on his dis¬ 
courteous conduct. But now, hie thee away, Will! Seek 
out this young clerk in the town, and ask if he can convey 
my answer back to the letters which he brought. I will find 
means to write if he can.” 

“ Oh! I can find him,” replied the boy, “ for he told me 
where he lodged: in the house of a widow woman named 
Chatain.” 

“Away, then!” answered Woodville; “let them not find 
you here.” 

When he looked forth from the window again, the young 
knight could no longer perceive the body of horse he had seen 
advancing; but the noises which rose up from the court of the 
castle below, the clang of arms, the gay tones of voices laughing 
and talking, the word of command, and the shout of the warder, 
showed him that the party had already arrived. About an 
hour passed without his hearing more; but then came the 
sound of' steps in the passage; the door opened, and three 
gentlemen entered, of whom the first was the Count of "Vau- 
demont. The next was a man several years younger; and 
the third, a stout ill-favoured personage, of nearly filly years 
of age. None of them were armed, except with a dagger, 
usually worn hanging from the waist; and all were dressed 
in the extravagant style of the French court in that day, with 
every merely ornamental part of dress exaggerated till it be¬ 
came a monstrosity. Every colour, too, was the brightest 
that could be found; each contrasted with the other in the 
most vivid and inharmonious assortment, green and red, amber 
and blue, pink and yellow, so that each man looked like some 
gaudy eastern bird new feathered. 

The Lord of Vaudemont was evidently in a light and 
merry mood, or, at least, affected it; for he entered laughing, 
and at once held out his hand to liis prisoner, as if a familiar 
friend. 

liichard of Woodville, however, drew back, saying, “Your 
pardon, my good lord. I ain a captive, for whom ransom has 
been refused. You forget!” 

“Nay, I remember it well, sir knight!” replied the count, 
laughing again; “and that you intend to escape. You have 
not succeeded yet, I see. However, let me set myself right 
with you on that head. Tis not I who refuse your ransom. 
Tis my lord, the Duke of Aquitaine, who will not have you 
set free just yet, so that I risk my angels if you have wit 
enough to find your way out. His commands, however, are 
express, and I must obey. My lord, the Duke of Orleans, 
here present, will witness for me, as well as my lord of 
Armagnac, that I would far rather have your gold in my 
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purse, where it is much needed, than your person in Mont- 
1'herry, where it could be well spared." 

The young knight regarded the famous nobles of whom he 
had heard so much with no slight interest; and the Duke of 
Orleans, drawing a settle to the table, leaned his head upon 
his arm in a thoughtful attitude, saying, “ It is quite true, sir; 
but perhaps that may be remedied ere long. If you be w ill¬ 
ing to renounce the cwse of Burgundy, and agree to serve 
no more against the crown of France, the difficulty may be 
removed.” 

“I have no purpose, sir, to ride for that good lord the 
duke any more,” answered Kicliard of Woodville; “ 1 did but 
seek his court to win honour and renown; but now I am 
called to England by many motives, so that I may well pro¬ 
mise not to serve with him again; but if your proposal goes 
further, and you would have me give my knightly word not 
to fight for my sovereign against any power on earth where 
he may need my arm, I must at once say no. 1 am his vas¬ 
sal, and will do my duty according to my oath, whenever he 
shall call upon me. lie is my liege lord; and-” 

“There are some Englishmen, and not a few,” said the 
Count of Armagnac, in a harsh and grating tone of voice, 
‘‘who do not hold him to be such, but rather a usurper. 
Edmund, Earl of March, is your liege lord, young knight.” 

“He has never claimed that title, noble sir,” answered 
Richard of Woodville; “and indeed has renounced it, by 
swearing allegiance himself to his great cousin.” 

“Compulsion, all compulsion!" said the Duke of Orleans; 
“we shall yet see him on the throne of England.” 

“I trust not, my lord the duke,” answered the English 
knight; “but if the plea of compulsion can, in your eyes, 
justify the breach of an oath, how could you expect me to 
keep a promise made, not to serve against this crown of 
France, here in a prison?” 

“But why say you that you' trust not to see him on the 
throne?” asked the Count of Armagnac, evading the part of 
Woodville’s reply which he would have found difficult to 
answer. “He is surely a noble and courteous gentleman, 
full of high virtues.” 

“Far inferior in all to his royal cousin,'' answered the 
knight; “ but it is not on that account alone I say so, but for 
many reasons. We Englishmen believe that our crown is held 
by somewhat different rights from yours of France. At the 
coronations of our kings, we by our free voices confirm them 
on their throne. The people of England have a say in the 
question of a monarch's title, and without that recognition 
t^cy are not kings of England. To our present sovereign the 
nobles of the land offered their homage ere the crown was 
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placed upon bis brow; but be, as wise in this as in all else, 
would receive none till be was proclaimed king, not by a 
herald’s trumpet, but by the tongues of Englishmen. Be¬ 
sides, I say, 1 trust I shall never see the Earl of March wear¬ 
ing the English crown, because I hope never to see an honour¬ 
able nobleman ibrget his oath, nor a perjured monarch on the 
throne.” 

“ And yet your Fourth Ilarry forgot his,” said the Duke of 
Orleans. 

“ Not till intolerable wrongs and base injustice dro've him to 
it,” answered the knight; “not till the monarch so far forgot 
his compact with the subject as to free him from remembrance 
of his part of the obligation. Besides, I was then a boy; I 
found a sovereign reigning by the voice of the people; to him 
I pledged my first oath of fealty. I have since pledged it to 
his son; and I will keep it.” 

The two counts and the duke looked at each other with a 
significant glance; and after a moment’s consideration the 
Count of Vaudemont changed the subject, saying, “Well, 
good knight, such are your thoughts. We may judge diffe¬ 
rently. But say, how have you fared lately? 1 heard that 
our worthy chatelain here had been somewhat harsh with 
you, resolving that you should not play him such a trick as 
the boy of Oroy; and I ordered that snch treatment should 
be amended. Has it been done? I would not have you used 
unworthily.” 

“ It has been done in some points, my lord,” replied Richard 
of Woodville, “but not in all." 

“ Nay, good faith, with warning from your own lips that 
you sought to escape,” answered the count, “he was right 
not to relax on all points.” 

“But some he might have relaxed, yet held me safe,” re¬ 
joined the young knight. “ I have been cut off from all means 
of holding any communion with my friends, though it was 
most needful that I should urge them to offer what terms 
might find favour for my liberation. I have been kept more 
like some felon subject of this land than as a fair prisoner of 
war.” 

“Nay, that must be changed,” said the Duke of Orleans; 
“ such was not your intention, I am sure, De Vaudemont?” 

“ By no means, noble duke,” answered the count. “ I will 
take order that it be so no more. You shall have liberty to 
write to whom you will, sir knight; and indeed, having a 
courier going soon to England, you will have the means 
right soon, if you will, of sending letters. I have heard,” 
he added with a laugh, “ that there is a certain noble gentle¬ 
man of the name of Grey, with whom you have some dear 
relations, much in King Henry’s confidence, if I mistake not. 
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Perchance, were he to use his influence with that prince, 
something might be done to mitigate the dauphin’s sternness. 
We are still negotiating with England, though, by my faith, 
these preparations at Southampton, and this purchase of ves¬ 
sels from the Hollanders, look more warlike than one might 
have wished.” 

“ If my liberation, noble count, depends on Sir John Grey’s 
using his influence for aught but his sovereign’s interests,” re¬ 
plied Richard of Woodville, “ I fear I shall be long a captive. 
However, to him will be, perchance, my only letter; tor he 
can communicate with other friends.” 

“ Do as you will, noble lords,” cried the Count of Armag- 
nac, who had been sitting silent for some time, gnawing his 
nails in gloomy meditation; “ but were I you, I would suffer no 
such letters to pass. They will but tend to counteract all that 
you desire. Here you have in your hands one of the hearty 
enemies of France: that is clear from every word; one who, 
at all risks, would urge his sovereign to deeds of hostility 
against us, when we are already wrung by internal discord. 
Why should you suffer him to pour such poison into the 
hearts of his countrymenV” 

“Nay, nay,” replied the Count of Vaudemont; “my word 
is given, and I cannot retract it. We are less harsh than you, 
my lord, and doubt not that this noble knight will say nothing 
against the cause of those who grant him this permission.” 

“ On no such subjects will I treat, sirs,” answered Richard 
of Woodville; “ the matter of my letter will be simple enough, 
my own liberation being all tlie object.” 

“You must be quick, however,” said the Lord of Vaude¬ 
mont; “for at morning-song to-morrow the messenger de¬ 
parts.” 

The young kniglit replied that his letters would be ready in 
an hour, and the three noblemen withdrew for a moment; but 
he could hear that they continued speaking together in the 
passage; and the next instant the Duke of Orleans and the 
Count of Armagnac returned. “We cannot suffer long let¬ 
ters, sir knight,” said the latter, as soon as he entered; “if all 
you wish is to treat for your ransom, and to induce your friends 
to exert themselves for vour liberation, you can send messages 
by word of mouth, which we can hear and judge of.” 

“ But how will my friends know that such messages really 
come from me?” demanded Woodville, with deep mortifi¬ 
cation. 

“Why," replied the connt, after a moment’s thought, “you 
may send a few words in the French tongue, in our presence; 
tor we have heard of inks and inventions which escape the 
eyes of all but the persons for whom they are intended. You 
may send a few words, I say, merely telling the gentlemen to 
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whom you write to give credit to what the bearer shall 
speak.” 

Woodville paused and meditated; but then, having formed 
his resolution, he replied, “Well, my good lord, if better may 
not be, so will I do. Send me the messenger when you will, 
and I will give him the credentials required.” 

“ Call him now, my fair Lord of Armagnac,” said the Duke 
of Orleans, with a significant look. “He is below.” 

The count soon re-appeared with a stout, plain-looking man, 
habited as a soldier; and Woodville, after inquiring if he had 
ever been in England before, and finding that such was not 
the case, gave him directions for seeking out Sir John Grey 
in Winchester, from which town the letters that had been 
conveyed to him were dated. He then gave him messages to 
Mary’s father; and pointing out that it would be better to lose 
any amount of money rather than remain longer in prison, he 
besought the knight to borrow a sum for him to the value of 
one-lialf of his estates, and offer it to the lord of Vaudcmont 
as his ransom, adding, somewhat bitterly, “Tell the good 
knight that I find in France the fine old spirit of chivalry is 
at an end which led each noble gentleman to fix at once a 
reasonable ransom for an honourable prisoner, and that no¬ 
thing but an excessive sum will gain a captive’s liberty." 

The Duke of Orleans frowned, but made no observation in 
reply, merely speaking a few words in a low tone to the Count 
of Armagnac, who went to the door and called aloud for a 
strip of parchment and some ink. 

What he required was soon brought; and he laid before the 
young knight a narrow slip, not large enough to contain more 
than a sentence or two, saying, “There, fair sir; you can write 
in the usual form, as follows.” 

Richard of Woodville took the pen and addressed the letter 
at the top to Sir John Grey, the Duke of Orleans coming 
round and looking over his shoulder, while the Count of 
Armagnac stood on the opposite side of the table and dictated 
what he was to write. 

“ You can say,” he proceeded, “ ‘These are to beg of you, 
by your love and regard for me, to hear and believe wbat the 
bearer will tell you on my part,’ and then put your name.” 

Richard of Woodville wrote as he directed, word for word, 
till he came to the conclusion, but then he added rapidly, 
“ touching my ransom,” and affixed his signature so close that 
nothing could be interpolated. 

“What! have you written more?” cried the count, whose 
eye was fixed upon his hand. 

“Touching my ransom," said the Duke of Orleans, gazing 
across. The count snatched up the parchment and read it 
with a frowning brow, as if angry that his dictation had not 
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been exactly followed; and then, beckoning to the Duke ot 
Orleans and the 'messenger, he hurried abruptly out of the 
room. The door was not yet shut by the inferior person who 
went out last, when the young prisoner heard the Count of 
Armagnac say to the duke, in a low growling tone, “This will 
not do.” 

“Let me see,” said the voice of the Lord of Vaudemont, 
who had apparently been waiting behind the door. A blas¬ 
phemous oath followed, and Richard of Woodville heard no 
more; but a smile crossed his countenance, for they had evi¬ 
dently sought to use him for some secret purpose of their 
own, and had been frustrated. 


CHAPTER XXXVIH. 

THE FLIGHT. 

A month had passed, and Richard of Woodville sat alone in 
his solitary chamber, on a dark and stormy night, towards the 
end of September, reading by the glimmering lamp-light a 
book which had been procured for him in the town by his 
page. The rain blew, the wind whistled, the small panes of 
glass in the casement rattled and shook, and the howling of 
the breeze, as it swept round the old tower, seemed full of 
melancholy thoughts. Ilis own imaginations were heavy and 
desponding enough, and he eagerly strove to withdraw his 
attention, both from the voice of the storm without and from 
the dark images that rose up in his own heart. But he could 
not govern his mind as he desired; and still from the pages of 
the book he would lift his eyes, and, gazing into vacancy, re¬ 
volve every point in his fate, gaining, alas! nothing but fresh 
matter for sad reflection. He had seen no more of the Count 
de Vaudemont, the Duke of Orleans, or the Count of Armag¬ 
nac, and had learned that they had quitted Montl’herry early 
on the day following that during which he had received their 
visit. He little heeded their departure, indeed, or desired to 
see them; for he felt convinced that their only object had 
been to make a tool of him for secret purposes of their own; 
and that, disappointed therein, they were in no degree dis¬ 
posed to show him favour, or even to listen to just remon¬ 
strance. 

What grieved and depressed him more was the unaccount¬ 
able disappearance of the young clerk who had brought him 
the letters from Sir John Grey, but who had been no more 
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seen by the page after the arrival of the Count de Vaudemont 
in the town. The boy inquired at the widow’s where the 
clerk had lodged, and was told he had left the place; and no 
further trace could be discovered of the course he had pursued, 
or whither lie had turned his steps. The distracted state of 
the country, indeed, the young knight thought, might have 
scared the novice away; for the page brought him daily 
reports of strange events taking place around, of factions, 
stritfe, and bloodshed, in almost every province of France, and 
of rumours that daily grew in strength and consistency, of 
foreign wars being speedily added to the miseries of the land. 
Large bodies of armed men passed through the town at dif¬ 
ferent times; the garrison of the castle was diminished to swell 
the forces preparing for some unexplained enterprise; and the 
chatclain himself was called to lead them to the field. 

But a stricter guard than ever was kept on the prisoner. 
Of the scanty band that remained in the castle, one always 
remained in arms at his door, and another was stationed at 
the foot of the stairs. Night and day he was closely watched; 
and the page himself was not permitted to go in and out, 
except at certain hours. All chance of escape seemed removed; 
and latterly did Kichard of Woodville ponder upon the pros¬ 
pect of long captivity, at the very time w-hen, under other 
circumstances, opportunity must have occurred for the exer¬ 
tion of all those energies by which he had so fondly hoped to 
win glory, station, and renown. 

lie struggled hard against such thoughts, and all the bitter¬ 
ness they brought with them; and after indulging them for a 
feu- minutes, turned ever to the page of tlie book he was 
reading, and laboured through the crabbed lines of the ill- 
written manuscript; finding perhaps as much interest in 
making out the words as in their sense. It was after one of 
the fits of meditation we have spoken of that he thus again 
applied himself to read, and turned over several pages care¬ 
lessly. to see what would come next in the dull old romaunt, 
when suddenly lie saw a fresher page than any of the others, 
and found upon it, written in Knglish, and in a different hand 
from the rest, but in lines of equal length, so as to deceive a 
careless eye, and lead to a belief that the words were but a 
continuation of the poem, the following warning and intelli¬ 
gence :— 

“ Be prepared. Lie not down to rest. Take not off your 
clothes. King Henry is in France. The Earl of Cambridge, 
the Lord Scrope, and Sir Thomas Grey, have been executed 
for treason, ilarfleur has been taken, and the king is march¬ 
ing on through the land.” 
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There ended the lines, and the yonng knight, closing the 
hook, started up, and clasped his hands with agitation and 
surprise. “Harfleur taken, and I not there!” he cried. 
“This is bitter, indeed! I shall go mad if they do not free 
me soon. Sir Thomas Grey! surely it cannot be written by 
mistake. 1 remember one Sir Thomas Grey, a powerful 
knight of Northumberland. The Lord Scrope, too! why, he 
was the king’s chamberlain! What can all this mean? Tre- 
pared! I will be prepared, indeed. Hark! they are changing 
the guard at the door. I must not let them see me thus 
agitated, if they look inand seating himself again, he opened 
the book and seemed to read. 

No one came near, however, for another hour, and ltichard 
of Woodville gathered together all that might be needful in 
case his escape should be more near than he ventured to hope: 
the little stock of money that remained, a lew jewels, and 
trinkets of gold and silver, and a dagger which he had kept 
concealed since his capture; for the rest of his arms and his 
armour had been taken from him as fair spoil. After this was 
done he sat and watched; but all was silent in the chateau, 
except when the guard at his door rose and paced up anil 
down the passage, or hummed a verse or two of some idle 
song to wile away the hours. 

At length, however, after a long, dead pause, he heard a 
whisper; and then the bolt of the door was undrawn without, 
and rising quietly, he gazed towards it as it opened. The 
only figure that presented itself was that of the guard, whom 
he had often seen before, and noticed as apparently a gay, 
good-humoured man, who treated him civilly, and asked after 
his health in a kindly tone whenever he had occasion to visit 
him. The man’s face w’as now grave, and, Woodville thought, 
a little anxious, and besides his own arms he bore in his hand 
a sheathed sword with its baldric, and a large coil of rope upon 
his arm. Without uttering a word, he 'Crossed the chamber, 
came' close up to the young knight, and put the sword in liis 
hands. Then advancing to the window, he opened it, fastened 
one end of the rope tight to the iron bar which ran up the 
centre of the casement, and suffered the other to drop gently 
down on the outside. Kichard of Woodville gazed with some 
interest at this proceeding, as may be supposed. In the state 
of his mind at that moment, no means of escape could seem 
too desperate for him to adopt; and although he doubted that 
the rope, though strong, would bear his weight, he resolved 
to make the attempt, notwithstanding the tremendous height 
of the window from the ground. 

Approaching the man, he whispered, “Would it not be 
better for you to turn the rope round the bar and let me down? 
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My hands have been so long in prison that I doubt their 
holding their grasp very tightly.” 

The man merely waved his finger and shook his head 
without reply, finished what he was about, and taking from 
the table one of the gloves which the young knight had worn, 
under his gauntlets, much to the spectator’s surprise, dropped 
it out of the window. 

“Now come with me,” he whispered; “it is needful for us 
who stay behind to have it thought for a day or two that you 
have made your escape without help. The demoiselle has 
paid us half the money, as she promised, and we will keep 
our word with her. There shall no danger attend you. We 
have better means of getting you out than breaking your neck 
by a tall from the casement.” 

“But you were to give me a word,” said liichard of Wood- 
ville. 

“Ay,” answered the man, “I recollect: it was ‘Mary 
Markham.’ Follow me!” 

Without hesitation, the prisoner accompanied him; but 
paused for an instant in some surprise on finding two armed 
men at the back of the door, one holding a lamp in his hand. 
The guard who was with him, however, took no notice; but, 
receiving the lamp from the other, led the way in a different 
direction from the staircase up which Woodville had been 
brought, when first he was conducted to his chamber of cap¬ 
tivity. Then opening a door on the right, he entered a room, 
in the wall of which appeared a low archway, exposing to the 
eye, as the light flashed forward, the top of a steep, small 
staircase. 

“ 1 will go down first with the lamp,” whispered the man, 
“that you may see where you are going. Give a heed to 
your footing, too, for it is mighty slippery', especially on such 
a damp night as this.” 

Thus saying, he led the way, and Richard of Woodville 
followed down the winding steps, cut apparently in the thick¬ 
ness of the wall. Green mould and clammy slime hung upon 
all the stones as they descended, except where, every here and 
thel-e, a loophole admitted the free air of heaven and chased 
the damp away. The steps, seemed interminable, one after 
another, till after a time, Woodville became sure that they 
were descending to a greater depth than the mere base of 
the castle; and looking round, as the lamplight gleamed upon 
the walls, he beheld no more the hewn stone work which, 
had appeared above, but the rough excavation of the solid 
rock. At length the steps ceased, as, passing along a vault of 
masonry, perhaps forty or fifty feet long, the man unbolted 
and unbarred a small but solid door covered with iroi^ plates;, 
and in a moment the lamp was extinguished by the blast from 

x 
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without. All seemed dark and impenetrable to the eye; the 
wind roared through the vault, the rain dashed in the faces of 
Woodville and his companion; but, giving the lamp a curse, 
as if it had been to blame for what the storm had done, the 
man set it down behind the door, and then walked on, saying, 
“ Keep close to me, for it is steep here.” 

Following down a little path as the man led, the young 
knight’s eyes became more accustomed to the gloom, and he 
thought he descried at a short distance a group of men and 
horses standing under a light feathery tree. Hurrying on 
with eager hope, he demanded of his guide who the persons 
were whom he saw before him. 

“Your saucy page is one,” said the guard, “but who the 
others are I do not know. The young clerk, I suppose, is 
one, and his servant the other; for 1 dare say the demoiselle 
would not come out on such a night as this; and, faith 1 can¬ 
not well see whether they he men or women in this light;” 
and he shaded his eyes with his hands, with very needless 
precaution, where scarcely a ray pierced the welkin. 

At that moment, however, one of the figures moved towards 
him, asking, “ Is all right?” 

• “All, all!” answered the guard; “have you brought the 
rest of the money, master clerk? Here stands the prisoner 
free; so my part of the bargain is done.” 

“And there is the rest of the gold, good fellow,” replied the 
other speaker; “ all right money, and well counted.” 

“Ay, I must take it on your word,” said the man who had 
brought Woodville thither; “my lamp has been blown out; 
but 1 may well trust you, for the other halt was full tale mid 
a piece over.” 

“That was for chaffage,” replied the youth; “and if this 
noble knight gets safe to the king's camp, you shall have a 
hundred pieces more; so go and keep his escape, and the way 
he has taken, as secret as possible." 

“That T will, for mine own sake,” answered the soldier, 
“or 1 should soon know gibbet and cord. Good night, good 
night!’’ and waving bis hand be turned away, while the young- 
clerk addressed Woodville, saying, “ You must put yourself 
under my guidance, noble sir, for a few hours, and then we 
shall be safe.” 

“I have much to thank you for, young gentleman,” answered 
Woodville, following, as the other hurried on to the horses; 
and in a few minutes the knight, his page, the clerk, and the 
clerk’s servant, were on their way. But to Woods ille’s sur¬ 
prise, instead of taking any of the by-roads that led on through 
the country to remote villages and" hamlets, they followed the 
direct high road towards Paris, which he had gazed upon for 
many a day from his solitary chamber in the tower. 
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After proceeding some way in silence, without hearing any 
sounds which could lead them to believe that the knight's 
escape had been discovered, and that they were pursued, 
Woodvillo endeavoured to gain some information from the 
clerk of Sir John Grey, as to the means which had been taken 
to effect his liberation, and more particularly as to the lady 
who had been mentioned by the guard. 

On the latter point the youth replied not; and on the for¬ 
mer he merely said, “The means were very simple, noble 
knight, and you yourself saw some of them employed. Money, 
which unlocks all doors, was the key of your prison. The man 
who refuses ransom to a captive had better see that he guard 
him sure; lor that which is a small sum to him may be a 
great one to a jailer, and one quarter of the amount offered 
for your redemption served to set you free. But I think, sir,” 
lie added, “ we had better speak as little as possible upon any 
head till we have passed the capital; for the tongue of an 
escaped prisoner, like the track of gore to the bloodhound, 
often brings him within the fangs of his pursuers.” 

Richard of Woodvillo judged the caution too wise not to be 
followed; and on they rode in silence at a brisk pace, with 
the wind biowing and the rain dashing against them, through 
the darkness of the night, for somewhat more than two hours, 
following the broad and open road all the way, till the young 
knight thought they must he approaching Paris. More than 
once, indeed, ho fancied that he caught a glimpse of some- 
large dark mass before him, and imagination shaped towers 
and pkmacks iu the black obscurity of night; but at length 
the clerk's man, who seemed to act as guide, pronounced the 
words, "To the left!” and, striking into a narrower though 
still well-beaten path, they soon came upon a river, flowing on 
dull and heavy, hut with a glistening light in the midst of its 
dark banks, which they followed for some way, till a bridge 
presented itself, which they crossed, and then, turning a little 
to tile right again, continued their course without drawing a 
rein, till the faint gray streaks of morning began to appear in. 
the east. 

Shortly, after a bell was heard ringing slowly, apparently at 
no great distance; and the young clerk said aloud, with a sigh 
of relief, -‘Thank God!” 

“ You arc fatigued, young gentleman, with this long stormy 
ride, 1 fear?” said Richard of Woodville. 

“A little,” was the only reply; and in a few minutes they 
stopped at the gate of a small walled building, bearing the 
aspect of some inferior priory of a religious house. The bell 
was still ringing when they approached, but the door was 
closed; and the clerk and his attendant dismounted and 
knocked for admission. A hoard was almost immediately 
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withdrawn from behind a grating of iron, about a palm in 
breadth and twice as much in length, and a voice demanded, 
“Who are you?” 

“Bourgogne!” replied the clerk; and instantly the door 
was opened without further inquiry. The arrival of the party 
seemed to have been expected, for two men, not dressed in 
monastic habits, took the horses without further inquiry; a 
monk addressed himself to Woodville, and bade him follow; 
and before he could ask any questions he and his companions 
were led in different directions, the one to one part of the 
building, and the others to another. 

With the same celerity and taciturnity, his guide introduced 
him to a small but comfortable chamber, provided him with 
all that he could require, and bidding him strip off his wet 
clothes and lie down to rest in peace, returned with a cup of 
warm spiced wine, “ to chase the damp out of his marrow,” 
as he termed it. The young knight drained it willingly, and 
then would fain have asked the old man some questions; but 
the only information he could gain imported that he was at 
•Triel, the old man always replying, “To bed, to bed, and 
•sleep. You can talk when you have had rest.” 

■ Woodville, finding he could obtain no other answer, followed 
his counsel, and, wearied with such a journey after a long 
period of inactivity, but with a heart lightened by the feeling 
that he was free, he had hardly laid his limbs on the pallet 
before he was asleep. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THE PRISONER PREE. 

The only true calm and happy sleepthat man can ever obtain 
is given by the heart at ease. Slumber, deep, profound, and 
heavy, may be obtained by fatigue of body or of mind; but 
even those great and tranquil-spirited men, of whom it is re¬ 
corded that, at any time, they could lie down, banish thought 
and care, and obtain repose in the most trying circumstances, 
must have gained the power from that consciousness of having 
done all to ensure success in the course before them that 
human wisdom can achieve, or by that confidence in the 
resources within which arc the chief lighteners of the load of 
life. 

Richard of Wcodville slept soundly, but it was heavily. It 
was the sleep of weariness, not of peace. His mind was 
agitated, even during slumber, with many of the subjects which 
might well press lor attention in the circumstances in which 
he was placed, and unbridled fancy hurried him through in¬ 
numerable dreams. Now he saw her he loved standing at the 
altar with another; and when the figure turned its face towards 
him, he beheld Simeon of lioydon. Then he stood in the 
presence of the king; and llenry, with a frowning brow, 
turned to an executioner, with the countenance of Sir Henry 
Dacre, but gigantic limbs, and ordered him to strike oft’ the 
prisoner’s head. Then came Isabel Beauchamp to plead for 
liis life; and suddenly, as the king was turning away, a pale 
shadowy form, through which he could see the figures on the 
arras behind, appeared before the monarch, and he recognised 
the spirit of the murdered Catherine. Old times were 
strangely mingled with the thoughts of the present, and 
sometimes he was a boy again, sometimes still a prisoner in 
the castle of Monti ’herry; sometimes in the court of a strange 
prince, receiving high rewards lor some imaginary service, 
lie heard voices, too, as well as saw sights; and the words 
rang in his ears— 

For the true heart and kind 
Its recompense shall find; 

Shall win praise. 

And golden days, 

And live in many a tale. 
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At length, when he had slept long, he suddenly started and 
raised himself upon his arm, lor some one touched him; and 
looking round he saw the clerk with his black hood still drawn 
fer over his head, and the page who had been his fellow-cap¬ 
tive standing by the side of the pallet. 

“ You must be up and away, sir knight,” said the young 
clerk, in the sweet, musical tones of youth. “ In an hour, a 
party of the canonesses of Cambray, who arrived at noon 
under the escort of a body of my Lord of Charolois’s men-at- 
arms,* are to depart for Amiens, and you and your page can 
ride forward with them. I must here leave your lair company; 
for I have other matters to attend to for my good lord.” 

“ But t shall see you again, young sir, I trust?” said 
Woodville; “I owe you guerdon, as well as thanks and deep 
gratitude.” 

“I have only done my duty, noble kniglit,” replied the 
clerk; “but we shall soon meet again; for I suppose your 
first task will be to seek Sir John Grey, who is with the 
king; and I shall not be long absent from him: so fare you 
well, sir!” 

“ But where am I to find him?” demanded Woodville;” re¬ 
member I am in utter ignorance of all that has happened.” 

“ Nor do I know much,” answered the clerk. “ Rumour is 
my only source of information; lor 1 have been cut off from, 
all direct communication for many weeks. The only’ certainty 
is, that King Henry and his friends are now in France; that 
Harfleur surrendered a few weeks ago, and that he is march¬ 
ing through the lqnd with banners displayed. You will hear 
of him as you go; and as soon as you know which way his 
steps are bent, you can hasten to join him. But ere you dis¬ 
cover yourself to any one else, seek out Sir John Grey, and 
take counsel with him, for false reports have been spread con¬ 
cerning you, and no one can tell how the king’s mind may be 
affected." 

“But tell me, at least, before you go,” said Richard of 
Woodville, “who was the lady spoken of by the man who 
aided m£ escape at Montl’herry; and also who it is that has 
generously paid the high sums which were doubtless demanded 
for my deliverance?” 

“ In truth, noble sir," replied the clerk, “ I must not stay 
to answer you; for the people with whom I go are waiting 
for me, and I must depart immediately. You will know ail 
hereafter in good time. It was the Lord of Croy who fur¬ 
nished the money needful. Now fare you well, and heaven 
give you guidance!” 

* The actual removal of the calmnesses of Cambray took place a few months 
later. 



AGHfCSUlffi' SZt~ 

Thus saying, he departed, without waiting for further 
question; and Richard of Woodville, rising, dressed himself 
in haste in the same clothes which he had worn the day 
before, but which he now found carefully dried and ready 
for his use. 

“I must have slept sound, boy,” he said, speaking to the 
page, who remained beside him; “lor I do not think that at 
any other time my clothes could have been taken away from 
my bed-side and I not know it." 

“ You did sleep sound, sir knight,” replied the page, laugh¬ 
ing ; “ and talked in your sleep, moreover, while we were 
looking at yon. But 1 can tell you who the lady was at 
Montl’lierry, if you must needs know, as well as the clerk, 
for I saw her once speaking with the guard.” 

“Say, say!” cried Richard of Woodville, impatiently. “I 
would fain know, for she must be in peril, if left behind.” 

“Why, it was the fair demoiselle,” answered the page, 
“who went witli us from Nieuport to Ghent. I caught but 
a glimpse of her, indeed; but that bright face is not easily 
forgotten w’hcn once it has been seen.” 

“And yet I never thought of her!” murmured Richard of 
Woodville to himself: “poor girl! her deep gratitude would 
have merited better remembrance. Why smile you, boy? 
Every honourable man is bound to recollect all who trust 
him, and all who serve him.” 

“Nay, sir,” replied the page, resuming a grave look, “I 
did but smile to think how often ladies remembered knights 
and gentlemen, when they arc themselves forgot.” 

“A sad comment on the baseness of man’s nature,” an¬ 
swered Woodville; “let it never be so with yon, boy. Now, 
see for the old monk; my purse is nearly empty, but I would 
not that he should call me niggard.” 

Some minutes passed before the page returned; hut when 
he appeared he came not alone, nor empty-handed, for the 
old man was with him who had conducted the fugitive to his 
(chamber the night before; and the one carried a large bottle 
and a tin cup, while the other was loaded with a pasty and a 
loaf of brown bread. Such refreshment was very acceptable 
to the young knight; but the good monk hurried him at his 
meal, telling him that his party were waiting for him, and, 
finishing the repast as soon as possible, Woodville rose and 
put a piece of gold into his good purveyor’s hand, saying, 

“ That for your house, father. Now I am ready.” 

On going out into the little court between the priory and 
the abbey, he found some twelve or fourteen men mounted; 
and at the call of the monk who accompanied him, a party of 
six canonesses and two novices, all closely veiled, came forth 
from the little lodge by the gate. They were soon upon the 





mules which stood ready for them; hut the good ladies eyed 
■with an inquiring glance the young stranger who was about 
to join their party; and one of .them, as she marked the 
knightly spurs he wore, turned to her companions, and made 
some observation which created a light-hearted laugh amongst 
those around. The moment after, they issued forth from 
the gates, and rode on at a quick pace in the direction of 
Gisors. 

The day was evidently far advanced; hut the sun, though 
somewhat past his meridian, was still very powerful, so that 
the horses were distressed with the heat. The commander of 
the men-at-arms, however, would permit no relaxation of 
their speed, much to the annoyance of the fair canonesses, 
who had every inclination to amuse the tedious moments of 
the journey by chatting with the young knight and the other 
persons who escorted them. In reply to tlieir remonstrances, 
the leader told them that if they did not make haste they 
would get entangled between the two armies, and then worse 
might come of it. 

“ Besides,” he said, “ we have strict orders from our lord 
the duke to take part with neither French nor English; niul 
it would be a hard matter to fall in with cither, and not strike 
‘one stroke for the honour of our arms.” 

Judging from his reply that lie must have some knowledge 
of the relative positions of the two hosts, Richard of IVoodvHLe 
endeavoured to gain intelligence from him, as to the events 
which had lately taken place in France, and those which were 
Kkely to follow; but the man seemed sullen, and unwilling to 
communicate with his companion of the way, replying to all 
questions merely by a monosyllable, or by the assertion that 
he did not know. 

Thus passed by hour after hour, during their first and 
second day’s jotiruey, which brought them to the small town 
of Brcteuil. They had hitherto paused either for the purpose 
of seeking repose or of taking refreshment, at religious 
houses only; but at Breteuil they took up their lodging for 
the night at the inn of the place, which they found vacant of 
all guests. The town, too, as they entered it, seemed me¬ 
lancholy and nearly deserted; but the tongue of the good host 
made up for the stillness which reigned around; and from him 
Richard of Woodville discovered that the apparent abandon¬ 
ment of the place by its inhabitants was caused partly by the 
dread which some of the more wealthy townsmen had felt on 
the near approach of several large detachments of English 
troops, and partly by the zeal of the younger portion .of the 
population, which had led them to proceed in arms to join the 
royal standard raised against the invaders. From him, too, 
the young knight found that the King of England, at the 
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head of his army, was inarching rapidly up the Somme, in 
order to force the passage of that river; but that, as all the 
fords were strictly guarded, and French troops in immense 
multitudes were gathering on the opposite bank,it was scarcely 
possible that many days could pass without a battle. 

“’Twas but yesterday at this hour,” said the host, “that 
news reached the town that a fight had taken place at Fre¬ 
mont; and then, this morning we heard it was all false, and 
that the English king has not yet passed the river.” 

“Where was he when last you heard of him?” demanded 
llichard of Woodville, taking care to use the French tongue, 
which he spoke with less accent, perhaps, than most of the 
inhabitants of distant provinces. 

“ Oh! he was at Bauvillers,” answered the landlord of the 
hostel, “ and he won't get much farther without fighting, I 
fancy; for he has got St. Quentin on his right, and our people 
before him. Heaven send that he may not march hack again! 
f t then he would come right through Breteuil; and we are 
poor enough without being pillaged by those vagabond Eng¬ 
lish.. I wonder your duke does not come to the king’s help, 
with ail his gallant men-at-arms, for then these proud islanders 
would be caught in a net, and could not get out.” 

“ It is a wonder,” answered llichard of Woodville. “ But, 
hark! and, as he listened, he heard two sweet voices talking 
in the hall, in a tongue that sounded like English to his 
ear. 

“ I am sure of it,” said the one, “ and if it be so, I beseech 
you own it. My heart heats so, I can scarcely speak; but, I 
say again, I ain sure of it; and that if you will, you have the 
power not alone to punish the guilty, for that, perhaps, you 
may not desire-” 

“Yes, I do,” replied the other, in a somewhat sharper tone; 
“ and in my own good time I will do it.” 

“ To punish the guilty, the time is your own,” replied the 
first voice; “ but, to save the innocent from utter destruction, 
there is no time but the present.” 

“ Ha! you must tell me more,” said the second, in a tone of 
surprise. “ From utter destruction, did you say? Let us to 
our chamber. There wc can speak at ease.” 

Richard of Woodville heard no more, but what he did hear 
cast him into deep thought; and when the next morning they 
again set out upon their journey, he gazed with an inquiring 
eye at the canouesses and their companions, and mingling in 
their conversation, endeavoured to discover if the voices which 
he'had heard were to be distinguished amongst them. They 
all laughed and talked gaily with him, however, in the French 
tongue; and lie came to the conclusion, that though the host 
had assured him the inn was vacant when he and his party 
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arrived, some other guests must have passed the night within 
its walls. 

On their way during this day, he remarked that the leader 
of the men-at-arms inquired often and anxiously, in every 
town and village, for news of the two armies. Little infor¬ 
mation did he gain, except from vague reports; but some of 
these, it would appear, induced him to alter his course towards 
Ainiens, and strike off to the right, in the direction of Peronne. 
The young knight had not been inattentive to everything that 
was said, and he heard that the king of France, and all his 
. nobility, were certainly gathered together in the direction of 
Bapaume, while the rumour grew stronger and more strong, 
that the English army had effected the passage of the Somme 
at some unguarded ford, in the neighbourhood of St. Quentin, 
and was boldly marching on towards Calais. 

Such tidings, as the reader may well suppose, caused not a 
little agitation in the mind of the young soldier. Apprehen¬ 
sion lest a battle should be fought and he be absent was cer¬ 
tainly the predominant sensation; but still he had to ask him¬ 
self, even if he arrived in time, where arms were to be 
, procured, and a horse fit to bear him through such a strife as 
that which was likely to take place? The beast he rode, 
though swift and enduring, was far too lightly formed to carry 
a knight equipped according to the fashion of that day; and 
no weapons of any kind did he possess, but the dagger which 
he had retained when captured. 

It seemed clear to him, also, that the leader of the Bur¬ 
gundian men-at-arms, had in common with most of his 
countrymen, a strong inclination to take part with the French, 
who were naturally considered as kinsmen and allies, against 
the English, who were looked upon as strangers and enemies; 
and he felt convinced that the soldier’s course had been altered, 
in the hope that, by falling in with the troops of the king of 
France, he might fold a fkir excuse for disobeying the more 
politic orders of his prince, and take a share in the approach¬ 
ing combat. 

Such thoughts brought with them some doubts of his own 
safety; and assuredly the dull, taciturn, and repulsive de¬ 
meanour of the commander of the troop was not calculated 
to win confidence. It was evident, however, that orders, 
which he trusted would meet with some respect, had been 
laid upon his sullen companion, to treat him with deference, 
and attend to his comfort and convenience; for, at every 
place where they stopped by the way, the best chamber, after 
their fair charge had been attended to, was assigned to him¬ 
self; and it was not without permission that the men-at-arms 
sat down to the same table with him, affecting much to reve¬ 
rence his knightly rank. 
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At length, after a long and hard day’s ride, the party 
reached Peronne, on the evening of the second day after 
quitting Breteuil; and as they approached the gates, the 
young knight’s confidence was somewhat restored by the 
leader of the men-at-arms riding up to his side, and saying, 
in a low tone, “ 1 pray you, sir knight, be careful here, and 
give no hint of your being an Englishman; for we are coming 
on dangerous ground.” 

“I will be careful, my good friend,” replied Richard of 
Woodville; “ and, to say the truth, if we can discover where 
the king of England is, it may be as well for me to quit your 
party soon, as 1 may bring danger upon you to no purpose.” 

“ We shall soon hear more,” replied the soldier; “ but you 
had better be beyond the walls of Peronne before you part 
from us.” 

The scantiness of the band, and the title of Burgundian 
soldiers, soon obtained admission for the little party; but all 
was found in a state of bustle and activity within the town; 
and every tongue was busy with the late passage of the king 
of England, at a short distance from the place. Great was the 
bravado of the inhabitants, who universally declared, that they 
wished he had sat down before their walls, to afford them an 
opportunity of showing what glorious deeds they would have 
performed; and all spoke of the condition of the English 
troops as lamentable, and their fate sealed. The approaching 
battle was looked forward to as a certain triumph for the arms 
of France, and rather as a great slaughter of a flying enemy 
than a conflict with a powerful force. The very monks of 
the monastery where the men-at-arms received entertainment, 
while the canonesses were lodged in the adjoining nunnery, 
were full of the same martial spirit; and a few years earlier, 
it is probable, their superior would have put himself in 
armour to aid in the destruction of the foe. Frequently was 
Richard of Woodville appealed to as a knight to pronounce 
upon the likelihood of King Henry surrendering at discretion, 
and some difficulty had he so to shape his answers as to escape 
suspicion. 

From the conversation which took place, however, he 
learned that his own sovereign was in the neighbourhood of a 
small town at no great distance; and he resolved, as soon as 
he was free from the walls of Peronne, to hurry thither 
without any further delay. lie ventured, during the evening, 
to issue forth for a short time into the city, in the hope of 
being able to purchase arms; but scarcely any were to be 
found in the town; and such had been the demand for good 
armour, that the price had risen far beyond his scanty 
means. 

All that he could afford to buy was a strong, well-tempered 
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sword of a somewhat antique form, which he found in the 
shop of an armourer, and even for that the price demanded 
was enormous. 

Returning to the monastery, he soon escaped from a sort 
of conversation that was by no means pleasant to his ear, by 
retiring to rest; and though for some time he did not sleep, 
yet, when slumber did visit his eyelids, it came soft and 
balmy. The troubled thoughts died away; the anxiotis ques¬ 
tioning of the unsatisfied mind ceased; the wild throbbing of 
the eager heart for the coming of the undeveloped hours 
found repose; and he awoke calm and refreshed, with tlie first 
dawn of day, to meet whatever might be in store, with a spirit 
prepared and ready, and a body re-invigorated by the alterna¬ 
tion of exertion and rest. 

The monastery was one of those, not at all uncommon in 
those days, in which the vow of seclusion did not by any means 
exclude contrivances for enjoying at least some communion 
with the world. It was not surrounded by stern walls, and a 
large wing of the building rested upon the street, with win¬ 
dows small and high up indeed, and only lighting the cham¬ 
bers appropriated to the use of visiters, but which often 
-afforded the monks themselves an excellent view of what was 
passing in the town without. In dressing himself with as 
much care as circumstances would permit, Richard of Wood- 
ville approached one of these narrow casements, and gazed 
out upon the gay scene that was enacted below; and though 
so early, multitudes of people were to be seen passing along. 
While some stood for a moment gossiping with their neigh¬ 
bours, some were hurrying forward to their busy day, and 
others pausing -to watch a considerable body of men-at-arms, 
who, in somewhat bad array, and without the display of much 
soldier-like order, came down from a house farther up. 

When he saw them at a distance, the young knight’s first 
thought was, “If all the French troops are like these, it will 
be no very difficult task to win a field of them.” But as the 
troop came on, and the three leaders, riding in front, passed 
under the window, he was struck by the arms of one of them 
who appeared in the middle. He could have sworn that the 
armour in which the knight was habited was familiar to his 
eye; and it must be recollected that the ornaments which 
covered the harness of a man-at-arms in those days were 
rarely the same, so that means of identification were always 
at hand, such as we do not possess in the present times. But 
there before his eyes, if he could believe their testimony, was 
/he identical suit which had been sent to him by good Sir 
Philip Beauchamp, shortly before he left the shores of Eng¬ 
land. There were the fan-shaped palettes, with the quaint 
gilt figures in the corners, and the upturned pauldrons with 
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the edge of gold, and the bascinet shaped like a globe, with the 
enamelled plate on the forehead bearing “ Ave Marie!” 

There could be no doubt that it was the same; and Wood- 
ville’s brow knit for a moment, and his teeth closed tightly, 
lint the next instant he smiled again, asking, half aloud, 
“How could a prisoner of nearly two years escape pillage? 
If I meet you in the field, my friend, I will have that harness 
back again for Mary’s sake, ot I will lie low!” 

Thus saying, he resumed his toilet, and the troop passed 
on. A moment after, he heard a voice singing, and turning 
to the window again he looked out. The sound did not 
come from below; but there was a large projecting mass of 
building, with loop-holes on the three sides, which protruded 
into the street on his right; and it seemed to him that the 
sounds came thence. He listened, and caught some of the 
words; but every now and then they died away in the cadence 
of a wild French air of the period; but those he could distin¬ 
guish seemed so well suited to his situation at the time, that 
he strove eagerly to hear more. 


Away, away! to the field of fame, 

Gallant knight, gallant knight, hie away! 

were the first sounds he could make out. But the next stanza 
was more distinct, and went on thus, in the French tongue:— 

Think of thy My at home in her bower. 

On her knees, for her lord to pray; 

Think of her terror and hope in the hour 
When your banner floats proud in array. 

Well-a-day! 

Away, away ! to the field of fame. 

Gallant knight, gallant knight, hie away! 

For king, for country, and deathless name. 

Is each stroke that is stricken to-day. 

Trara la, trara la, trara lay! 

The hopes of years and the fame of life 
Are lost or won ere evening’s ray; 

Thy father’s spirit looks down on the strife^ 

And bids thee to battle away. 

Well-a-day! 

Away, away! to the field of fame, 

Gallant knight, gallant knight, hie away I 

For king, for country, and deathless name, 

Is each stroke that is stricken to-day. 

Trara la, trara la, trara lay! 

As he was listening for more, a knock was heard at the door 
of his chamber; and, bidding the applicant come in, Richard 
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of Woodville was somewhat surprised to see the personage 
whom we have designated as the clerk’s man enter in some 
haste. 

“I thought you were still sleeping, sir knight,” he said; 
“but I ventured to wake you, as, by heaven’s good will, it 
seems there will be a battle shortly, and methought you would 
like to bear such tidings and be present at such a deed.” 

“I have heard that such is likely to be the case,” answered 
Woodville, “and am eager enough to set out, my friend. 
But how came you here? and where have you left your 
master?” 

“ Oh! I have followed you close,” the man replied. “ I 
only waited to see that the enemy’s bounds had not got scent 
of the deer; but the slot has been crossed by so many other 
herds that they soon lost the track. I have wakened Master 
Isambert, who leads the duke’s party, and he will be in the 
saddle in half an hour. As to my master, he has gone by the 
other road and I dare say has joined Sir John at Brettenville, 
or Beauvillers, or where they passed the Somme.” 

“ Is this Isambert very faithful, think you?” asked the young 
knight. 

• “ Not too much so,” replied the man, calmly; “ but in your 

case he dare as soon give his throat to the knife as do you 
wrong; for the duke, and the count, and the Lord of Ooy, 
would all have bloody vengeance if aught of evil befel you 
ere you are with your own people. However, it will not be 
amiss to quit him soon; for I find a bodv of his own folks have 
just marched out under Robinet de BournonVille, as wild a 
marauder as ever a wild land brought forth; aud it is well to 
get out of such company when they are too many, for what 
one man dare not do, a number think nothing of.” 

“Then,” said the young knight, “this good Isamhert’s 
arrival at Triel was not a matter of chance, as I thought it?” 

“Oh, no!"replied the other; “he came thither on purpose 
to give you aid. He might have saved fifteen leagues by 
another road; but the duke’s commands were not to be dis¬ 
obeyed. However, noble knight, you had better get some 
breakfast; for heaven only knows*when we shall have an 
opportunity of putting anything into our mouths again. Yon. 
might as well follow a flight of locusts, they tell me, as our 
army. The refectipner is serving out meat to the men, and 
mead, too, for we have quitted the land of wine.” 

The young knight bade him go and provide for himself; 
aud soon following, he took a hasty meal before he mounted 
with the rest. The whole party were speedily in the saddle; 
the streets of the town were soon passed, and the gates of 
Peronne closed behind them. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

TIIE MYSTKBY. 

It is quite right and proper to suppose that the reader is 
thoroughly acquainted with the position, situation, and pecu¬ 
liarities of every town to which we may be pleased to lead 
him; and, therefore, it may be unnecessary to remind him 
that Pennine is surrounded by marshy ground, which soon 
gives way to a hilly country, which, at the time I speak of, 
was of a very wild and desolate character. The party of 
Burgundian horse, with Richard of Woodvillc and the fair 
calmnesses, rode on through this track towards Arras, at the 
same quick pace as during the preceding part of their journey; 
and even tile ladies themselves were glad to keep their mules 
at a rapid amble; for tlic weather had undergone a sudden 
change, and a foul north-easterly wind was blowing sharp, 
cutting them to the marrow. The troop was now increased 
by the presence of the clerk’s servant: and with him, as they 
went, the young English gentleman held more than one con¬ 
sultation, which resulted in AVoodville’s adopting the resolu¬ 
tion of quitting the escort shortly after passing the abbey 
of Arrouaise, where it was proposed that they should stop to 
dine. 

The whole party, however, were destined to be disappointed 
of their comfortable meal; for when, after passing Feuillan- 
conrt, Eancourt, and Sailly, they approached the gates of the 
monastery, and rang tlic great bell, no one responded to the 
summons for some time. As they sat upon their horses wait¬ 
ing for admission, the sight of a neighbouring barn burnt to 
the ground, and still smoking, showed them that some party 
of pillagers had passed that morning; and they began to 
think that the monastery was deserted, which was certainly 
the case with the little village itself. The sound of voices 
within, however, at length induced them to make another 
application to the bell; and, after a short pause, a monk’s 
head appeared at the window over the gate, exclaiming— 

“Get you gone, brothers, get you gone! You cannot enter 
here!” 

The leader of the troop remonstrated, and announced his 
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name as Isambert of Agincourt; but tlie reply was still the 
same, the monk adding, by way of explanation— 

■ “We have suffered too much from you all already this 
morning. We will open our gates to none, and we have 
cross-bow men within, who will shoot if you do not retire. Do 
you not see the barns burning?” 

“ But that was done by the savage Englishmen,” replied 
Isambert; “we are friends. We are men of Burgundy.” 

“ So were these,” answered the monk; “ but the duke and 
the English understand each other; for that sacrilegious vil¬ 
lain, Robinet de Boumonville, had Englishmen with him. 
Get you gone, I will hear no more; and if you do not go, the 
men shall shoot.” 

The sight of several men upon the wall, with cross-bows in 
their hands, gave effect to the old man’s words; and Isambert 
withdrew slowly, muttering curses at his friend, Robinet de 
Bournonville, for depriving him of his dinner. When he 
reached the bottom of the next slope he halted to consult his 
companions and Richard of Woodvillc as to what was to be 
done to procure food for themselves and for their horses, and 
he finally determined to return to Sailly, where a good hostel 
had been observed as they passed. 

But Richard of Woodville took this opportunity of sepa¬ 
rating himself from the rest of the party, and announced his 
intention to Isambert of Agincourt, who seemed by no means 
sorry to get rid of him. The clerk’s man and his own page 
weTe the only companions whom the young gentleman ex¬ 
pected to go with him; and he was not a little surprised when 
the two novices drew aside from the ladies of Cambray, and 
the taller of the two begged that he would have the kindness 
to give them the benefit of his escort as far as Hesdin, saying, 
“ We were on our way to Amiens, and thence to Montreufl, 
and not to Arras, whither it seems now this noble gentleman 
is bending his steps.” 

One of the canonesses interposed a remonstrance, repre¬ 
senting the danger of falling in with some party of English 
troops; but she did not venture to use a tone of authority, as 
the novices belonged to another order; and the young lady 
who had already spoken replied briefly, in a resolute and 
somewhat haughty tone, “that she had no fear, and, knowing 
what it was her duty, to do, should do it.” 

“ Well, settle the matter as you please, fair ladies,” cried 
Isambert of Agincourt, “ only be quick, for I have no time 
to lose." And no further opposition being made, Richard of 
Woodville undertook to protect, as far as he could, the two 
novices on the way, only warning them in general terms that, 
as soon as he discovered the exact position of the armies, he 
must join one; promising, however, to send on his page and 
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the man with them to Hesdin. This being understood, he 
took leave of the commander of the men-at-arms; and choos¬ 
ing the first road to the left, under the direction of the clerk’s 
man, who seemed thoroughly acquainted with the whole 
country, he proceeded for some way at a quick pace till they 
reached a village which seemed to have escaped the predatory 
propensities of the soldiery on both parts, anil there paused to 
feed his horses, and to procure some refreshment for himself 
and his companions. 

Though he had tried to entertain the two young ladies to. 
the best of his power as they rode along, either their notions 
of propriety, or some anxiety in regard to their situation, ren¬ 
dered them cold and taciturn in their communications; and, 
unlike the gay canonesses from whom they had just parted,, 
they neither scented inclined to converse with the knight nor 
with each other, nor ever raised their veils to take a coquettish 
look at the country through which they passed. They now 
refused refreshment, also, saying, “ It is not our habit to eat 
with men;” and as the house at which they had bought some 
bread and mead had but one public room, Richard of Wood- 
ville, with his two male companions, retired to the door while 
the horses fed, and left the shy novices to partake of what was • 
set upon the table if they thought fit. 

While there, the young knight entered into conversation ■ 
with the good peasant who supplied them; and, though the. 
jargon which the man spoke was scarcely intelligible, made 
out that the English army had marched from Acheux on the 
preceding day, and had encamped the night before amongst 
the villages near the source of the Canche. Of the move¬ 
ments of the French army he could learn nothing, however, 
which led him to a false belief that he was likely to meet 
with no interruption from the enemy in following the march 
of his own sovereign. 

As the young knight rode on, and came into the country 
through which the English army had passed, the sad and ter¬ 
rible effects of that barbarous system of warfare which was 
universal in those times made themselves visible at every 
step. Houses and villages burnt, cattle slaughtered and lent 
half consumed by the wayside, and fruit-trees cut down for 
the purpose of lighting fires, presented themselves all along 
the road; and the painful feelings which such a scene could 
not but produce were aggravated by the lamentations of the 
villagers, who felt no terror at the appearance of a party con¬ 
sisting of women and of men without any arms except those 
usually worn in time of peace, and who poured forth their 
complaints to Woodville’s ear, pointing to their, ruined dwel¬ 
lings and their little property destroyed, and cursing the am¬ 
bition of kings and the ferocity of their soldiery. 
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The young knight felt grieved and sorrowful; but he was 
surprised to find that the bitterness of the peasantry was less 
excited against the English themselves than he had expected; 
and, on guiding the conversation with one of these poor men 
in a direction which he thought would lead to some explana¬ 
tion of the fact, the villager replied vehemently, “The Eng¬ 
lish are not so bad as our own people. They are enemies, 
and we might expect worse at their hands; but, wherever the 
king or his brothers were, they destroyed little or nothing, 
and only took what they wanted. But, since they have 
passed, we have had two bands of Frenchmen, who have de¬ 
stroyed everything that the English left, on the pretence that 
we favoured them, though they knew that we could not re¬ 
sist. The Duke of York took my meat and my flour; but 
he left my house standing, and injured no one in the place. 
That cursed Iiobinct de Boumonvillc, and his companion the 
Captain Yodeville, burnt down my house and carried off my 
daughter.” 

The young knight consoled the poor man as well as he 
could, and gave him a piece of silver, thinking it somewhat 
strange, indeed, that one of Bournonville’s companions should 
have a name so nearly resembling his own. lie and his com¬ 
panions rode on, however, still finding that the band, which 
he had seen issue forth from Peronne in the morning, had 
gone on before them, till they reached the town of Achcux, 
which was well nigh deserted. Most of the houses were 
closed and the doors nailed up; but they had evidently been 
broken into by the 'windows, and had been rifled of all their 
contents. In the mere hovels, indeed, some cottagers were 
seen; and on inquiring of one of these where they could find 
any place of rest, as night was coming on, the man led them 
to a large, ancient, embattled mansion in the centre of the 
town, which, though stripped of' everything easily portable, 
still contained some beds and pallets. An old woman was 
found in the house, which she said belonged to the Lord of 
Acheux, and for a small piece of silver she agreed to make 
the strangers as comfortahle as she could, seeming, perhaps 
from old experience of such things perhaps, from the obtuse¬ 
ness of age, to feel the horrors of war less keenly than any 
one they had yet met with. Money, however, made all her 
faculties alive; and declaring that she knew, notwithstanding 
the pillage which the place had undergone, where to procure 
corn for the cattle, and bread, eggs, and even wine, for the 
party, she set out upon her search, while Woodville and his 
two male companions led the horses and mules to the vacant 
stable, and the two novices remained in one of the desolate 
chambers up the great flight of stairs. 

When the beasts had been tied to the manger, the young 
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knight returned with the man and the boy to their fair com¬ 
panions ; but the old woman had not yet returned; and as 
night was falling fast, he lighted a small lamp which he found 
in the kitchen, and returned with it to the chamber above. A 
few minutes after, while he was expressing his sorrow to the 
two maidens that he could find no better lodging for them, 
the sound of a small party of horse was heard below, and a 
voice exclaimed in English, “Ah! there is a light; I will 
lodge here, Matthew. Take my casque. This cursed cuirass 
jiinches me on the shoulder: unbuckle this strap. Keep a 
watch for Ned, or any one he may send.” 

The voice was not unfamiliar to Bichard of Woodville; and 
a heavy frown gathered upon his brow. His first impulse 
was to lay his hand upon his sword, and take a step towards 
the door; but then, remembering what fearful odds there 
might be against him, he turned to the window and looked 
out. lie could distinguish little but that there were ten or 
twelve men below, and as he gazed, a step was heard upon 
tlm stairs. The young gentleman turned hastily to close and 
bolt the door; but to his surprise he beheld the taller of the 
two novices with the lamp in her hand, walking rapidly to¬ 
wards the entrance; and turning towards him, she said in a 
stern and solemn tone, “ Leave him to me!” 

The next instant she had passed the door; and when 
Kichard of Woodville reached it and looked out into the 
gloomy corridor, he could see her, by the lamp that she held 
in her hand, meet Simeon of Itoydon, upon whose face the 
full light fell, as he was just reaching the top of the stairs. 
Her back was towards the young knight, lmt he perceived 
that she suddenly raised her veil, and he heard her say, in 
English, and in a deep and solemn tone, “Ha! have you 
come at length?” 

Whatever might have been the import of those words on 
the ear of him to whom they were addressed, he staggered, 
Jell back, and would have been precipitated from the top to 
the bottom of the stairs, had he not by a convulsive effort 
grasped the rope that ran along the wall. The light was in¬ 
stantly extinguished, and the moment after, Bichard felt the 
novice’s hand laid upon his arm, drawing him back into the 
room. They all listened, and steps were heard rapidly de¬ 
scending the stairs, followed by the voice of Simeon of Boy- 
don exclaiming, “No, no, I cannot lodge here; I will not 
lodge here! Mount, and away! We will go ou." 

“liut, noble knight,” said another voice- 

“Awaj r , away!” cried Simeon of Boydon again. “Mount! 

or by heaven-!” and immediately there came the sound of 

armed men springing on their horses, the tramp of the chargers 
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as they rode away, and the fainter noise of their departing 
feet. 

“ In the name of heaven, who are you?” demanded Richard 
of Woodville, addressing her who had produced such a strange 
effect. 

“ One whom he bitterly injured in former days,” replied 
the novice, “ and whom he dares not face even now. Ask no 
more: that is enough!” 

“It were well to quit this place," said the other girl, in a 
low voice. And the clerk’s man urged the same course, 
adding, “He may take heart and return; besides, he spoke 
of some one coming.” 

Richard of Woodville remained in silence, meditating deeply 
for several minutes, with his arms folded on his chest, and his 
eyes bent down. The faint outline of his figure was all that 
could be seen in the dim semi-darkness that pervaded the 
room; but the novice who had proposed to go approached 
him gently, and laying her hand upon his arm, again urged 
it, saying, “ Had we not better go?" 

“ Well,” said the young knight, starting from his reverie as 
if suddenly awakened from a dream, “let us go. But yet a 
cpld night ride, with no place of shelter for two young and 
tender things like you, is no slight matter. Run down, boy, 
and light the lamp again.” 

“ No, no, no!" cried one of the two ladies, eagerly. “ Light 
it not! let ns go at once. Hark! there is some one below.” 

“ The old woman’s step,” cried the page; “ I will run down 
and see what she has got.” 

He returned in a moment with the good dame, bearing 
more than she had promised. She easily understood the 
reason why the light which she offered was- refused; and 
after taking some wine and bread, the whole party descended 
to the stable, whence the horses were brought forth; and 
Richard of Woodville, paying her well for her trouble and 
her provisions, bade the page take the remainder of the bread 
to feed the poor beasts, when they could venture to pause. 
In less than a quarter of an hour the young knight and his 
companions were once more on their way, under the direc¬ 
tion of the clerk's man, who proposed that they should bear 
a little towards Doulens, which would lead them out of the 
immediate track that the English army had followed. 
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THE CAMP. 


September days arc short and bright, like the few hours of 
happiness in the autumn of man’s career. September nights 
are long and dull, like the wearing cares and infirmities oflife’s 
decline; but often the calm grand moon will shed her cold 
splendour over the scene, solemn and serene, like the light of 
those consolations which Cicero suggested to his friend for 
the privation of the warmer joys and more vivid hopes that 
pass away with the spring and summer of existence, and with 
the departure of the brighter star. 

The wind was sinking away when Richard of Woodville 
rode out with his companions from the mined Tillage of 
Achcux, and soon fell into a calm soft breeze; the moon rose 
up in her beauty, and cleared away the dull white haze that 
had spread over the sky during the whole day; and as the 
travellers wended on in silence, the features of the scene 
around were clearly marked out by the rays, every bold mass 
standing forth in strong relief; every deep, valley seeming an 
abyss, where darkness took refuge from tne eye of light. For 
about eight miles farther they pursued their way almost in 
total silence; but at the end of that distance, the hanging 
heads and feeble pace of the horses and mules showed that 
they would soon be able to go no farther; and the young 
knight looked anxiously for some place of repose. 

That part of the country, as the reader is aware, is famous 
for its rocks and caverns. There is a very remarkable cave at 
a place called Albert, but that was at a considerable distance 
behind them, and on their left. In passing along, however, 
by the side of a steep cliff, which ran at the distance of a lew 
hundred yards from the road, with a green sward between, 
the moon shone full upon the rocky fece of the hill, and the 
eye of Richard of Woodville soon perceived the mouth of a , 
cavern, like a black spot upon the surface of the mountain. 
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After some consultation with his companions, anil some sug¬ 
gestions regarding wolves and bears, Woodville determined to 
try whether shelter could not be found in this “ antres vast" 
for a few hours; and riding up as far as the footing was sate 
towards the entrance, the whole party dismounted, and the 
young knight, entering first, explored it by the hand to the 
very farthest end, which, indeed, was at no great distance, as 
it luckily happened, for in some cases such an undertaking 
might have been attended with considerable peril. 

It was perfectly vacant, however, and Woodville brought 
the two novices within the brow of the rude arch, assuring 
them that they might rest on a large stone near the mouth in 
safety. He then led his own horse up, the others following, 
and taking the bits out of their mouths, the men distributed 
amongst them the bread they had brought from the village, 
which the poor beasts ate slowly, but with apparent gladness, 
and then fell to the green grass on the mountain side with 
■till greater relish. 

All the party were silent, for all were very weary; and 
while the clerk’s man laid himself down on the sandy bottom, 
of the cave, and the page sat nodding at the entrance, Richard 
of Woodville remained standing just within the shadow, with 
his arms folded on his chest; and the two novices remained 
seated on the stone where they had first placed themselves, 
with their arms twined together. The young knight thought 
that they would soon fall asleep, but such was not the case; 
and when, after the moon had travelled some way to the 
south, the sound of a horse’s feet made itself heard through 
the stillness of the night, trotting on towards Acheux, the 
slighter and the shorter of the two girls rose suddenly, and 
coming forward gazed towards the road, on which, at this 
time, the rays were falling strong. A moment after, a single 
horseman rode by at a quick pace, but turned not his head in 
the direction of the cavern, and seemed little to think that he 
was watched; for the figure of the slumbering page might 
well have passed for some stone of a quaint form, in that dim 
light, and the horses had been gathered together under the 
shadow of a rock. 

She strained her eyes upon the passing traveller; and then, 
as he rode on, she returned to her companion and whispered 
something to her. The other replied m the same low tone, 
and, after a brief conversation, they relapsed into silence; and 
the young knight stripping off his cloak, gave it to them to 
wrap themselves in, and counselled them to seek some repose 
against the fatigues of the coming day. They would fain have 
excused themselves from taking the mantle; but he insisted, 
saying that he felt the air sultry; and then, seating himself at 
a distance, he closed his eyes, strove to banish thought, and 
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after several efforts dozed lightly, waiting every five or ten 
minutes and looking out to tlie sky, till at length a faint gray 
streak in the east told him that morning was at hand. Then 
rousing Ms companions, ho called them to repeat their matin 
prayers, and after they were concluded, hastened to prepare 
the horse? and mules lor their onward journey. 

Day had not fully dawned ere they were once more on the 
way; but a considerable distance still lay between them and 
Hesdin; and the few and scanty villages that -were then to be 
found hi that part of the country were in general deserted, 
so that but little food was to be found for man or beast. At 
one farm-house, indeed, the two weary girls found an hour’s 
repose on the bed of the farmer’s wife. Some bread and 
meat was obtained, and a feed ol‘ corn procured for the horses 
and mules; but that was all that could be found during the 
whole day, till at length, about Fremicourt, they met with a 
man from whom they learned the exact position of the two 
armies, which were now drawing nearer and nearer to each 
other; the head-quarters of the one having*been established 
at St. Pol, and those of the English at Blangy. 

Shortly after, the clerk’s man pointed out a road to the 
left, saying, “That leads to llesdin;” and Woodville, drawing 
in his rein, turned to his fair companions, saying, “Here^ 
then, we must part: for 1 must on to Blangy with all speed. 
The man and the boy shall accompany you; and God guard 
you on your way!’’ 

“Farewell, then, for the present, sir knight!” replied the 
taller of the two girls. “ We shall meet again, I think, when 
1 may thank you better than I can now.” 

“But take your page with you, at least, sir,” said the other: 

“ we shall be quite safe, I doubt not." 

Richard of Woodville would not consent, however; and 
giving tlie boy some directions, he waved his hand, and rode 
away. Once, just as he was going, he turned his head, hear¬ 
ing voices speaking, and thinking some one called him by 
name: but the younger novice, as she seemed, was talking 
with apparent eagerness to the clerk’s man, and he caught 

the sounds: “As soon as he is gone--” “Take plenty 

with you.” 

The young knight perceived that the words were not 
addressed to him, and spurred forward. Evening was eoming 
on apace, and Blangy was still ten or twelve miles distant; 
but his horse was exhausted with long travelling and little 
food, and nothing would urge him into speed. At a slow 
walk he pursued his way, till at length, just as the sun touched 
the edge of the western sky, the animal stopped altogether, 
with his limbs trembling and evidently unable to proceed. 
Richard of Woodville dismounted; and taking the bit out of 
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the horse’s month, he relieved him from the saddle, and led 
him a little way from the road, saying, “There, poor beast, 
find food and rest if you can,” lie then left him, and walked 
on afoot. 

The red evening light at first glowed brightly in the sky, 
but soon it grew gray, and faint twilight was all that remained, 
when the road wound into a deep forest, covering the sides 
of a high hill. Woodville had heard that Blangy was situated 
in the midst of woodlands, and his heart felt relieved as he 
approached; but the darkness increased as he went on, and 
at length the stars shone out above. Soon after, a hum as of 
a distant multitude met his ear; but it was lost again at the 
road wound round the ascent amidst the tall trees, and all 
was silent and solemn. About a quarter of a mile onward, 
where the hill was steep, the path rose above the scrubby 
brushwood on his left, and he could see over the forest to a 
.spot where a reddish glare rose up from the bottom of the 
valley. But somewhat farther in the forest itself, on a spot 
where the talle^trces had fallen before the axe, and nothing 
but thin underwood remained, he caught a sight of three 
or four fires, the light of which shone upon some liall'-dozen 
tents; and the figures of men moving about across the blaze 
were apparent, notwithstanding the darkness of the night. 

The distance might be three or four hundred yards; and 
Richard of W-oodville, wearied aud exhausted, resolved to 
make his way thither, rather than take the longer and more 
tedious course of following the road to the bottom of the hill. 
Plunging in, then, sometimes through low copse, sometimes 
amongst tall trees,' he hurried on, feeling faint and heavy- 
hearted again; for the first joy of rejoining his countrymen 
had passed away, and from the rumours he had heard lie not 
a little doubted of his reception, lie knew, indeed, that He 
had nothing to reproach himself with, and felt sure that he 
should easily prove the falsehood of any charge against him; 
but it was painful to think that, after long impri: on nent and 
the loss of many a bright day and fond hope, he should be 
met with coldness and frowns upon his first return. The 
body, too, weighed upon the spirit as it always does in every 
moment of lassitude and exhaustion, so 111 at all things seemed 
darker to his eye than they would have done at another 
moment. 

On he walked, however, his feet catching in the long briers, 
-or striking against the stumps of felled trees, till at length a 
man started up before him, and exclaimed, “Who goes 
■there?” 

“A friend!” answered .the young knight, in the same English 
tongue. 

“What friend?" demanded the soldier, advancing. 
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“ My name is Woodville. Lead me to your lord, whoever 
he is,” replied Richard. 

“ Here, Mark!” cried the man to another, who was a little 
farther down, “take him to Sir Henry’s tent;” and suffering 
the knight to pass on, he laid himself down again amongst the 
leaves. 

The second soldier gazed at the young knight steadily for 
a moment by the blaze of the burning wood, and then told 
him to follow, murmuring something to himself as he led the 
way. They passed the two fires without any notice from the 
men who were congregated around, aud approached the’ tents, 
while from the valley below rose up some wild strains of 
instrumental music, the flourish of trumpets and clarions, 
mixed with the sound of many human voices, talking, laughing, 
and shouting. 

“ Have you seen the enemy yet?” asked Richard of Wood- 
ville. 

.“.No, sir,” replied his guide; “but we sfctll see him to¬ 
morrow, they say. Here is the knight’s tcm. You may go 
in, I know.” 

The man laid a strong emphasis on the word “ you,” and 
turning to look at him as he held back the hangings of the 
tent, the young knight thought he recognised an old familiar 
face. The next instant he was within the canvass, and beheld 
before him a man of about his own age, seated at a board raised 
upon two trestles, with a lamp burning and a book spread out 
under his eyes. Hie head was bent upon his hand, and the 
curls of his thick short hair were black, mingled here and 
there with a silvery thread. He was deep in study, and heard 
not the rustle of the tent as the stranger entered, nor his foot¬ 
fall within; and Richard paused for an instant and gazed upon 
him. As he did so, his eye grew moist, and he said in a low 
voice, “Daerc! Harry!" 

Sir Henry Caere started, and raised his worn and care- 
wrought countenance; and springing forward, he clasped 
Woodville in his arms, exclaiming, “Oh, Richard! can it be 
you?” 

Then looking with an apprehensive eye round the tent, he 
said, “ Thank God, there is' no one here! Did they know you? 
Did any one see you?” 

“Yes,” replied Richard of Woodville; “two of your men 
saw me, Dacre. But what means all this? Why should 
Richard of Woodville fear to be seen by mortal man?" ■ 

“Oh! there are strange and false reports about, Richard," 
replied Dacre, with a sorrowful look. “ False, most false, I 
know them to be! I am too well aware how men can lie and 
calumniate. But you will find all men, except some few true^ 
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friends, against yon here; for day by day, and hour by hour, 
these rumours have been increasing, and every one, even to 
the peasantry of the land, seem to be leagued against you." 

“ Give me but some food, Dacre, and a cup of wine," an¬ 
swered Richard of Woodville, “ and I will meet them this 
minute face to face. Why, Dacre, I have nought to fear. I 
have had neither time nor opportunity to do one base act, if I 
had been so willed. I am but a few short days out of bonds, 
and my first act will be to seek the king, and dare any man 
on earth to bring a charge against me.” 

“Not to-night, not to-night!” cried Sir Harry Dacre; “ let 
there be some preparation first. Hear all that has been 
said.” 

“ Not an hour will I lie under a stain, Harry,” replied his 
friend. “ I am weary, faint, and exhausted for want of food. 
Give me some wine and bread; throw open the door of your 
tent; and let all your men see me. Let them rejoice that I 
have come bad^ to do myself right. I fear not to show my 
face to any one™ 

Dacre, with a slow step, and thoughtful brow, went to the 
entrance of the tent, and called to those without to bring food 
and wine; and the board was soon spread with such provisions 
as the camp could afford. Seating himself on a coffer of arms, 
Woodville ate sparingly, and drank a cup of wine, asking from 
time to time, “ Where is Sir John Grey? Where is my good 
uncle? He will not be absent from an enterprise like this, I 
am right sure.” 

“Here, here! both here!” answered Sir Henry Dacre; 
“ and Mary and Isabel are even now at Calais; but be advised, 
my friend: do not show yourself to-night. The whole court 
is crowding round the king in the village down below. Let 
the battle be first over. You will do good service, I am sure. 
You can fight in armour not your own, and then-” 

“Armour, Harry!” cried the young knight, “I have no 
armour but the armour of a true heart, and that is proof 
against the shafts of calumny.' It never" shall be said that 
Richard of Woodville paused when the straightforward course 
of honour was before him. Thought, preparation, care, would; 
he a slander on my own good name. I need no meditated de¬ 
fence. I have done nought on earth that an English knight 
should blush to do; and he who says so lies. Now I am 
ready for the task. Ha! Hugh of Clatford, is that you?” he 
continued, as some one entered the tent. “ You have just 
come in time to be my messenger.” 

“Full glad I am to see you, noble sir,” answered the stout 

oman; “we have a world of liars amongst us, which is the 
t thing that makes me fancy these Frenchmen may win 
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the day. But now you are come, you will put them to silence, 
I am sure.” 

“ Jlight, Hugh, right!” replied Woodville. “But you have 
some word for Sir Harry. Speak your message, and then I 
will give mine.” 

“ 'Tis no great matter, sir,” said Hugh of Clatford. “ Sir 
Philip begs you would send him two loads of arrows, Sir 
Henry, if you have any to spare; that is all,” he continued, 
addressing Dacre; and when the knight had answered, Wood¬ 
ville resumed eagerly, “ If you are a true friend, Hugh, you 
will go down for me to the king’s quarters, and say to the first 
high officer that you can speak to, that Sir Ilichard of Wood¬ 
ville, just escaped from a French prison, is here in camp, and 
beseeches his grace to grant him audience, as he hears that 
false, calumnious reports, to which he gives the lie, have been 
spread concerning him, while he has been suffering captivity.” 

“I will call out our old knight himself,” replied Hugh, 
“ he is now with the king at the castle, and wjll do the errand 
boldly, I am sure.” 

“Away then, quick, good Hugh, for I am all impatience,” 
Said Woodville; and the yeoman retired. 

When he was gone, Sir Harry Dacre would fain have spoken 
with his friend regarding all the reports that had been circu¬ 
lated of him during his absence; but Woodville would not 
hear; and taking another cup of wine, he said, “ I shall learn 
the falsehoods soon enough, Harry. Now tell me of yourself 
and Isabel.” 

But Dacre waved his hand. “I cannot talk of that,” he 
said, “ ’tis the same as ever. She knows how I love her, and 
her father too; but the phantom of a doubt still crosses her, 
even her, that I can see; and good Sir Philip answers'bluffly 
as is his wont, that he knows it is false; but yet, but yet! Oh, 
that accursed ‘but yet,’ Richard! The plague-spot is upon 
me still. That is enough. The breath of one foul vapour 
can obscure the sun, and the tongue of one false villain can 
tarnish the honour of a life.” 

“Poo! nonsense,Harry,” answered his companion; “I will 
show you, ere many hours be over, how lightly I can shake 
falsehood off. "Pis still your own heart that swells the load. 
I had not thought my uncle was so foolish, so unkind.” 

He wiled him on to speak farther; but the same cloud was 
still upon Sir Henry Dacre’s mind. It was unchanged and 
dark as ever; Study, to which he had given himself up, had 
done nought to clear it away; reflection had not chased it 
thence; time itself had not lightened it. 

Half an hour passed, and then there came a tramp as of 
armed men. Dacre looked anxiously cm his friend’s face; but 
Woodville heard it calmly; and when the hangings were 
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drawn back and a royal officer entered, followed by a party of 
archers, no cbange came upon his countenance. 

“What is your pleasure, Sir William Porter?” asked Dacrc, 
looking at him earnestly. 

“ I am sorry, sir, to have this duty," replied the officer; 
“but I am sent to arrest Sir Richard of Woodville, charged 
with high treason.” 

Woodville smiled; “ Are your orders, sir, to bring me be¬ 
fore the king?” he demanded. 

“No, sir knight,” answered Sir William Porter; “ I am to 
hold you a prisoner till his grace’s pleasure is known.” 

“Then 1 must ask a boon," replied Woodville; “which is 
simply this, that you will keep me here in ward till one of 
your men convey this to the king, lie gave it me long ago, 
and bade me in a strait like this make use of it. Let your 
messenger say, that I claim his royal promise to he heard 
when I ask it.” At the same time, he took a ring from his 
finger; but then recollecting himself, he said, “ But stay, I 
will write: so he commanded.” 

“You must write quickly, sir knight,” replied Sir William 
Porter; “for the lung retires early, and I must not wait 
long.” 

“My words shall he very few,” answered AVoodville; and 
Sir Harry I>acre, with hasty hands, produced paper and ink. 
The young knight’s words were, indeed, few. 

My Lifx.k—( he wrote) — I have returned from long captivity, and find 
that I have been charged with criincf. while my tongue was silent in prison. I 
know not what men lay to my account; but I know that 1 have done no wrong. 
Your grace once promised, that if I needed aught at your royal hands, and scaled 
my letter with the ring you then gave me, you would read the contents yourself, 
and at once. I do so now; but I have no lioon to ask of you, my lioge, but to l>e 
admitted to your presence, to hear the charges made against me, and to give the 
lie to those who made them. Love to your royal person, zeal for your service, 
honour to your crown, 1 own I have ever felt; but if these be not crimes, 1 have 
committed none other against you, and am ready to lie sifted like chaff, sure that 
my honesty will appear. God grant you, royal sir, liis great protection, victory 
over all your enemies, und subjects as faithful as 


RlCriARD OF WOODV1LLS. 

He folded, sealed it, and delivered it to the royal officer, 
saying, “ Let the king be besought to look at the seal. IBs 
royal promise is given that he will read it with his own eyes.” 

Sir William Porter examined the impression with a thought- 
fill look, and then replied abruptly, “I will take it myself. 
Guard the tent,” be continued, turning to his men, and with¬ 
drew. 

With more speed than Woodville or Dacre had thought 
possible, he returned, and entering, bade the prisoner follow. 
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“The king will see you, sir knight,’’he said: “your letter 
has had its effect.” 

“As all true words ever will have on his noble heart,” re¬ 
plied Woodville, rising. 

“ I will go with you, Kichard,” exclaimed Sir Harry Dacre. 

“ Who is with the sing. Sir William?” 

“ His tuicle, noble sir, his brother, the Earl of Warwick, 
Sir Thilip Beauchamp, Sir John Grey, Philip the Treasurer, 
and some others. But we must speed, for it is late;” and 
leading the way from the tent, he walked on towards the 
small town of Blangy, with Woodville and his friend, followed 
by the archers and one or two of 1) acre’s servants. 
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THE CHARGES. 

“ We shall see, my good lord, we sii,ill see!” said Henry V. 
to the Earl of Stafford as lie stood surrounded by his court 
in the hall of the old castle of Blangy. “ I have, it is true, 
learned sad lessons: that those we most trust are often the 
least worthy. Nay, let me not say ‘often,’ hut rather, some¬ 
times; and yet,” he added, after a pause, “perhaps 1 am 
wrong there too; for it has not happened to me in life, that 
one, of whom I have had no misgivings, has proved false. 
May it never happen! Those, indeed, of whom 1 would not 
believe the strange and instinctive doubts which sometimes, 
from a mere look or tone, creep into the heart; those whom 
I have trusted against my spirit, may have, indeed, betrayed 
me; hut there is something in plain, straightforward honesty 
that may not always suit a monarch’s humour, but which can¬ 
not well be suspected; and besides-but it matters not. 

We shall see!” 

It was evident to all that his thoughts turned to that dark 
conspiracy against his throne and life, which had been detected 
and punished at Southampton; and as every one knew it was' 
a painful and a dangerous subject with the king—the only 
one, indeed, that ever moved him to a hasty burst of passion— 
all were silent; and while the king still bent his eyes to the 
ground in meditation, Sir William Porter, afterwards raised to 
the then high office of grand carver, entered and approached 
his sovereign. 

“ The prisoner is without, royal sir,” he said. 

“ Let him come in,” answered Henry; and raising his face 
towards the door, he regarded Woodvillc as he walked for¬ 
ward, followed by Sir Henry Dacre, with that fixed, unwavering 
glance that was peculiar to him. His eyelids did not wink, 
not the slightest movement of the lips or nostril could be 
observed by those nearest him; hut the light of his eye fell 
calm and grave upon the young knight, like the beams of a 
wintry sun. 
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The demeanour of Woodville was not less like himself. 
With a rapid step, firm and free, with his broad chest ex¬ 
panded, his brow serene but thoughtful, and with his eyes 
raised to the monarch without looking to the right or left, he 
advanced till he was within two steps of Henry, and then 
bowed his head with an air of calm respect. He was quite 
silent, however, till the king spoke. 

“ You have asked to be admitted to our presence, Sir 
Richard of Woodville,” said the king; “and, according to 
the tenor of a promise once made, we have granted your 
request. What have you to say to the charges made against 
you?” 

“ I know not what they are, my liege,” replied Woodville; 
“ but, whatever they may be, if they lay to my account aught 
of disloyalty to you, 1 say that they are false.” 

“ Anil have yon heard nothing?” asked the king, in a tone 
of surprise; “ has no one told you?” 

“ He would not hear me, sire,” said Dacre, stepping for¬ 
ward. “ He said he would meet them unprepared in your 
ow i presence.” 

“ It is well!” rejoined Henry; “then you shall hear them 
from my lips, sir knight; and God grant you clear yourself 1 
for none w-ishes it more than I do. Did I not command you, 
sir, now well nigh twenty months ago, to retire from the 
forces of our cousin of Burgundy and return to your native 
land, for our especial service?” 

“ Such commands may have been sent, my liege, but they 
never reached me,” replied the young knight; “ and when a 
mere rumour found its way to me, I was on the eve of setting 
out ou that fatal enterprise in which I lost my liberty. I can 
appeal to the noble Lord of Croy, when the tidings came, to 
speak liow much pain they gave me, and how ready I was to 
abandon, all and follow your commands.” 

“ Be it so," answered Henry; “ that point shall be inquired 
into. You say you have been a prisoner. How long is it 
since you were set at liberty?” 

“ But. five days, sire,” replied the knight; “no longer than 
was needful to journey from Montl’herry hither.” 

“ And did you come alone?” demanded the king. 

“No, sire,” said Richard of' Woodville; “from the abbey 
at Arrouaise I was accompanied by my page, a man who 
aided in my escape from prison, and two young novices 
journeying to Montreuil. I sent the two ladies from Fremi- 
eourt on to Ilesdin, under the escort of the man and the page, 
and rode on hitherward myself, till my horse would go no 
farther. The rest of the way I walked on foot." 

“ But before you reached Arrouaise, were you alone?" in¬ 
quired the king. 
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“ No, sire; as far as Triel, I had but the man, the boy, and 
a clerk of Sir John Grey’s with me, who effected my liberation 
between them; but after that I was accompanied by a small 
body of Burgundian horse, who were escorting some canoncsses 
and these two novices on the way.” 

“ Add, and burning monasteries, plundering villages, and 
cutting off the stragglers of your sovereign’s army, sir knight!” 
rejoined the king, sternly. 

Richard of Woodville gazed in his face for an instant in 
surprise, and then broke into a gay laugh, saying— 

“ I arow to God, quoth Harry, 

I shall not lefe behynde, 

May 1 mete with Bernard 
Or Bayard the blynde. 

Now I understand your grace, for I have come upon the track 
of these men, and somewhat wondered to hear, in the month 
of hinds and peasants, the name of Woodville, or Vodeville 
as they called it, coupled with curses. Nay, more, my liege: 
I saw in the good town of Peronne, through which I passed, 
a man in my own armour, at the head of a large troop of men- 
at-arms.” 

“I saw him, too, Dickon!” cried the voice of old Sir Philip 
Beauchamp, “as he followed our rear at Pont St. Rcmie, and 
would have sworn that it was thyself, had I not known thy 
true heart from a boy.” 

“A strange tale, sir knight!” said the king, without relax¬ 
ing his grave frown; “and the more strange, when coupled 
with the facts of your having never received my commands to 
return, sent long ago, and my messenger having brought me 
word, as if from your mouth, that you could not obey, as you 
had taken service with the Duke of Burgundy for two years 
and a day.” 

“He is a false knave, my liege!” replied the knight; “and 
as to my ever having forgotten your grace’s commands even 
for a day, not to engage myself for long, that I can prove; for, 
thank God! my contract with the good Duke John I have 
always kept about me. Here it is; and if you look, royal sir, 
you will see I have not been unmindful of my duty.” 

Henry took the paper which Woodville produced from the 
young knight’s hand; and read it over attentively, pausing at 
one clause, arid pronouncing the words aloud, “And it is, 
moreover, agreed between the said high and mighty Prince 
Philip, Count of Charolois, and the said knight, that should 
the King of England,. Henry the Fifth of that name, require 
the aid and service of the said Sir Richard of Woodville, he 
shall be at liberty to retire at any time, without let or hin- 
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drancc, from the forces of the said Count of Charolois, or of 
his father and redoubted lord the Duke of Burgundy, together 
with all such men as have accompanied the said knight from 
England; and, moreover, that he shall receive all the passes, 
safe-conducts, and letters of protection, which may be needful 
for him to return to his own land in safety, and that without 
delay or hesitation, but even at a moment’s notice.” 

The king, when he had read these words, gave a momentary 
glance around; but then, turning to the young knight again, 
after examining the date of the paper and the signature, 
“You were at this time assuredly in your devoir,” he said; 
“and this was but a month before my messenger set out; but 
we have heard from Sir Philip de Morgan some strange tales 
of adventures in the town of Ghent, which may have changed 
your purposes.” 

“My lord, I do beseech your grace," answered Woodville, 
gravely, “to give ear to no strange tales till they be fully 
proved. I have already suffered from such stories, and have 
disproved them to one here present much interested to knov* 
the truth;” and he turned his eyes towards Sir John Grey, 
who stood beside the Earl of Warwick. “For one so long a 
prisoner, not knowing where to find a single person who was 
with him at a remote period, it is not easy in a moment to 
show the real state of every fact alleged; but if your royal 
time may serve, 1 am ready to tell the simple talc of the last 
two years; and if I afterwards prove not to your own clear 
conviction that every word I speak is truth, send my head to 
the block when you will.” 

“You shall have full time, sir knight,” replied the king; 
“at present it is late; and though we must sleep but little, 
yet some repose every man must have. Your tale cannot 
be heard to-night. However, you now know that you axe 
charged first with refusing to serve your king in arms against 
his enemies, which may, perhaps, be false. This paper affords 
some presumption against the accusation. Secondly, you are 
charged with following our royal host with men of Burgundy, 
suid in arms levying war against your sovereign. You have, 
we are told, been seen by many so traitorously employed, and 
your name, you yourself allow, is in the mouths of all the 
peasantry.” 

Henry paused a moment, as if expecting assent; but Wood¬ 
ville only replied by a question: “May I ask, sire,” he said, 
“ if a certain Sir Simeon of Roydon is m your host?” 

“Ha!” cried the king, his lace lighting up; “what would 
you say on that score?” 

“Simply that I have suspicions, mighty prince,” replied 
the young knight, “ but I will charge no man without proof. 
These two charges are false, and I will make it manifest they 

z 
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are so: first by testimony, then by my arm. Is there aught 
else against me?” 

“Alas, there is!” answered the king; “and the most grave 
of all. Have you brought that letter which I sent for, my 
lord?” 

“ Yes, sire,” replied the Earl of Arundel, stepping forward 
and placing a paper in the king’s hands. “ That is the one 
your grace meant, I believe?” 

“The same,” answered Henry, gazing upon it with a coun¬ 
tenance both stern and sad. “ Come forward, Sir Richard of 
Woodville. Is this your hand-writing?” 

Woodville looked at it, and recognised at once the letter 
which he had written to Sir John Grey whilst in prison. “It 
b, my liege," he replied boldly, looking in the king’s face with 
surprise. “1 wrote that letter; but I know not bow it can 
affect me.” 

“ That will be proved hereafter, sir,” answered the king, in 
a stern tone; “but remember, I have doomed my own blood 
to death tor the acts which this letter prompted; and, by my 
honour and my life, l will not spare the man that wrote it. 
According to the right of every Englishman, you shall be 
tried and judged by your peers; but when the axe struck the 
heck of Cambridge, it crushed out the name of mercy from 
my heart. In me you find no grace.” 

“My lord, I need none,” replied Richard of Woodville, in 
a tone firm, yet respectful, “ tor I have done no wrong. I 
never yet did hear that there was any crime in a captive 
writing to a friend for ransom. This letter prompted nothing; 
and I am in much surprise to hear your royal words announce 
therein a matter of compliant against me.” 

“ The man to whom it was written, sir,” said the king, 
“proved himself a traitor, and took the gold of France to sell 
his sovereign’s life and his country’s welfare to the enemy.” 

Richard of Woodville gazed in surprise and bewilderment 
from the king to Sir John Grey, and from Sir John Grey to 
the king, while the father of her he loved looked not less as¬ 
tonished than himself. But Henry, after a short pause, added 
aloud, “ Remove him, Sir William Porter. If God give us 
good success in the coming fight, he shall have fair trial and 
due judgment. If the will of heaven fight against us, though 
perchance he may escape to live, I do believe, from what l 
have known of him in former days, that he will find hitter 
punishment in his own heart for this dark deed;” and lie struck 
his fingers sharply upon the paper, which he still held in his 
hand. 

“ Some way, I know.not what, you arc deceived, my liege,” 
said Richard of Woodville, with perfect calmness. “However, 
I have but one favour to ask, and that is, that you will not 
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let a false and lying accnsation so weigh against me as to de¬ 
prive me of my right and glory: that of fighting for my king, 
I would say; and I pledge you my honour and my soul that, 
if the day be lost, which God forefend! I will not survive the 
battle. If it be won, I will bring my head to your grace’s feet 
to do with as seems meet to you; for I am no traitor, so help 
me heaven! and on that score I fear neither the judgment of 
man nor that of God.” 

“ I know that you are brave right well, Sir Richard,” an¬ 
swered the king; “but we will have no traitors fight upon 
our side.” 

The young knight cast £is eyes bitterly towards the ground, 
and Ilenry could see the fingers of his hand clenched tight 
into the palm; but Sir Henry Dacre stepped forward and 
said, “I will be his bail, my liege.” 

“And I too, royal sir,” cried old Sir Philip Beauchamp; 
“ I will plight land and liberty, life and honour, that he is as 
true as my good sword. Have I not known him from a 
babe?” 

“ You are his uncle, eir,” answered the king; “and, in this 
case, cannot judge.” 

“ I am in no way akin to him, my gracious sovereign,” said 
Sir John Grey, advancing from the side of the Earl of War¬ 
wick ; “ but 1 fear not also to be his bail. My life for his, if 
he be not true.” 

Richard of Woodville crossed his arms upon his chest, and 
raising his head as his friends spoke, looked proudly round, 
saying, “There is something to live for, after all.” 

At the same moment Henry turned to the Duke of York, 
and spoke a word or two with him and the Duke of Clarence. 

“Your request cannot be granted," he said, in a milder 
tone; “ but yet we will deal with you in all lenity. Sir 
Richard; and therefore we will commit you to the ward of 
Sir John Grey, with strict orders, however, that he hold you 
as a close prisoner till after your trial. And now I can hear 
no more, for the night is well spent, and we must march at 
dawp. Take him, Sir John; you have a guard, and answer 
to me for. him with your life." 

“I will, my liege,” replied Sir John Grey, advancing, and 
taking the young knight’s arm. “ Come, Richard; you shall 
he my guest. 1 have no doubts;’’ and bowing to the king, he 
retired from the presence. 

Sir Philip Beauchamp and Sir Harry Dacre followed 
quickly, and overtook them on the stairs; and the old knight 
snook his nephew playfully by the shoulders, exclaiming— 

“We will confound the knaves yet, Dickon! But what is 
this letter?” 

“ Merely one I wrote to Sir John Grey," replied Richard of 
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Woodville, “ beseeching him to communicate with the bearer 
touching my ransom." 

“ I never received it,” replied Sir John Grey. “ It did not 
reach my hands; but, please God, I will see it ere I sleep.” 

“lmust fight at this battle,” said Kichard of Woodville, 
thoughtfully; “I must fight at this battle, my noble friends.” 

Sir John Grey replied not, but shook his head gravely, and 
led the way to the house where he was lodged. 


CHAPTER XLIII. 


THE POX IN TUE SNARE. 

Spread out in a long line over the face of the country, the 
English army occupied a number of villages, keeping a good 
watch lest the enemy, large bodies of whom had been ap¬ 
parent during the morning, should take them by surprise and 
overwhelm them by numbers. Small parties of the freshest 
men were lodged in tents between the dift'erent villages, so 
that a constant communication might be kept up, and support 
be ready lor any point attacked; and throughout the whole 
host reigned that stern and resolute spirit, the peculiar charac¬ 
teristic of the English soldiery, and which has assured them 
the victory in so many fields, against more impetuous but less 
determined adversaries. Yet none, however resolute and 
brave in Henry’s army, could help feeling that a great and 
perilous day was before them, when it was known that at 
least a hundred and twenty-five thousand men, comprising the 
most renowned chivalry of Europe, were collected to oppose 
a force of less than twenty-five thousand, worn with a long 
and difficult march, aud weakened by sickness and want of 
provisions. 

Nevertheless, during the whole night of Thursday, the 24th 
■of October, from hamlet and village, from priory and castle, 
from tent and field, wherever the English were quartered, 
Tose up wild bursts of martial music floating on the air to the 
French camp,'as, round the innumerable watch-fires which 
lighted the whole sky with their lurid glare, sat the myriads 
of the enemy in their wide-extended position at Roussauville 
and Agincourt. 

In one of the small villages near the head-quarters of the 
king were stationed Sir John Grey, who now, having recovered 
■all the great possessions of his family, appeared in the field at 
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the head of a large body of men, whose services nnder his 
banner procured for him at an after period, as the reader is 
probably aware, the earldom of. Tankerville. The house 
which he inhabited during that night was the dwelling of a 
fanner; and in one of the small rooms thereof sat Richard of 
Woodville, at about eleven o’clock at night, conversing with 
Mary’s lather, with a somewhat gloomy ant anxious air. 

“1 have seen it myself, Richard,” said Sir John Grey. 
“The superscription is dear and distinct: ‘To Sir Thomas 
Grey, Knight;’ and not one word is mentioned therein of 
anything like ransom.” 

“Then it has been falsified!” cried Richard of Woodville; 
“for my letter was to you. Why should I write to Sir 
Thomas Grey, a man I know nought of? I never saw him: 
hardly ever heard of him. Even now I am scarcely aware of 
who he was, or what he did.” 

“ lie was an arch-villain, Richard," replied the knight: “the 
only otic of all the three who took the gold of France. Cam¬ 
bridge and Scroop had other views, which they nobly hid within 
their own bosoms lest they should injure others. But this 
man was a traitor indeed; and he ere his death gave this let¬ 
ter, it seems, into the king’s own hands, as that which began 
his communication with the enemy. He even laid his death 
at your door, for having written to him by the French 
suborner. But here is Sir Ilcnry Dacre! What is it you 
seek, good knight? You seem eager about something.” 

“There arc people without requiring to speak with you,, 
Sir John,” answered Woodville’s triend. “They have got a 
man in their hands, who, they say, is a knave, sent to you by 
one you know." 

“I want no knaves,” replied Sir John Grey; “but I will 
see who it is;” and he went out. 

“Now, what speed, my friend?” continued Dacre, grasping 
Woodville’s hand. “What says Sir John?” 

“That it must not he," said Richard of Woodville. “That: 
his duty to the king would not suffer it, even were 1 his 
son.” 

“Then we must try other means,” answered Dacre, hastily. 
“You shall light to-morrow, Woodville. God forbid that you 
should lose a field like this! You shall take my armour, and 
I will ride in a different suit. Only be ready at a moment’* 
notice,” he added; “for as soon as Sir John is in the field, I 
will bear you off from the men he leaves on guard.” 

Woodville smiled gladly; for, certain of hi? own honour and 
of his own conduct, he scrupled not to take advantage of any 
means to free himself from the restraint under which he was 
held. He had no opportunity, however, of communicating 
further with his friend; for the next moment Sir John Grey 
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returned, followed by several men-at-arms and archers, with 
a slight but long-armed man in their hands, habited in a suit 
of demi- armour, such as was worn by the inferior soldiery, 
but with a visored casque which concealed his face. 

“ Take off his bascinet," said Sir John Grey; and the helmet 
being removed, displayed to the eyes of Richard of Woodville 
the countensncefof his former servant Dyram. The man 
gazed sullenly upon the ground; and Sir John Grey, after 
eyeing him for a moment, seated himself by Woodville, say¬ 
ing, “ I have seen this man before, methinks.” 

“And so have 1, too often," rejoined the young knight. 
“ He was once a servant of mine, and shamefully betrayed 
his trust. Keep him safe, Sir John, I beseech you; for on 
him may greatly depend my exculpation with the king." 

The man turned round suddenly towards him, and ex¬ 
claimed— 

“ Ay, and so it does. On me, and me alone, depends your 
exculpation. Your fate is in my hands.” 

“Less than you think, perchance, knave 1” answered Sir 
John Grey; “ for I hold here strange lights to clear up some 
dark mysteries. Yet speak, if you be so inclined. You may 
merit mercy by a frank avowal.” 

• “ Send these men hence,” said Dyram, looking to the sol¬ 
diers. “ I will say nought before them.” 

“Go, Edmund!” replied the elder knight, speaking to the 
chief of those who had brought the prisoner in. “Yet, first 
tell me where you found him, and how?” 

“ Guided by Jim of Retford,” said the soldier, “ we caught 
him about a mile on this side of a place called Acheux; I 
think, some twenty miles hence or more. We found that 
letter upon him, noble sir; and that," he continued, laying 
down on the table two pieces of paper. “ We might not have 
searched him, indeed, but he tried to eat that last one. You 
may see the markB of his teeth on it; and Jim of Retford 
forced his mouth open with his anelace to take it out. He 
says ’tis treason; but 1 know not, for I am no clerk.” 

Sir John Grey held the paper to the light and read. 
“ Treason it certainly is,” he said, when he had done. “ One- 
fourth of the booty secured to Edward Dyram, if the scheme 
succeed! Ay, who are these? Xsambert of Agincourt, Robi- 
net de Boumonville, and S. R.? Who may he be, fellow?” 

But Dyram was silent; and Sir Harry Dacre cried eagerly, 
“Let me see it, sir! let me see it! Ay, I know it well. 
Woodville, your suspioions are true.” 

“Go, Edmund, and guard the passage,” said Sir John 
Grey; “I will call when you are wanted. Now, sir, will 
you speak?" 

“Ay,” answered Dyram, as he saw the man depart and 
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the door close; “ I will, sir knight. First, I will speak to you, 
Bichard of Woodvillc, and will tell you that I have the power 
to sweep away every cloud that has fallen upon you, or to 
make them darker still. I know all: you need tell me no¬ 
thing; how you refused to serve your own monarch, they say; 
how you wrote to aid in bribing Sir Thomas Grey; how you 
have followed the English camp like a raven smelling the 
carrion of war: all, all, I know all!” 

“Then clear up all!” answered Woodville; “and you shall 
have pardon.” 

“Pardon!” cried Dyram, with a mocking laugh; and then 
suddenly turning to Sir Harry Dacrc, he went on. “Next, 
to you 1 will speak, sir doleful knight, and tell you that 
from your fair fame, too, I can clear away the stain that 
hangs upon it, black and indelible as you think it. I can 
take out the mark of Cain, and give you back to peace and 
happiness.” 

Sir Harry Dacre gazed upon him for a moment in stem 
silence, and then replied, “I doubt it.” 

“Doubt not,” replied Ned Dyram; “I can do it, I will, 
but upon my own conditions.” 

“ What may they be?” asked Sir John Grey. “If they be 
reasonable, such information as you may proffer may be worth 
its price. But remember, before you speak, that your neck 
is in a halter, and that this paper conveys you to the pro¬ 
vost, and the provost to the next tree, if your demands be 
insolent.” 

“I am not sure of that,” replied Ned Dyram, boldly. “Sir 
John Grey is not king in the camp. What say you, Sir 
Eichard of Woodville? Will you grant my conditions, pro¬ 
vided that I save you from your peril, and give you the means 
of proving your innocence within an hour?” 

“I must hear them first, knave,” replied the young knight; 
“I will bind myself to nothing till they are spoken.” 

“ Oh! they are easily said,” answered Ned Dyram. “First, 
I will have twenty miles’ free space between me and the camp. 
So much for security. Then 1 will have your knightly word, 
that a fair maiden whom you know, named Ella Brune, shall 
be mine.” 1 

“Where is she?” demanded Eichard of Woodville. “I 
know not where she is; I have not seen her for months; nay, 
years.” 

“ Oh! she is not far off when Eichard of Woodville is here," 
said the man, with a sneer. “I know all about it; ay, Sir 
John Grey: the smooth-faced clerk, the corrupter of the men 
of MontPhcny. Can you not produce her?” 

“Perhaps 1 can ere long,” replied Sir John Grey. “But 
what if I do?” 
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“Why, th^p,” answered Dyram, in the same saucy tone, 
“before I speak a word, I will have her promise to be mine. 
She will soon give it, when she knows that on it hangs Rich¬ 
ard of Woodville’s life. She has taught me herself how to 
wring her hard heart.” 

“She shall give no such promise for me,” replied Wood- 
ville, sternly, “I tell thee, pitiful scoundrel, that I would 
rather, with my bosom free of aught like guilt, lay my head 
upon the block, than force a grateful and high-hearted girl to 
wed herself to such a vile slave as thou art. If your insinua¬ 
tions should be true, and she has done for me all that you 
«ay, full well and generously has she repaid the little I ever 
did to serve her. She shall do no more, and least of all make 
her own misery to save my life.” 

“Then die, sir knight!” rejoined Ned Dyram; “for you will 
find, with all your wit, you cannot struggle through the toils 
in which you are caught." 

“It may be so," said Sir John Grey; “but by my life, bold 
villain, you shall die too.” 

“Perhaps so,” answered Dyram, with sneering indifFerence; 
“but I can die in silence like a wolf.” 

“ As you have lived,” added Richard of Woodville; “ so 
he it!” 

“Stay,” said Sir Harry Dacre; “arc these the only con¬ 
ditions you have to propose? Will nought else serve your 
purpose as well? Gold as much as you will.” 

“Nought, nought,” replied Dyram. “You know the terms, 
and can take or reject them as you think fit. If you like them 
well, sir knight, and would have your innocence of the crime 
laid to you proved beyond all doubt; if you would save your 
friend too, you have nought to do but seek out this fair 
maiden. She is not far, I am right sure; and if you but bring 
her in your hand to me, I will condescend to accept her as 
my wife, and set you free of all calumny. You struck me 
■once, Richard of Woodville. You cannot expect that I should 
forget that bitter jest without a bitter atonement.” 

“Send him away, Sir John, I do beseech you!” cried 
Woodville, warmly. “ My temper will not long hold out; and 
I shall strike him again.” 

“Ho! without there!” cried Sir John Grey. “Take this 
.man away, Edmund, and put gyves upon him. Have him 
watched night and day; for I now know who he is, and a more 
dangerous knave there does not live. lie will escape if Satan's 
own cunning can effect it." 

“Well, you know the terms," said Ned Dyram, turning his 
head as two of the soldiers drew him away by the arms. 
“Think better of it, noble knights. Ha, ha, ha! What a 
story to tell, that the fair fame of Sir Harry Dacre, and the 
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lifc of Sir Richard of Woodville, both mighty men of war, 
should depend upon one word of poor Ned Dyram!” and with 
this scoif lie was led away. 

Dacre paused in silence, leaning his brow thoughtfully 
upon his hand; and Richard of Woodville for several moments 
conversed with Sir John Grey in a low tone. 

“Ay, you may well think it strange, Richard,” said the 
elder knight aloud, “ that I, who at one time was taught to 
fancy this girl your paramour, should suddenly place such 
trust in her as to let her follow her will in all things, and 
put means at her disposal to effect whatever she thought fit. 
But do you see that ring?” and he pointed to a circle of gold 
set with a large sapphire on his finger; “it is a record, Rich¬ 
ard, of a quality which, in her race, though it be an humble one, 
is hereditary. I mean gratitude. I once rescued from injury 
tlie wife of a good soldier named Brune, the son of one of 
Northumberland’s minstrels. ’Twas but a trifling service 
which any knight would have rendered to a woman in distress; 
but. that good man, her husband, in gratitude for this simple 
act, sacrificed his own life to save mine. It was on Shrews¬ 
bury field, twelve long years ago; and when I left him with 
the enemy on every side, I gave him that ring, in the hope 
that he might still escape; but he was already sorely wounded 
in defending me; and ere he died lie sent it as a last gift to 
his daughter. When I saw it by mere accident, and heard 
that daughter tell her feelings towards yon, I recognised the 
spirit of her race; and had it cost me half the lands I had 
just recovered, she should not have wanted means to carry 
out her plan for serving you. What now?” he continued, 
turning to one of his attendants, who entered. 

“ The king, sir knight, desires your presence instantly, to 
consult with Sir Thomas of Erpingham for the ordering of 
to-morrow’s battle." 

“I come,” replied Sir John Grey; and then turning to 
Richard of Woodville, he added, “ This is fortunate; per¬ 
chance what I have to tell him this night may make him 
somewhat soften the strictness of his orders.” Thus speak¬ 
ing, he withdrew, leaving Richard of Woodville alone with 
Sir Harry Dacre. 
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CHAPTER XUV. 

THE OEDEKING OF THE BATTLE. 

We must follow, for a short space, the steps of Sir John Grey, 
who hurried after the messenger, to the quarters of the king, 
which lay at about half a mile’s distance from his own. As I 
have shown, he intended to speak with the monarch upon the 
intelligence regarding the young knight which he had re¬ 
ceived that night; but an opportunity for so doing was not so 
easily found as he had expected. 

The moon was shining bright and unclouded; not a vapour 
was in the sky; and, as he approached the guards which 
were stationed round Henry’s temporary residence, he could 
hear the sounds of voices, and see distinctly a small party 
walking slowly up the road. One was half a step in advance 
of the rest, and there was something in the air and tread 
which told the knight at once that there was the king. Hur¬ 
rying after, he soon overtook the group, and joined in their 
conversation in a low voice: but far more weighty thoughts 
than the fate of any individual now occupied all. Their 
speech was of the morrow’s battle, their minds were fixed upon 
that which was to decide the destiny of thrones and empires, 
which was to deal life and death to thousands; and Richard 
of Woodville seemed forgotten by all but Sir John Grey 
himself. 

The king, too, walked on before in silence, with his eyes 
bent upon tire ground, and his look grave and thoughtral; 
and it was not till, passing out of the village, he came upon 
the brow of a small acclivity, from which the whole of the 
enemy’s line of watch-fires could be descried, that he paused 
or spoke. The moment that he stopped, the distinguished 
soldiers who followed him gathered round; and, turning 
towards them with a countenance now all smiles, the monarch, 
said, “Somewhere near this spot must be the place; I marked 
it this afternoon. Ha! Sir John Grey, I hardly thought you 
would have time to come.” 

“A little more in advance, sire,” replied Sir Thomas of 
Erpingham, answering' the former part of the king’s speech. 
“ If you take your stand here, the Frenchmen will have space 
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to spread out their men beyond the edge of the two woods; 
but, if yon plant your van within a half-bowshot of the edge 
of those trees, they must coop themselves up in the narrow 
space, where their numbers will be little good.” 

“ You are right, renowned knight,” said the king, laying 
his hand familiarly upon Erpingham’s shoulder. “I did not 
mean just here. The standard shall be pitched where yon 
low tree rises; the vanward a hundred paces farther down ( 
the rearward where we now stand.” 

“Does your grace mark that meadow there, upon the 
right,” asked Sir John Grey; “dose upon the edge of the 
wood?” 

“ I do, good friend,” answered Henry; “ and will use it as 
I know you would have. But, go down first, and sec how it 
is defended; for we must not expose our footmen to the 
French horse.” 

Sir John Grey and the Earl of Suffolk hurried on, while 
Henry examined the rest of the field; but they soon returned 
with information that the meadow was defended by a deep 
and broad ditch, impassable for heavy horses; and Henry 
replied, “ Well, then, we will secure it for ourselves by our 
good bowmen. Though we be so few, we can spare two 
hundred archers to gall the Frenchmen’s flank as they come 
up.” 

“Ay! would to heaven,” cried one of the gentlemen pre¬ 
sent, “that all the brave men who are now idle in England 
could know that such a field as this lies before their king, 
and they had time to join us !”-..< 

“Ha! what is that?” cried Henry. “No, by my life! I 
would not have one man more. If we lose the day, which 
God forbid wc should, wc arc too many already; and if we 
win this battle, as I trust in heaven we shall, I would not 
share the glory of the field with any more than needful. 
Come, my good lords and noble knights, let us go on and 
view the ground farther, and when all is decided we will place 

f uards and light fires to insure that the enemy be not before- 
and with us.” Thus saying, he walked on, conversing prin¬ 
cipally with Sir Thomas of Erpingham upon the array of his 
men; while the other gentlemen followed, talking together, 
or listening to the consultation between the king and his old 
and experienced knight. As they went on, various broken 
sentences were thus overheard; as, “ Ay, that copse of brush¬ 
wood will guard our left right well; and the hedges and 
ditches on the right mil fecure us from the charge of men- 
at-arms. Their bowmen we need not fear, my liege.” 

“ I have bethought me, my old friend, of a defence, too, for 
our archers in the front. We have all heard liow at Bannock¬ 
burn, in the time of good. King Edward, pitfalls were dug to 



AOINCOtTRT. 

break the charging horse. We hare no time for that; but I 
think if we should plant before our archers long stakes pointed 
■with iron, a little leaning forward towards the foe, the British 
bows would be secure against the chivalry of France; or if 
they were assailed and the enemy did break: through, ’twould 
be in wild disorder and rash disarray, as was the case at 
Creasy.” 

. “A marvellous good thought, my liege; but every battle 
has a change. Those who were once attacked become the 
attackers, and should such be our case, how will you clear 
the way for our own men from the stakes that were planted 
against the enemy?” 

“ That must be provided against, Sir Thomas. Each man 
must pull up the stake near him." 

“Nay, inv liege,” said Sir John Grey, joining in, “let a 
hundred billmen be ranged with the second line of archers; 
and at a word given pass through and root up the stakes.” 

“Eight, right, Sir John,” answered the king. “Then the 
fury of our charge, when charge we may, will not be checked 
by our own defences. Our van must lie all archers, with the 
exception of the brown bills, and I think to give the com¬ 
mand -” 

' “ I do beseech you, my lord the king,” said the Duke of 
York, advancing from behind, “to let me have that post, and 
lead the van of your battle. Words have been spoken, and 
rumours have been spread, which make me eager for a place 
of danger. You must not refuse me, royal prince.” 

“ Nor will I, cousin,” answered Henry. “ On your honour 
and good faith I have as much reliance as on your skill and 
courage, which no man dares to doubt. Are you not a Plan- 
tagenet?” 

The duke caught his hand and kissed it; and if he had taken 
any share, as some suspected, in the conspiracy of Southamp¬ 
ton, he expiated his fault on the succeeding day by glorious 
actions and a hero’s death. 

“ Now,” said the king, after some further examination of the 
field, “you understand our disposition, noble knights; and to 
you I entrust it to secure the ground during the night, and to 
make the arrangements for to-morrow. Cousin of York, you 
lead the van. I myself, with my young brother, Humphrey 
of Gloucester, will command the main battle. Oxford and 
Suffolk, you and the Lord Marshal shall give us counsel. My 
uncle of Exeter shall lead our rearward line, and this good 
Knight of Erpingham shall be our marshal of the field. Let 
all men in the centre fight on foot; and let the cavalry be 
Tanged on either wing to improve the victory I hope to win. 
When all is ready, back to your beds and sleep; first praying 
God for good success to-morrow, Then, in the morning early, 
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feed your men. Let them consume whatever meat is left; for 
if we gain the day they shall find plenty on before, and if we 
lose it, few methinks will want provisions.” 

Thus saying, the king turned and walked back towards the 
village; and Sir John Grey, choosing that moment, advanced 
and addressed him in a low tone in regard to Richard of 
Woodville. Henry soon stopped him, however. “We can¬ 
not speak on that to-night, my noble friend,” he said. “ It 
grieves me much, I own, to debar a gallant gentleman from 
sharing in a field like this. I know that it will grieve him 

more than death, but yet- Nay, no more. We will not 

speak of this. Set watch upon him, but not too strict. You 
understand me; and you, who taught my infant hands first 
to draw a bow, shall fight by my side to-morrow. Now, 
good night! I will tell you my belief: it is, that this youth is 
guiltless. I do not often rashly judge men’s characters, and 
I formed my estimate of his long, long ago. Farewell, and 
God shield us all to-morrow!" 

Sir John Grey hurried home, and found that during his 
long absence all in the house where he was quartered, except 
one or two of his own personal attendants and the necessary 
guard, had retired to rest. Ere he sought his pillow also, 
however, he sat down and wrote some hurried lines, which 
he signed and sealed; and then, with a silent step seeking 
the chamber where Itichard of Woodville slept, with two or 
three yeomen across the door, he went in, and gazed for a 
moment at the young knight, as he lay upon his little pallet, 
with his arm under his head, and a well-pleased smile upon 
his slumbering face. 

“ That is not the sleep of guilt,” said Sir John, in a low 
murmur to himself. “ There, that gives him my Mary, if I 
call to-morrow;” and thus saying, he laid the paper he had 
written upon Woodville’s bosom, and retired to his own 
chamber. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

THE BATTLE. 


The morning of the twenty-fifth of October, St. Crispin’s day, 
dawned bright, but not altogether clear. There was a slight 
hazy mist in the air, sufficient to soften the distant objects, 
hut neither to prevent the eye from ranging to a great distance, 
nor the sun, which was shining warm above, from pouring his 
beams through the air, and tinging the whole vapour with a 
golden hue. Early in the morning both armies were on toot ; 
but more bustle and eagerness were observable in the French 
camp than amongst the English, who showed a calmer and 
l?ss excited spirit, weighing well the hazards of the day, and 
though little doubting of victory, still feeling that no light 
and joyful task lay before them. 

The French, however, were all bustle and activity. Men- 
at-arms were seen hurrying from place to place, gathering 
around their innumerable banners, ranging themselves under 
their various leaders, or kneeling and taking vows to do this 
or that, of which inexorable fate forbade, in most cases, the 
accomplishment. Nothing was heard on any side but accents 
of triumph and satisfaction, prognostications of a speedy and 
almost bloodless victory over an enemy to whom they were 
superior by at least six times the number of the whole English 
host, and bloody resolutions of avenging the invasion of 
France and the capture of Ilarflcur, by putting to death all 
prisoners except the king and other princes, from whom 
large ransoms might be expected, for a vain people is almost 
always a sanguinary one. A proud nation cannot better afford 
to forgive. Nothing was heard, I have said, but such foolish 
boastings and idle resolutions; but 1 ought to have excepted 
some less jocund observations, which were made here and 
there in a low. tone, amongst the older but not wiser of the 
French nobility, prompted by the superstitious spirit of the 
times, which was apt to draw auguries from very trifling 
indications. . 

“ Heard you how the music of these islanders made the 
whole air ring throughout the night?” said one. 

“And ours was quite sileut.” said another. 
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“ We have no instruments,” rejoined a third. “ This king of 
theirs is fond of such toys, and plays himself like a minstrel, 

I am told; but I remarked a thing which is more serious: 
their horses neighed all night, as if eager for a course, and 
ours uttered not a sound.” 

“That looks bad indeed,” observed one of the others. 

“ Perhaps their horses as well as their men are frightened," 
answered another. 

“I have seen no sign of fear,” replied one of the first 
speakers, with a shake of the head. 

“AVhy, the rumour goes,” said the first, “that Henry of 
England sent on Wednesday, to announce that he would give 
up I larfieur, and pay for all the damage he has done, if we 
would but grant him a free passage to his town of Calais." 

“It is false,” replied the first speaker. “I asked the Con¬ 
stable last night myself, and he said that there is not a word 
of truth in the whole tale, and that Henry will fight like a 
boar at bay: so every Frenchman must do his devoir; for if, 
with six times his numbers, we let the Englishmen win the 
day, it must be by our folly or our own fault.” 

As he spoke, the Constable D’Albret, iollowed by a gallant 
train of knights and noblemen, rode past on a splendid charger, 
horse and man completely armed; and turning his head as he 
passed each group, he shouted, “To the standard! to the 
standard, gentlemen! Under your banners, men of France! 
You will want shade, lor the sun shines, and we have a hot 
day before us.” 

Thus saying, he rode on, and the French lines were speedily 
formed in three divisions, like the English. The first, or 
vanguard, comprised eight thousand men-at-arms, all knights 
or squires, four thousand archers, and fifteen hundred cross¬ 
bowmen, and was led by the Constable, the Dukes of Orleans 
and Bourbon, with some twenty other high lords of France, 
while upon either wing appeared a large body of chosen 
cavalry. The whole line was glittering with gilded armour, 
and gay with a thousand banners of embroidered arms; and 
as the sun shone upon it, no courtly pageant was. ever more 
bright and beautiful to see. 

The main body consisted of a still larger force, under the 
Dukes of Bar and Alen<;on, with six counts, each a great 
vassal of the crown of France. The rear-guard was more 
numerous still; but in it were comprised the light-armed and 
irregular troops, and a mixed multitude upon whom little de¬ 
pendence could be placed. 

When all were arranged in order on the side of the hill, 
the Constable addressed the troops in words of high and manly 
courage, tinged perhaps with a little bombast; and when he 
had done, the whole of that vast force remained gazing towards 
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the opposite slope, and expecting every moment to sec the 
English army appear, and endeavouring to force its way onward 
towards'Calais. As yet but a few scattered bodies of tlie in¬ 
vaders were apparent upon the ground, and some time passed 
ere the heads of the different corps were descried issuing forth 
in perfect order to the sound of martial music, and taking 
up their position on the field, marked out by Henry during 
the night before. Their appearance, as compared with that 
of the French host, was poor and insignificant in the ex¬ 
treme. Traces of travel and of strife were evident in their 
arms and in their banners; and their numbers seemed but. a3 
a handful opposed to the long line which covered the hill 
before them. Yet there was something in the firm array, 
the calm and measured step, the triumphant sound of their 
trumpets and their clarions, the regular lines of their archers 
mid of their cavalry, the want of all haste, confusion, or agita¬ 
tion, apparent through the whole of that small host, which 
was not without its effect upon their enemies, who began to 
feel that there would be indeed a battle, fierce, bloody, and 
determined, before the day, so fondly counted theirs, was 
really won. 

Prompt and well-disciplined, with their bows on their 
shoulders, their quivers and their swords at their sides, and 
their heavy axes in their hands, the English archers at once 
took up the position assigned to them with as much precision 
as if at some pageant or muster. Each instantly planted in 
the earth a heavy iron-shod stake, which he carried in his left 
hand, and drove it in with blows from the back of his axe ; and 
then each strung his how, and drew' an arrow from the quiver. 
Behind, at a short distance, came* the battle of the king, con¬ 
sisting of heavy-armed infantry, principally billmen, with a 
strong force of cavalry on either hand. The rearward, under 
the Duke of Exeter, appeared shortly after on the hill above; 
and each of the two last divisions occupied its appointed 

f round with the same regularity and tranquil order which 
ad been displayed by the van. 

The preparations which they perceived, the pitching of the 
stakes, the marshalling of the English forces, and the position 
which they had taken up, showed‘the French commanders 
that the King of England was determined his battle should be 
a defensive one; and the appearance of some bodies of the 
enemy in the neighbourhood of the village of Agincourt, 
with the burning of a mill and house upon tne same side, led 
them to believe that some stratagem was meditated, which 
must he met by prompt action with the principal corps of 
Henry’s army. 

That there were difficulties in attacking a veteran force in 
•uch a position tlie Constable D’Albret clearly saw, but he 
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•was naturally of a bold and rash disposition; his enemies of 
the Burgundian party had more than once accused him of his 
irresolution and incapacity; and he resolved that no obstacle 
should daunt, or induce him to avoid a battle, with such an 
overpowering force at his command. He gave the order then 
to move forward at a slow pace, and probably did not perceive 
tile full perils of his undertaking till his troops had advanced 
too liir, between the two woods, to retreat with cither honour 
or safety. "When he discovered this, it would seem an order 
was given to halt, and Ibi some minutes the two armies 
paused, observing each other: the English determined not to 
quit their ground, the French hesitating to attack. 

A solemn silence pervaded the whole field; but then Henry 
hitnself appeared, armed from head to ibof in gilded armour, 
a royal crown encircling his helmet, covered with precious 
stones, and his heaver up, displaying his countenance to his 
own 'troops. Mounted on a magnificent white horse, he rode 
along the hue of archers in the van, within half a bow-shot of 
the enemy, exhorting the brave yeomen, in loud tones and 
with a cheerful face, to do their duty to their country and 
their king. Every motive was held out that could induce his 
soldiery to do gallant deeds; and he ended by exclaiming, 
“For my part, I swear that England shall never pay ransom 
for my person, nor France triumph over me in life;’ for this 
day shall either be famous for my death, or in it I will win 
honour and obtain renown.” 

Along the second and third line he likewise rode, followed 
close by Sir Thomas of Krpingham, with his bald head bare, 
and the white hair upon liis temples streaming in the wind; 
and to each division the king addressed nearly the same words. 
The only answer that was made by the soldiers was, “On, on! 
let us forward!” and the only communication which took 
place between the king and his marshal of the host occurred 
when at length Henry resumed his position in the centre of 
the main battle. 

“ They arc near enough, my liege,” said the old knight. 
“ Is your grace ready?” 

“ Quite,” replied Henry. “ Have you left a guard over the 
baggage?” 

“As many as could he spared, sire,” replied the marshal. 
“ Shall we begin?” 

Henry bowed his head; and the old knight, setting spurs 
to his horse, galloped along the face of the three lines, waving 
his truncheon in his hand, and exclaiming, “Ready, ready! 
Now, men of England, now!” 

Then, in the very centre of the van, he stopped by the side 
of the I)uke of York, dismounted from his horse, put on his 
casque, which a page held ready; and then, hurling his lea£> 
Aa 



AGESCOTJUT. 


370 

irig staff high into the air, as he glanced over the archers with 
a look of fire untamed by age, he cried aloud, “Now, strike!” 

Each English yeoman suddenly bent down upon liis knee 
and kissed the ground. Then, starting up, they gave one 
loud, universal cheer, at which, to use the terms of the French 
historian, “ the Frenchmen were greatly astounded.” Each 
archer took a step forward, drew his bow-string to his ear; 
and, as the van of the enemy began to move on, a cloud of 
arrows fell amongst them, not only from the front, but from 
the meadow on their flank, piercing through armour, driving 
the horses mad with pain, and spreading confusion and dis¬ 
array amidst the immense multitude which, crowded into that 
narrow field, could only advance in lines thirty deep. 

“Forward! forward!” shouted the French knights. 

“ On, for your country and your king!” cried the Constable 
D’Albret; but his archers and cross-bowmen would not move; 
and, plunging their horses through them, the French men-at- 
arms spurred on in terrible disarray, while still amongst them 
fell that terrific shower of arrows, seeming to seek out with 
unerring aim every weak point of their armour, piercing their 
visor*, entering between the gorget and the breast-plate, 
transfixing the hand to the lance. Of eight hundred eliosen 
men-at-arms, if we may believe the account of the French 
themselves, not more than a hundred and forty could reach 
the stakes by which the archers stood. This new impediment 
produced still more confusion: many of the heavy-armed 
horses of the French goring themselves upon the iron pikes, 
and one of the leaders, who cast himself gallantly forward 
before the rest, being instantly pulled from Ms horse, and 
slain by the axes of the English infantry; whilst still against 
those who were following were aimed the deadly shafts, till, 
seized with terror, they drew the bridle and lied, tearing their 
way through the mingled mass behind them, and increasing 
the consternation and confusion which already reigned. 

At the same moment, the arrows of the English archers 
being expended, the stakes were drawn up; and encouraged 
by the evident discomfiture of the French van, the first line 
of the English host rushed upon the struggling crowd before 
them, sword in hand, rendering tlie disarray and panic irre¬ 
mediable, slaughtering immense numbers until their swords 
and axes, and changing terror into precipitate flight. 

Up to this period, Ilenry, surrounded by some of his prin¬ 
cipal knights, stood immoveable upon the slope of the hill: bu 
seeing Ms archers engaged hand to hand with the enemy, In 
pointed mtt with his truncheon a knight in black armour wit) 
lines of gold, about a hundred yards distant upon his left 
saying, “ Tell Sir Henry I)acre to move down with his com 
jany to support the van. The enemy may rally yet.” i 
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squire galloped off to bear the order; and instantly the band 
to which he addressed himself swept down in firm array, while 
the king, with the whole of the main body, moved slowly on 
to insure the victory. 

No further resistance, indeed, was made by the advanced 
guard of the French. Happy was the man who could save 
himself by ilight; the archers and the cross-bowmen, sepa¬ 
rating from each other, plunged into the wood; many of the 
men-at-arms, dismounting from their horses, and casting off 
their heavy armour, followed their example; and others, fly¬ 
ing in small parties, rallied upon the immense body led by the 
Dukes of Bar and Alencjon, which was now advancing, in the 
hope of retrieving the day. It was known that the Duke of 
Alcucon had sworn to take the king of England, alive or dead, 
and the contest now became more fierce and more regular. 
Pouring on in thunder upon the English line, the French 
inen-at-arms seemed to bear all before them; lmt though 
shaken by tiic charge, the English cavalry gallantly main¬ 
tained their ground; and, as calm as if sitting at the council- 
table, the English king, from the midst of the battle, even 
where it. was fiercest, around him, issued his commands, rallied 
his men, at id marked with an approving eye, and often with 
words of nigh commendation, the conduct of the foremost in 
the light . 

“Wheel your men, Sir John Grey!’’ he cried, “and take 
that party in the green upon the flank. Bravely done, upon 
my life! Sir Harry Dacre seems resolved to outdo us all. 
Gn c him support, my Lord of Jlungerlbrd. See you not that 
lie is surrounded by a score of lances! By the holy rood! he 
has cleared the way! Aid him, aid him, and they are routed 
there!'’ 

“That is not Sir Harry Dacre, my lord the king,” saida 
gentleman near. “He is hi plain steel armour. 1 spoke with 
him but a minute ago.” 

“On! on!” cried Henry, little heeding him. “ Restore the 
array on the right, Sir Hugh Basset,! They have bent hack 
a little. On your guard, on your guard, knights uud gentle¬ 
men! Down with your lances! Here they come!” and at 
the same moment, a large body of French, at the full gallop, 
dashed towards the spot where the king stood. In an instant, 
the Duke of Gloucester, hut a tew yards from the monarch, 
was encountered hv a knight of great height and strength, and 
cast headlong to the ground. Henry spurred up to his. 
brother’s defence, and. covering him with his shield, rained a 
thousand blows, with his large, heavy sword, upon the armour 
of his adversary, while two of the duke’s squires drew the 
young prince from beneath his horse. 

“ Beware, beware, my lord the king!" cried a voice upon 
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his left; and turning round, Henry beheld the knight in the 
black armour pointing with his mace to the right, where the 
Duke of Alen<;on, some fifty yards before a large party of the 
French chivalry, was galloping forward, with his battle-axe in 
his hand, direct towards the king. Henry turned to meet 
him, but that movement had nearly proved fatal to the 
English monarch; for, as he wheeled his horse, he saw the 
black knight cover him with his shield, receive upon it a tre¬ 
mendous blow from the gigantic adversary who had over¬ 
thrown the Duke of Gloucester, and, swinging high his mace, 
strike the other on the crest a stroke that brought his bead 
to his horse’s neck. A second dashed him to the ground; 
but Henry had time to remark no more, for Alcuron was 
already upon him, and he had now to fight hand to hand for 
life. Few men, however, could stand before the English 
monarch’s arm; and in an instant the duke was rolling in 
the dust! A dozen of the foot soldiers were upon him at 
once. 

“Sparc him! spare him!” cried the king; but, ere his 
voice could be heard, a dagger was in the unhappy prince’s 
throat. 

When Henry looked round, the main body of the French 
were Hying in confusion, the rear guard had already fled; and 
all that remained upon the field of Agincourt of the magni¬ 
ficent host of France were the prisoners, the dying, and the 
dead, except where, here and there, scattered over the ground, 
were seen small parties of twenty or thirty, separated from 
•the rest, and fighting with the courage of despair. 

“Let all men be taken to mercy,” cried the king, “who 
are willing to surrender. Quick! send messengers, uncle of 
Exeter, to command them to give quarter!’’ 

“My lord the king! my lord the king!” cried the voice of 
a man galloping up in haste, “ the rear-guard of the enemy 
have rallied, and arc already in your camp, pillaging and 
claying wherever they come.” 

“ Ha! then we will fight them too,” cried the monarch. 
“ Keep tjje field, my lord duke, and prevent those fugitives 
from collecting together;’’ and gathering a small force of 
cavalry, Henry himself rode back at speed towards the village 
of Maisoncellcs. But when he reached the part of the camp 
where his baggage had been left, the king found that the re¬ 
port of the French'rear-guard having rallied was false. Tents 
had been overthrown, it is true, houses had been burnt, 
waggons had been pillaged, and the work of plunder was still 
going on; but the only force in presence consisted of some 
six or seven hundred armed peasantry, headed by about six- 
score men-at-arms, with three or four gentlemen apparently 
of knightly rank. The cavaliers, who had dismounted, in- 
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etantly sprang on their horses and fled when the English horse 
appeared; and Henry, fearing to endanger his victory, shouted 
loudly not to pursue. 

“ I beseech you, my liege, let me bring you back one ot 
them,” cried the knight in the black armour, who was on the 
king’s left; and ere Henry could reply, digging his spurs deep 
into his horse’s sides, he was half a bow-shot away after the 
fugitives. They fled last, but not so fast as he followed. 

“We must give him aid, or he is lost!” cried the king, 
riding after; but ere he could come up, the knight had nearly 
reached the three hindmost horsemen, shouting loudly to 
them to turn and fight. 

Two did so; but hand to hand he met them both, stunned 
the horse of one by a blow upon the head, and then, turning 
upon the other, exclaimed, “ We have met at length, craven 
and scoundrel! We have met at length!” 

The other replied not but by a thrust of his sword at the 
good knight’s visor. It was well aimed, and the point passed 
through the bars and entered his cheek. At the same mo¬ 
ment, however, the black knight’s heavy mace descended upon 
his lbeman’s head, the crest, was crushed, the thick steel gave 
way, and down his enemy rolled—hung for a moment in the 
stirrup—and then fell headlong on the ground. 

Light as air, the victor sprang from his saddle, and setting 
his foot upon his adversary’s neck, gazed fiercely upon him 
as he lay. There were some few words enamelled above the 
visor; and crying aloud, “Ave, Maria!” the black knight 
shook his mace high in the air, then dropped it by the thong 
without striking: and, unclasping his own helmet, as the king, 
came up, exposed the head of Richard of Woodville. 

Such was the last deed of' the battle of Agincourt. 
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CHAPTER XLVT. 


THK CONC.'.USION. 


In the same large and magnificent hall of the royal castle at 
Calais, in which Edward HI. entertained his prisoners after 
his chivalrous though imprudent combat with the French 
forces under the walls of that town, was assembled the court 
of England on the arrival of his great descendant, Henry V. 
some days subsequent to the battle of Agineourt. The scene 
was a splendid one; for, though the monarch and many of his 
nobility had to .mourn the loss of near and dear relatives in 
that glorious field, no time had yet been given to prepare 
the external signs of grief; and the habiliments of all were, 
either the gay robes of peace and rejoicing, or the still more 
splendid panoply of war. As may be naturally supposed, the 
greater number of those present were men; but, nevertheless, 
the circle round the king’s person contained several of the 
other sex; for, besides the wife and daughters of the gover¬ 
nor of Calais, and the ladies of several of the principal officers 
and citizens of the town, a number of the female relations of 
the conquerors of Agineourt, who hgd come over to the Eng¬ 
lish city on the first news of the army’s march from Harfleur, 
were likewise in the hall. 

No pageant or revel, however, was going forward; and, 
although Honry could not but feel the vast importance of the 
deed that he had achieved, and the great results which might 
be expected to ensue, both in strengthening his power at 
home and extending it abroad, yet his countenance was far 
more grave and thoughtful than it had been before the battle; 
and rejoicing, as was natural, at such vast success, he rejoiced 
with moderation, and repressed every expression of triumph. 
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After speaking for some time with the persons round him, 
lie turned to Sir John Grey, who stood at a short distance on 
his left hand; and noticing with a kindly smile the knight’s 
fair daughter, he said, “ Now, my noble friend, you besought 
me this morning to hear what you had to bring before me, 
concerning Sir Richard of Woodville. Ere I listen to a word, 
however, let me at once say, that the good service rendered 
by that knight upon the field of Agincourt wipes out whatever 
offence he may have before committed; and without prayer 
or solicitation, I free liim from all bonds, and pardon every¬ 
thing that may be past.” 

As he spoke, Richard of Woodville advanced from behind, 
and, standing before the king, exclaimed, “ I beseech you, 
sire, to withdraw that pardon, and to judge me as if I had 
never drawn sword nor couched lance in your service. If I 
am guilty, my guilt is but increased by having dared to break 
ward and fight amidst honest Englishmen; and I claim no 
merit for what little T have done, except in having brought to 
your majesty's feet the traitor scoundrel, Simeon of Roydon, 
who doubtless with his own lips will now confess his treason 
towards you, his falsehood towards me.” 

“ If he do not,” said Sir John Grey, boldly, “ I have, thank 
God, ample means to prove it! Let him be called, my liege, 
and with him a certain knave, a prisoner likewise in my hands, 
named Edward Dyram.” 

“Ha!” cried the king, with a smile; “has our old friend 
Ned Jlyram, too, a share in this affair ? I had thought the 
warning I once gave might have taught him to mend his 
manners.” 

“They arc past mending, my liege,” answered Sir John 
Grey. “The villain will doubtless deny all, for he is as har¬ 
dened a knave as ever lived; but we can convict him notwith¬ 
standing.” 

“Well, call them in,” answered Henry, “and have all 
things ready.” And while Sir John Grey and Sir William 
Philip, the king’s treasurer, quitted the circle for a moment, 
Henry turned to Mary Grey, and addressed her in a low 
tone, with a smiling countenance. The crowd drew back to 
let the king speak at case; and the only words that made 
themselves heard were, “ Methinks, fair lady, you have some 
interest in this affair?” , 

“Deep, my liege,” replied Mary Grey, with a glowing 
cheek. 

What the king answered was not distinct to those around; 
but the lady raised her bright eyes to; his face, replying 
eagerly, “More for his honour than for his life, sire.” 

No time was lost; for Sir John Grey, expecting a speedy 
hearing, had prepared all; and in less than five minutes he 
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re-entered the hall, followed by a number of persons, some 
of whom accompanied him to the end of the chamber where 
the king was placed, and ranged themselves behind the circle, 
while the rest, consisting of prisoners and those who guarded 
them, remained near the door by which they entered. 

Henry fixed his eyes upon the group there standing, and 
seemed to examine them attentively for a moment in silence; 
then raising his voice, lie exclaimed, “ Bring forward Simeon 
of Roydon and Edward Dyram.” 

The two whom he called immediately advanced, with a man- 
at-arms pn either side. The knight held down his head and 
gazed upon the ground; but the servant looked carelessly 
around, showing neither fear nor doubt. 

“ Sir Simeon of Roydon,” said the king, in a stern tone, as 
soon as the culprit stood within a few yards of his person, 
“ you have been taken in arms against your country, and it 
were wise in yon to make free confession of your acts. I ex¬ 
hort you so to do, not promising you aught, but lor the relief 
of your own soul.” 

The knight paused for an instant, looked to Dyram, and 
then to Richard of'Woodvillc, and replied, “ 1 have nought to 
confess, sire. Unjustly banished from my country, I had no 
right to regard myself as an Englishman; but it was not 
against you, my liege, that I bore arms. It was against my 
enemy, who stands there. Him I sought, knowing him to be 
in your camp.” 

“A poor excuse,” replied the king; “and you must have 
had speedy intelligence, since he arrived there but the night 
before; and you, fellow,” continued Henry, turning to Dyram, 
“ what know you of this knight and his proceedings?” 

“ Very little, may it please your grace,” replied Ned Dyram; 
“I have seen him before, I think; but where it was I cannot 
justly say.” 

“ May I ask one question of the guard, my liege?” demanded 
Sir John Grey. Henry inclined his head, and the knight pro¬ 
ceeded:—“ Have these two men held any communication to¬ 
gether in the ante-room?” 

“They spoke together for a few moments in a strange 
tongue,” answered 'the man-at-arms whom he addressed; 
“and when we parted them they still talked from time to 
time across the room.” 

“Well,” replied the old knight, “it will serve them but 
little. Have you the papers, Sir William Philip?” 

“They are here,” said the treasurer; and he placed a roll 
in the king’s hand. 

Henry looked^it the first paper casually, saying, “Tills I 
know;” but rcgarded'the second more attentively, and after 
.reading it through, turned to Sir John Grey, and inquired, 
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“What is this? I see it refers to the man before ns But 
how was it obtained?” 

“It is referred to, my liege, in the question number four, 
which your grace permitted me to draw up. You will find 
them farther on. The two following letters I need not ex¬ 
plain. The only question is as to their authenticity, which 
can be proved.” 

The King read them all through with care; and then taking 
a paper from the bottom of the roll, which appeared to contain 
a long list of interrogatories, numbered separately, and writ¬ 
ten in a good clerkly hand, he perused it Iron* the beginning 
to the end. After having read it, he turned to Sir Simeon of 
Roydon, saying, “You are here charged with grave offences, 
sir, besides the crime in which you were taken. It is stated 
here that yon purchased the arms of Sir Richard of Woodville, 
when they were sold in Ghent, on his men leaving the service 
of Burgundy to return to England; and that you took his 
name while following our army up the Somme, and attacked 
our straggling parties with a leader of free companions, named 
Robinct do Bournonvillc. Is it so, or is it not so?” 

“This can he proved, my liege,” said Richard of Wood- 
ville; “for Sir Philip Beauchamp here present saw the arms 
in which this caitiff was taken; and he can swear that they 
were a gift from himself to me.” 

“ I acknowledge, sire, that I did purchase them,” replied 
Simeon of Roydon; “and wliat my companions may have 
called me, I know not; hut if perchance they called me 
Woodville, it was in jest; but no man can say that I was seen 
following your army from Harflcur hither." 

“ Tt is enough, it is enough,” said the king. “ Of this 
charge, Richard, you are free,” he continued, turning to 
Woodville; and then resuming his interrogatories, he went 
on to ask, “ Did you, or did you not, Sir Simeon of Roydon, 
intercept a letter from me to this good knight, and, counter¬ 
feiting liis signature, write a reply, refusing to obey my com¬ 
mands?" 

Sir Simeon of Roydon started, and turned a fierce look 
upon Ned Dyram, as if he suspected that he had been be¬ 
trayed; but the surprise which he saw in the man’s lace, not¬ 
withstanding a strong effort to repress it, convinced him that 
Henry had other sources of information; but resolute in his 
course to the last, he replied in a bold tone, “It is false! Who 
is my accuser?” 

The king looked round; and a sweet musical voice replied, 
“ J am!” 

“Stand forward! stand forward!” said the king. “Ha! who 
are you V 1 have seen that fair face before.” 

“Once, pay liege,” said Ella Brune, advancing, dressed in 
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the garments she had worn after her grandsire’s death, “and 
then your grace did as you have always done: rendered 
justice both to the offender and the offended. I accuse this 
man of having done the deed that you have mentioned, and 
many another blacker still. I accuse him of having made use 
of him who stands beside him, Edward Dyram, pretending to 
he a servant of Sir Richard of Woodvillc, long after he had 
been driven in disgrace from his train, to obtain from the 
messenger of the Count of Charolois the letter which your 
grace had sent. Speak!” she continued, turning to Dyram, 
“Is it not true?” 


The man hesitated, and turned red and white, but was 
silent. 

“Speak!” reiterated Ella Brune; “it i? your last chance. 
Then read this letter, my liege,” she continued, “from the 
noble Count of Charolois, wherein he states that he has traced 
out this foul and wicked plot, and-” 

“I will confess I did," exclaimed Dyram; “I did get the 
letter. I did aid to forge the answer; but he, he—Richard 
of Woodvillc—struck me, and I vowed revenge.” 

“ What more?” demanded the king, sternly. “If you hope 
fpr life, speak truth. You have not defiled knightly rank; 
you have not degraded noble birth; you have not violated all 
that should keep men honest and true. There is some hope 
for you.” 

“Ha, knave!” exclaimed Simeon of Rovdon, gazing at him 
fiercely; but Dyram hesitated and paused'without reply; and 
Ella Brune proceeded, pointing with her fair hand to the 
papers which the king held open before him, and demanding, 
while her dark eyes fixed sternly on Dyram’s face, “And the 
letter from the prisoner of Montl’lierry to Sir John Grey; 
did you not erase the words with which it ended: they were, 
if I remember aright, ‘ touching my ransom;’ and change the 
Christian name in the superscription?” 

“No, no!” cried the man, vehemently, knowing that the 
charge might well affect his life. “No, 1 did not; nobody saw 
me do it; I say I did not.” 

“Fool!" cried Ella Brune, after giving him a moment to 
consider. “Your hhte has been dangerous to others, your 
love has been dangerous' to yourself. Give me that cup! 
My lord the king, may I crave to see the letter I have 
named?" 

Henry took it from the rest, and placed it in her hand; 
and, dipping her finger in a cup containing a clear white fluid, 
which the page of Sir John Grey brought forward, she ran it 
“over the line immediately preceding Richard of Woodville’s 
signature. The king gazed earnestly on the parchmeht as 
she did so, and, to his surprise, he beheld the words she had 
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mentioned rc-appear: somewhat faint and indistinct, it is true, 
but legible enough to show that the meaning of the whole 
paper had been falsified by their erasure. 

“ That wretched man!” said Ella Brune, pointing to Dyram, 
“in a foolish fit of tenderness towards my poor self, taught 
me the art of restoring writings long effaced; and now, by his 
own skill, I show you his own knavery.” 

Henry turned round with a generous smile of sincere plea¬ 
sure towards Richard of Woodville, saying, “I was sure I was 
not mistaken, Richard;” and he held out his hand. 

The young knight took it, and pressed his lips upon it, re¬ 
plying, “You seldom are, sire; but there is more to come, or 
I am mistaken.” 

“Nay, with him I have done,” said Ella Brune, looking at 
Dyram: “unless he thinks, by lree confession of the whole, 
and telling how a greater knave than himself led him on from 
fault to fault, to merit forgiveness, the matter affecting him 
is closed.” 

“It is vain to conceal it!” cried Dyram; “not that I hope 
for grace, for that is past; but there will be some satisfaction 
in punishing him who was never grateful for any service ren¬ 
dered him.” 

“It was yourself you served, villain! and your own pas¬ 
sions, not me!” cried Simeon of Roydon, his eyes flashing fire. 

“ And how did you treat me?" cried Dyram. “It is true, 
my liege, to gain this girl—devil incarnate as she seems to 
be!—I would have sacrified anght on earth; and when, after 
laying a plot with this man to win her, which, by his knavery, 
had well nigh ended in her ruin, I confessed iny fault to 
yonder knight, and he spurned me like a dog, 1 would have 
done as much to take vengeance upon him. 1 found a ready 
aid in good Sir Simeon of Roydon, who loved him as dearly 
as 1 did. In turns we planned and executed. lie devised 
the letter touching the ransom; he prompted the Duke of 
Orleans and the Count of Arinagnac: I erased the writing, 
and changed the superscription. Then, again, I hinted that 
in the armour he had bought, and under the name of its first 
owner, he might follow }'our camp, and clench the suspicion 
of Sir Richard’s treason, by proofs that would seem indubi¬ 
table; never doubting, indeed, that our enemy would be kept 
long in Montl’herry, hut little caring whether the sword fell 
on the one knight or the other. To make all sure, however, 
1 was sent to Montl’herry; but I arrived too late to prevent 
the prisoner’s escape, and only discovered by whose assistance 
it was effected: by that fair maiden there, now clerk and now 
demoiselle. My story is told, and 1 have nought to plead, 
are both guilty alike; we both loved, and we both hated: 
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but I would not willingly have hurt her who has now de¬ 
stroyed me. In that, and that only, am I better than this 
noble knight.” 

“Have yon aught more to say, fair maiden, concerning Sir 
Simeon of Roydon?” asked Henry; “if not, I will at once 
deal with both of them as they merit.” 

“Nay, I beseech you, sire,” exclaimed Richard of Wood- 
ville, “before you act in any way, listen to me for one 
moment.” 

“Speak, speak,-my good friend,” replied Henry; “I am 
always willing to hear anything in reason; what would you 
say?” 

“I know not whether your grace would wish it spoken 
aloud,” said Woodville; “ it refers to a time before your ac¬ 
cession to the throne.” 

“Oh yes! speak, speak!” cried Henry; “I have not for¬ 
gotten Hal of Hadnock. What of those days? 

“Why, sire, you may remember,” answered Woodville, 
“ that, as that noble gentleman yon have just named and I 
rode by the stream near Dunbury, one night in the spring of 
the year, we found the body of my poor cousin Kate drowned 
id the water. The man before you thought fit to cast foul 
doubts on as true and gallant a gentleman as ever lived: Sir 
Henry Dacrc. He now lies at the point of death from’ 
wounds received near Aginconrt, and if aught on earth can 
save him, it will he to know that his good name is cleared 
from all suspicion, if this man could lmt be brought to 
speak, and to acknowledge that the charges he insinuated 
were false, it would be halm to a bruised heart.” 

“ Nay,” cried the king, “ his falsehood is so evident, his 
knavery so great, that charges from his mouth are now hut 
empty air. Yet I have heard liow Sir Harry Dacre has 
suffered the hare doubt to prey like a canker upon his peace. 
Speak, Simeon of Roydon; and, if it be your last word, speak 
truth. Know you aught of Catherine Beauchamp’s death? 
and, if you do, whose was the hand that did that horrid 
deed?” 

“Sir Harry Dacrcle,” answered Roydon, with a malignant 
smile; for he thought to triumph even in death. “No one 
doubts it, 1 believe. Docs your grace?” 

“Ay, that 1 do," answered Henry; “and I have good cause 
to doubt it. That man was sent by me to make inquiries” (and 
he pointed to Dyrain); “ and everything that he discovered, 
I pray you mark, gentlemen all, tended to show that it was 
impossible Sir Henry Dacre could have done the deed. I 
have often fancied, indeed, that the knave had learned more 
than he divulged to me. Is it- so, sir? I remember your 
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ways in time of old, that you would tell part and keep back 
part. Did you learn aught else?” 

“Oh, no, sire!” replied Dyram, with a laugh, glancing his 
keen eyes towards Richard of Woodville; “I know nought; 
but I suppose that Sir Henry Dacre did it.” 

“ My lord the king,” said Ella Brune, who had remained 
silent, with her dark eyes cast down while this conversation 
took place, “1 can give your grace the information that you 
seek to have.” 

“Ila! you!” cried Itoydon, gazing at her with glaring 
eyes. “ This is all pure hate. Mark if she do not say I 
did it!” 

“You did!” answered Ella, fixing her eyes upon liim. 
“ Do you remember the night after the Glutton Mass? I was 
there! Do you remember hiding beneath the willows on the 
Abbey side of the stream? I was there! Do you remember 
the lady coming and asking for the information you had pro¬ 
mised to give, and your assailing her with words of love, and 
seeking to win her from her promised husband? I was 
there!” 

“False! false! all false!” cried Sir Simeon of Roydon; but 
his face as he spoke was deadly pale. 

“ If'you saw all, fair maiden,” said the king, “ why did you 
not at once denounce the murderer?” 

I saw all but the'last act, my liege,” replied Ella Brune. 
“ Having wandered from Southampton with the poor old man 
whom that knight afterwards slew, we found kindly enter¬ 
tainment for our music in a cottage at Abbot’s Ann. Wearied 
with the noise and merriment, I went out and sat beneath the 
trees; I witnessed what I have said; but then, not to be an 
eaves-dropper, 1 stole away. When I heard of the murder, 
however, I well knew who had done it, for the lady answered 
him scornfully, and I should have told the tale at once, hut 
the old man forbade me, showing that we were poor wandering 
minstrels, and that my story against the noble and the great 
would not be credited; yet I am certain that his hand did it.” 

“Out upon it!” cried Roydon; “will a king of England 
listen to such an idle tale? will he not drive from his presence, 
with contempt, a mountebank singer, who, without one wit¬ 
ness, brings such a charge in pure hate?” 

“Not without one witness,” answered Ella Brune. “I 
have one." 

“Call him!” said Henry. “If this man can clear himself 
from the accusation, he shall have pardon for all the rest.” 

Ella Brune raised her hand, and beckoned to some one 
standing behind the circle, which had drawn somewhat closer 
round the spot where this scene was going on. Immediately, 
while Sir John Grey made way, a lady dressed in the habit of 
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a novice, with her face closely covered, advanced between the 
king and Simeon of Roydon. 

‘‘This is my witness!" said Ella Brunc; and as she spoke 
the other withdrew her veil. 

Simeon of Roydon started back, with a face pale as death, 
exclaiming— 

“Catherine! She is living! she is living!” 

“Ay, but not by your will,” answered Catherine Beau¬ 
champ; “for you have long thought me dead: dead by the 
act of your own hand. My lord the king,” she continued, 
“all that this excellent girl has said is true. On a niglit'you 
vyell remember, eager to learn from this man who you really 
were, I sought him by the banks of the stream, where he"had 
promised to wait and tell me that and other matters, as he 
said, nearly affecting me. It was wrong of me to do so; but 
I had done much that was wrong ere then, and I had no 
scruples. He told me who you were; and then, seeing that 
no great love existed between myself and poor Harry Dacre, 
he sought to win my wealth by inducing me to violate the 
contract with my promised husband and wed him. IVhat put, 
such a vain notion in his mind I know not; but 1 laughed and 
taunted him with bitter scorn; and he then told me that 
I should be his or die. At first I feared not; but when I 
found him lift his hand and grasp me by the throat, I screamed 
aloud for help, and struggled hard, lie mastered me, how ¬ 
ever, in an instant, and plunged me in the stream. As I fell, 
I vowed that, if heaven would send me help, 1 would make 
a pilgrimage to St. James of Galicia. The waters, however, 
soon closed above my head; and in the one dreadful moment 
which i had for thought, as if the past had been cleared up 
and illumined by a flash of lightning, all the faults and follies 
of my former life stood out before me distinct and bright, 
stripped of the vain imaginations with which I had covered 
them. I rose again for a moment to the air; and then f vowed 
that, if God spared me, I would pledge myself to the altar, 
and renouncing all that ensnared me, live out the rest of 
my time in penitence and prayer. I soon lost all recollection, 
however, and when fi*?t I awoke as from sleep, in great feeble¬ 
ness and agony, I found myself in a litter, borne on towards the 
Abbey. Consciousness was speedily gone again; and when 
next I roused myself, from that dull slumber, my good uncle 
Richard, the abbot, and an old monk of his convent, were the 
only persons near. As soon as I could speak, 1 told them of 
my vows, and engaged them to keep my recovery a profound 
secret till L had taken the veil. The deeds that have been 
done, however, compel me to come forward now and tell the 
truth. I have told it simply and without disguise; but yet I 
would fain plead for litis man’s life. To him, as well as to 





